　　ROALDDAHL

　　CharlieandtheChocolateFactory

　　Therearefivechildreninthisbook:

　　AUGUSTUSGLOOP

　　Agreedyboy

　　VERUCASALT

　　Agirlwhoisspoiledbyherparents

　　VIOLETBEAUREGARDE

　　Agirlwhochewsgumalldaylong

　　MIKETEAVEE

　　Aboywhodoesnothingbutwatchtelevision

　　AndCHARLIEBUCKET

　　Thehero

　　--------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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　　HereComesCharlie

　　ThesetwoveryoldpeoplearethefatherandmotherofMrBucket.TheirnamesareGrandpaJoeandGrandmaJosephine.

　　AndthesetwoveryoldpeoplearethefatherandmotherofMrsBucket.TheirnamesareGrandpaGeorgeandGrandmaGeorgina.

　　ThisisMrBucket.ThisisMrsBucket.

　　MrandMrsBuckethaveasmallboywhosenameisCharlie.

　　ThisisCharlie.

　　Howd'youdo?Andhowd'youdo?Andhowd'youdoagain?Heispleasedtomeetyou.

　　Thewholeofthisfamily—thesixgrown-ups(countthem)andlittleCharlieBucket—livetogetherinasmallwoodenhouseontheedgeofagreattown.

　　Thehousewasn'tnearlylargeenoughforsomanypeople,andlifewasextremelyuncomfortableforthemall.Therewereonlytworoomsintheplacealtogether,andtherewasonlyonebed.Thebedwasgiventothefouroldgrandparentsbecausetheyweresooldandtired.Theyweresotired,theynevergotoutofit.

　　GrandpaJoeandGrandmaJosephineonthisside,GrandpaGeorgeandGrandmaGeorginaonthisside.

　　MrandMrsBucketandlittleCharlieBucketsleptintheotherroom,uponmattressesonthefloor.

　　Inthesummertime,thiswasn'ttoobad,butinthewinter,freezingcolddraughtsblewacrossthefloorallnightlong,anditwasawful.

　　Therewasn'tanyquestionofthembeingabletobuyabetterhouse—orevenonemorebedtosleepin.Theywerefartoopoorforthat.

　　MrBucketwastheonlypersoninthefamilywithajob.Heworkedinatoothpastefactory,wherehesatalldaylongatabenchandscrewedthelittlecapsontothetopsofthetubesoftoothpasteafterthetubeshadbeenfilled.Butatoothpastecap-screwerisneverpaidverymuchmoney,andpoorMrBucket,howeverhardheworked,andhoweverfasthescrewedonthecaps,wasneverabletomakeenoughtobuyonehalfofthethingsthatsolargeafamilyneeded.Therewasn'tevenenoughmoneytobuyproperfoodforthemall.Theonlymealstheycouldaffordwerebreadandmargarineforbreakfast,boiledpotatoesandcabbageforlunch,andcabbagesoupforsupper.Sundayswereabitbetter.TheyalllookedforwardtoSundaysbecausethen,althoughtheyhadexactlythesame,everyonewasallowedasecondhelping.

　　TheBuckets,ofcourse,didn'tstarve,buteveryoneofthem—thetwooldgrandfathers,thetwooldgrandmothers,Charlie'sfather,Charlie'smother,andespeciallylittleCharliehimself—wentaboutfrommorningtillnightwithahorribleemptyfeelingintheirtummies.

　　Charliefeltitworstofall.Andalthoughhisfatherandmotheroftenwentwithouttheirownshareoflunchorsuppersothattheycouldgiveittohim,itstillwasn'tnearlyenoughforagrowingboy.Hedesperatelywantedsomethingmorefillingandsatisfyingthancabbageandcabbagesoup.Theonethinghelongedformorethananythingelsewas...CHOCOLATE.

　　Walkingtoschoolinthemornings,Charliecouldseegreatslabsofchocolatepileduphighintheshopwindows,andhewouldstopandstareandpresshisnoseagainsttheglass,hismouthwateringlikemad.Manytimesaday,hewouldseeotherchildrentakingbarsofcreamychocolateoutoftheirpocketsandmunchingthemgreedily,andthat,ofcourse,waspuretorture.

　　Onlyonceayear,onhisbirthday,didCharlieBucketevergettotasteabitofchocolate.Thewholefamilysaveduptheirmoneyforthatspecialoccasion,andwhenthegreatdayarrived,Charliewasalwayspresentedwithonesmallchocolatebartoeatallbyhimself.Andeachtimehereceivedit,onthosemarvellousbirthdaymornings,hewouldplaceitcarefullyinasmallwoodenboxthatheowned,andtreasureitasthoughitwereabarofsolidgold;andforthenextfewdays,hewouldallowhimselfonlytolookatit,butnevertotouchit.Thenatlast,whenhecouldstanditnolonger,hewouldpeelbackatinybitofthepaperwrappingatonecornertoexposeatinybitofchocolate,andthenhewouldtakeatinynibble—justenoughtoallowthelovelysweettastetospreadoutslowlyoverhistongue.Thenextday,hewouldtakeanothertinynibble,andsoon,andsoon.Andinthisway,Charliewouldmakehissixpennybarofbirthdaychocolatelasthimformorethanamonth.

　　ButIhaven'tyettoldyouabouttheoneawfulthingthattorturedlittleCharlie,theloverofchocolate,morethananythingelse.Thisthing,forhim,wasfar,farworsethanseeingslabsofchocolateintheshopwindowsorwatchingotherchildrenmunchingbarsofcreamychocolaterightinfrontofhim.Itwasthemostterribletorturingthingyoucouldimagine,anditwasthis:

　　Inthetownitself,actuallywithinsightofthehouseinwhichCharlielived,therewasanENORMOUSCHOCOLATEFACTORY!

　　Justimaginethat!

　　Anditwasn'tsimplyanordinaryenormouschocolatefactory,either.Itwasthelargestandmostfamousinthewholeworld!ItwasWONKA'SFACTORY,ownedbyamancalledMrWillyWonka,thegreatestinventorandmakerofchocolatesthattherehaseverbeen.Andwhatatremendous,marvellousplaceitwas!Ithadhugeirongatesleadingintoit,andahighwallsurroundingit,andsmokebelchingfromitschimneys,andstrangewhizzingsoundscomingfromdeepinsideit.Andoutsidethewalls,forhalfamilearoundineverydirection,theairwasscentedwiththeheavyrichsmellofmeltingchocolate!

　　Twiceaday,onhiswaytoandfromschool,littleCharlieBuckethadtowalkrightpastthegatesofthefactory.Andeverytimehewentby,hewouldbegintowalkvery,veryslowly,andhewouldholdhisnosehighintheairandtakelongdeepsniffsofthegorgeouschocolateysmellallaroundhim.

　　Oh,howhelovedthatsmell!

　　Andoh,howhewishedhecouldgoinsidethefactoryandseewhatitwaslike!
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　　MrWillyWonka'sFactory

　　Intheevenings,afterhehadfinishedhissupperofwaterycabbagesoup,Charliealwayswentintotheroomofhisfourgrandparentstolistentotheirstories,andthenafterwardstosaygoodnight.

　　Everyoneoftheseoldpeoplewasoverninety.Theywereasshrivelledasprunes,andasbonyasskeletons,andthroughouttheday,untilCharliemadehisappearance,theylayhuddledintheironebed,twoateitherend,withnightcapsontokeeptheirheadswarm,dozingthetimeawaywithnothingtodo.Butassoonastheyheardthedooropening,andheardCharlie'svoicesaying,'Goodevening,GrandpaJoeandGrandmaJosephine,andGrandpaGeorgeandGrandmaGeorgina,'thenallfourofthemwouldsuddenlysitup,andtheiroldwrinkledfaceswouldlightupwithsmilesofpleasure—andthetalkingwouldbegin.Fortheylovedthislittleboy.Hewastheonlybrightthingintheirlives,andhiseveningvisitsweresomethingthattheylookedforwardtoalldaylong.Often,Charlie'smotherandfatherwouldcomeinaswell,andstandbythedoor,listeningtothestoriesthattheoldpeopletold;andthus,forperhapshalfanhoureverynight,thisroomwouldbecomeahappyplace,andthewholefamilywouldforgetthatitwashungryandpoor.

　　Oneevening,whenCharliewentintoseehisgrandparents,hesaidtothem,'IsitreallytruethatWonka'sChocolateFactoryisthebiggestintheworld?'

　　'True?'criedallfourofthematonce.'Ofcourseit'strue!Goodheavens,didn'tyouknowthat?It'saboutfiftytimesasbigasanyother!'

　　'AndisMrWillyWonkareallythecleverestchocolatemakerintheworld?'

　　'Mydearboy,'saidGrandpaJoe,raisinghimselfupalittlehigheronhispillow,'MrWillyWonkaisthemostamazing,themostfantastic,themostextraordinarychocolatemakertheworldhaseverseen!Ithoughteverybodyknewthat!'

　　'Iknewhewasfamous,GrandpaJoe,andIknewhewasveryclever...'

　　'Clever!'criedtheoldman.'He'smorethanthat!He'samagicianwithchocolate!Hecanmakeanything—anythinghewants!Isn'tthatafact,mydears?'

　　Theotherthreeoldpeoplenoddedtheirheadsslowlyupanddown,andsaid,'Absolutelytrue.Justastrueascanbe.'

　　AndGrandpaJoesaid,'YoumeantosayI'venevertoldyouaboutMrWillyWonkaandhisfactory?'

　　'Never,'answeredlittleCharlie.

　　'Goodheavensabove!Idon'tknowwhat'sthematterwithme!'

　　'Willyoutellmenow,GrandpaJoe,please?'

　　'Icertainlywill.Sitdownbesidemeonthebed,mydear,andlistencarefully.'

　　GrandpaJoewastheoldestofthefourgrandparents.Hewasninety-sixandahalf,andthatisjustaboutasoldasanybodycanbe.Likeallextremelyoldpeople,hewasdelicateandweak,andthroughoutthedayhespokeverylittle.Butintheevenings,whenCharlie,hisbelovedgrandson,wasintheroom,heseemedinsomemarvellouswaytogrowquiteyoungagain.Allhistirednessfellawayfromhim,andhebecameaseagerandexcitedasayoungboy.

　　'Oh,whatamanheis,thisMrWillyWonka!'criedGrandpaJoe.'Didyouknow,forexample,thathehashimselfinventedmorethantwohundrednewkindsofchocolatebars,eachwithadifferentcentre,eachfarsweeterandcreamierandmoredeliciousthananythingtheotherchocolatefactoriescanmake!'

　　'Perfectlytrue!'criedGrandmaJosephine.'Andhesendsthemtoallthefourcornersoftheearth!Isn'tthatso,GrandpaJoe?'

　　'Itis,mydear,itis.Andtoallthekingsandpresidentsoftheworldaswell.Butitisn'tonlychocolatebarsthathemakes.Oh,dearme,no!Hehassomereallyfantasticinventionsuphissleeve,MrWillyWonkahas!Didyouknowthathe'sinventedawayofmakingchocolateicecreamsothatitstayscoldforhoursandhourswithoutbeingintherefrigerator?Youcanevenleaveitlyinginthesunallmorningonahotdayanditwon'tgorunny!'

　　'Butthat'simpossible!'saidlittleCharlie,staringathisgrandfather.

　　'Ofcourseit'simpossible!'criedGrandpaJoe.'It'scompletelyabsurd!ButMrWillyWonkahasdoneit!'

　　'Quiteright!'theothersagreed,noddingtheirheads.'MrWonkahasdoneit.'

　　'Andthenagain,'GrandpaJoewentonspeakingveryslowlynowsothatCharliewouldn'tmissaword,'MrWillyWonkacanmakemarshmallowsthattasteofviolets,andrichcaramelsthatchangecoloureverytensecondsasyousuckthem,andlittlefeatherysweetsthatmeltawaydeliciouslythemomentyouputthembetweenyourlips.Hecanmakechewing-gumthatneverlosesitstaste,andsugarballoonsthatyoucanblowuptoenormoussizesbeforeyoupopthemwithapinandgobblethemup.And,byamostsecretmethod,hecanmakelovelybluebirds'eggswithblackspotsonthem,andwhenyouputoneoftheseinyourmouth,itgraduallygetssmallerandsmalleruntilsuddenlythereisnothingleftexceptatinylittlepinksugarybabybirdsittingonthetipofyourtongue.'

　　GrandpaJoepausedandranthepointofhistongueslowlyoverhislips.'Itmakesmymouthwaterjustthinkingaboutit,'hesaid.

　　'Mine,too,'saidlittleCharlie.'Butpleasegoon.'

　　Whiletheyweretalking,MrandMrsBucket,Charlie'smotherandfather,hadcomequietlyintotheroom,andnowbothwerestandingjustinsidethedoor,listening.

　　'TellCharlieaboutthatcrazyIndianprince,'saidGrandmaJosephine.'He'dliketohearthat.'

　　'YoumeanPrincePondicherry?'saidGrandpaJoe,andhebeganchucklingwithlaughter.

　　'Completelydotty!'saidGrandpaGeorge.

　　'Butveryrich,'saidGrandmaGeorgina.

　　'Whatdidhedo?'askedCharlieeagerly.

　　'Listen,'saidGrandpaJoe,'andI'lltellyou.'
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　　MrWonkaandtheIndianPrince

　　'PrincePondicherrywrotealettertoMrWillyWonka,'saidGrandpaJoe,'andaskedhimtocomeallthewayouttoIndiaandbuildhimacolossalpalaceentirelyoutofchocolate.'

　　'DidMrWonkadoit,Grandpa?'

　　'Hedid,indeed.Andwhatapalaceitwas!Ithadonehundredrooms,andeverythingwasmadeofeitherdarkorlightchocolate!Thebrickswerechocolate,andthecementholdingthemtogetherwaschocolate,andthewindowswerechocolate,andallthewallsandceilingsweremadeofchocolate,sowerethecarpetsandthepicturesandthefurnitureandthebeds;andwhenyouturnedonthetapsinthebathroom,hotchocolatecamepouringout.

　　'Whenitwasallfinished,MrWonkasaidtoPrincePondicherry,"Iwarnyou,though,itwon'tlastverylong,soyou'dbetterstarteatingitrightaway."

　　'"Nonsense!"shoutedthePrince."I'mnotgoingtoeatmypalace!I'mnotevengoingtonibblethestaircaseorlickthewalls!I'mgoingtoliveinit!"

　　'ButMrWonkawasright,ofcourse,becausesoonafterthis,therecameaveryhotdaywithaboilingsun,andthewholepalacebegantomelt,andthenitsankslowlytotheground,andthecrazyprince,whowasdozinginthelivingroomatthetime,wokeuptofindhimselfswimmingaroundinahugebrownstickylakeofchocolate.'

　　LittleCharliesatverystillontheedgeofthebed,staringathisgrandfather.Charlie'sfacewasbright,andhiseyeswerestretchedsowideyoucouldseethewhitesallaround.'Isallthisreallytrue?'heasked.'Orareyoupullingmyleg?'

　　'It'strue!'criedallfouroftheoldpeopleatonce.'Ofcourseit'strue!Askanyoneyoulike!'

　　'AndI'lltellyousomethingelsethat'strue,'saidGrandpaJoe,andnowheleanedclosertoCharlie,andloweredhisvoicetoasoft,secretwhisper.'Nobody...ever...comes...out!'

　　'Outofwhere?'askedCharlie.

　　'And...nobody...ever...goes...in!'

　　'Inwhere?'criedCharlie.

　　'Wonka'sfactory,ofcourse!'

　　'Grandpa,whatdoyoumean?'

　　'Imeanworkers,Charlie.'

　　'Workers?'

　　'Allfactories,'saidGrandpaJoe,'haveworkersstreaminginandoutofthegatesinthemorningsandevenings—exceptWonka's!Haveyoueverseenasinglepersongoingintothatplace—orcomingout?'

　　LittleCharlielookedslowlyaroundateachofthefouroldfaces,oneaftertheother,andtheyalllookedbackathim.Theywerefriendlysmilingfaces,buttheywerealsoquiteserious.Therewasnosignofjokingorleg-pullingonanyofthem.

　　'Well?Haveyou?'askedGrandpaJoe.

　　'I...Ireallydon'tknow,Grandpa,'Charliestammered.'WheneverIwalkpastthefactory,thegatesseemtobeclosed.'

　　'Exactly!'saidGrandpaJoe.

　　'Buttheremustbepeopleworkingthere...'

　　'Notpeople,Charlie.Notordinarypeople,anyway.'

　　'Thenwho?'criedCharlie.

　　'Ah-ha...That'sit,yousee...That'sanotherofMrWillyWonka'sclevernesses.'

　　'Charlie,dear,'MrsBucketcalledoutfromwhereshewasstandingbythedoor,'it'stimeforbed.That'senoughfortonight.'

　　'But,Mother,Imusthear...'

　　'Tomorrow,mydarling...'

　　'That'sright,'saidGrandpaJoe,'I'lltellyoutherestofittomorrowevening.'

　　4

　　TheSecretWorkers

　　Thenextevening,GrandpaJoewentonwithhisstory.

　　'Yousee,Charlie,'hesaid,'notsoverylongagothereusedtobethousandsofpeopleworkinginMrWillyWonka'sfactory.Thenoneday,allofasudden,MrWonkahadtoaskeverysingleoneofthemtoleave,togohome,nevertocomeback.'

　　'Butwhy?'askedCharlie.

　　'Becauseofspies.'

　　'Spies?'

　　'Yes.Alltheotherchocolatemakers,yousee,hadbeguntogrowjealousofthewonderfulsweetsthatMrWonkawasmaking,andtheystartedsendinginspiestostealhissecretrecipes.ThespiestookjobsintheWonkafactory,pretendingthattheywereordinaryworkers,andwhiletheywerethere,eachoneofthemfoundoutexactlyhowacertainspecialthingwasmade.'

　　'Anddidtheygobacktotheirownfactoriesandtell?'askedCharlie.

　　'Theymusthave,'answeredGrandpaJoe,'becausesoonafterthat,Fickelgruber'sfactorystartedmakinganicecreamthatwouldnevermelt,eveninthehottestsun.ThenMrProdnose'sfactorycameoutwithachewing-gumthatneverlostitsflavourhowevermuchyouchewedit.AndthenMrSlugworth'sfactorybeganmakingsugarballoonsthatyoucouldblowuptohugesizesbeforeyoupoppedthemwithapinandgobbledthemup.Andsoon,andsoon.AndMrWillyWonkatorehisbeardandshouted,"Thisisterrible!Ishallberuined!Therearespieseverywhere!Ishallhavetoclosethefactory!"'

　　'Buthedidn'tdothat!'Charliesaid.

　　'Oh,yeshedid.Hetoldalltheworkersthathewassorry,buttheywouldhavetogohome.Then,heshutthemaingatesandfastenedthemwithachain.Andsuddenly,Wonka'sgiantchocolatefactorybecamesilentanddeserted.Thechimneysstoppedsmoking,themachinesstoppedwhirring,andfromthenon,notasinglechocolateorsweetwasmade.Notasoulwentinorout,andevenMrWillyWonkahimselfdisappearedcompletely.

　　'Monthsandmonthswentby,'GrandpaJoewenton,'butstillthefactoryremainedclosed.Andeverybodysaid,"PoorMrWonka.Hewassonice.Andhemadesuchmarvellousthings.Buthe'sfinishednow.It'sallover."

　　'Thensomethingastonishinghappened.Oneday,earlyinthemorning,thincolumnsofwhitesmokewereseentobecomingoutofthetopsofthetallchimneysofthefactory!Peopleinthetownstoppedandstared."What'sgoingon?"theycried."Someone'slitthefurnaces!MrWonkamustbeopeningupagain!"Theyrantothegates,expectingtoseethemwideopenandMrWonkastandingtheretowelcomehisworkersback.

　　'Butno!Thegreatirongateswerestilllockedandchainedassecurelyasever,andMrWonkawasnowheretobeseen.

　　'"Butthefactoryisworking!"thepeopleshouted."Listen!Youcanhearthemachines!They'reallwhirringagain!Andyoucansmellthesmellofmeltingchocolateintheair!"'

　　GrandpaJoeleanedforwardandlaidalongbonyfingeronCharlie'sknee,andhesaidsoftly,'Butmostmysteriousofall,Charlie,weretheshadowsinthewindowsofthefactory.Thepeoplestandingonthestreetoutsidecouldseesmalldarkshadowsmovingaboutbehindthefrostedglasswindows.'

　　'Shadowsofwhom?'saidCharliequickly.

　　'That'sexactlywhateverybodyelsewantedtoknow.

　　'"Theplaceisfullofworkers!"thepeopleshouted."Butnobody'sgonein!Thegatesarelocked!It'scrazy!Nobodyevercomesout,either!"

　　'Buttherewasnoquestionatall,'saidGrandpaJoe,'thatthefactorywasrunning.Andit'sgoneonrunningeversince,fortheselasttenyears.What'smore,thechocolatesandsweetsit'sbeenturningouthavebecomemorefantasticanddeliciousallthetime.AndofcoursenowwhenMrWonkainventssomenewandwonderfulsweet,neitherMrFickelgrubernorMrProdnosenorMrSlugworthnoranybodyelseisabletocopyit.Nospiescangointothefactorytofindouthowitismade.'

　　'ButGrandpa,who,'criedCharlie,'whoisMrWonkausingtodoalltheworkinthefactory?'

　　'Nobodyknows,Charlie.'

　　'Butthat'sabsurd!Hasn'tsomeoneaskedMrWonka?'

　　'Nobodyseeshimanymore.Henevercomesout.Theonlythingsthatcomeoutofthatplacearechocolatesandsweets.Theycomeoutthroughaspecialtrapdoorinthewall,allpackedandaddressed,andtheyarepickedupeverydaybyPostOfficetrucks.'

　　'ButGrandpa,whatsortofpeoplearetheythatworkinthere?'

　　'Mydearboy,'saidGrandpaJoe,'thatisoneofthegreatmysteriesofthechocolate-makingworld.Weknowonlyonethingaboutthem.Theyareverysmall.Thefaintshadowsthatsometimesappearbehindthewindows,especiallylateatnightwhenthelightsareon,arethoseoftinypeople,peoplenotallerthanmyknee...'

　　'Therearen'tanysuchpeople,'Charliesaid.

　　Justthen,MrBucket,Charlie'sfather,cameintotheroom.Hewashomefromthetoothpastefactory,andhewaswavinganeveningnewspaperratherexcitedly.'Haveyouheardthenews?'hecried.Heheldupthepapersothattheycouldseethehugeheadline.Theheadlinesaid:

　　WONKAFACTORYTOBEOPENEDATLASTTOLUCKYFEW
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　　TheGoldenTickets

　　'Youmeanpeopleareactuallygoingtobeallowedtogoinsidethefactory?'criedGrandpaJoe.'Readuswhatitsays—quickly!'

　　'Allright,'saidMrBucket,smoothingoutthenewspaper.'Listen.'

　　EveningBulletin

　　--------------------------------------------------------------------------------

　　MrWillyWonka,theconfectionerygeniuswhomnobodyhasseenforthelasttenyears,sentoutthefollowingnoticetoday:

　　I,WillyWonka,havedecidedtoallowfivechildren—justfive,mindyou,andnomore—tovisitmyfactorythisyear.Theseluckyfivewillbeshownaroundpersonallybyme,andtheywillbeallowedtoseeallthesecretsandthemagicofmyfactory.Then,attheendofthetour,asaspecialpresent,allofthemwillbegivenenoughchocolatesandsweetstolastthemfortherestoftheirlives!SowatchoutfortheGoldenTickets!FiveGoldenTicketshavebeenprintedongoldenpaper,andthesefiveGoldenTicketshavebeenhiddenunderneaththeordinarywrappingpaperoffiveordinarybarsofchocolate.Thesefivechocolatebarsmaybeanywhere—inanyshopinanystreetinanytowninanycountryintheworld—uponanycounterwhereWonka'sSweetsaresold.AndthefiveluckyfindersofthesefiveGoldenTicketsaretheonlyoneswhowillbeallowedtovisitmyfactoryandseewhatit'slikenowinside!Goodlucktoyouall,andhappyhunting!(SignedWillyWonka.)

　　'Theman'sdotty!'mutteredGrandmaJosephine.

　　'He'sbrilliant!'criedGrandpaJoe.'He'samagician!Justimaginewhatwillhappennow!ThewholeworldwillbesearchingforthoseGoldenTickets!EveryonewillbebuyingWonka'schocolatebarsinthehopeoffindingone!He'llsellmorethaneverbefore!Oh,howexcitingitwouldbetofindone!'

　　'Andallthechocolateandsweetsthatyoucouldeatfortherestofyourlife—free!'saidGrandpaGeorge.'Justimaginethat!'

　　'They'dhavetodelivertheminatruck!'saidGrandmaGeorgina.

　　'Itmakesmequiteilltothinkofit,'saidGrandmaJosephine.

　　'Nonsense!'criedGrandpaJoe.'Wouldn'titbesomething,Charlie,toopenabarofchocolateandseeaGoldenTicketglisteninginside!'

　　'Itcertainlywould,Grandpa.Butthereisn'tahope,'Charliesaidsadly.'Ionlygetonebarayear.'

　　'Youneverknow,darling,'saidGrandmaGeorgina.'It'syourbirthdaynextweek.Youhaveasmuchchanceasanybodyelse.'

　　'I'mafraidthatsimplyisn'ttrue,'saidGrandpaGeorge.'ThekidswhoaregoingtofindtheGoldenTicketsaretheoneswhocanaffordtobuybarsofchocolateeveryday.OurCharliegetsonlyoneayear.Thereisn'tahope.'
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　　TheFirstTwoFinders

　　Theverynextday,thefirstGoldenTicketwasfound.ThefinderwasaboycalledAugustusGloop,andMrBucket'seveningnewspapercarriedalargepictureofhimonthefrontpage.Thepictureshowedanine-year-oldboywhowassoenormouslyfathelookedasthoughhehadbeenblownupwithapowerfulpump.Greatflabbyfoldsoffatbulgedoutfromeverypartofhisbody,andhisfacewaslikeamonstrousballofdoughwithtwosmallgreedycurrantyeyespeeringoutupontheworld.ThetowninwhichAugustusGlooplived,thenewspapersaid,hadgonewildwithexcitementovertheirhero.Flagswereflyingfromallthewindows,childrenhadbeengivenaholidayfromschool,andaparadewasbeingorganizedinhonourofthefamousyouth.

　　'IjustknewAugustuswouldfindaGoldenTicket,'hismotherhadtoldthenewspapermen.'Heeatssomanybarsofchocolateadaythatitwasalmostimpossibleforhimnottofindone.Eatingishishobby,youknow.That'sallhe'sinterestedin.Butstill,that'sbetterthanbeingahooliganandshootingoffzipgunsandthingslikethatinhissparetime,isn'tit?AndwhatIalwayssayis,hewouldn'tgooneatinglikehedoesunlessheneedednourishment,wouldhe?It'sallvitamins,anyway.WhatathrillitwillbeforhimtovisitMrWonka'smarvellousfactory!We'rejustasproudasanything!'

　　'Whatarevoltingwoman,'saidGrandmaJosephine.

　　'Andwhatarepulsiveboy,'saidGrandmaGeorgina.

　　'OnlyfourGoldenTicketsleft,'saidGrandpaGeorge.'Iwonderwho'llgetthose.'

　　Andnowthewholecountry,indeed,thewholeworld,seemedsuddenlytobecaughtupinamadchocolate-buyingspree,everybodysearchingfranticallyforthosepreciousremainingtickets.FullygrownwomenwereseengoingintosweetshopsandbuyingtenWonkabarsatatime,thentearingoffthewrappersonthespotandpeeringeagerlyunderneathforaglintofgoldenpaper.Childrenweretakinghammersandsmashingtheirpiggybanksandrunningouttotheshopswithhandfulsofmoney.Inonecity,afamousgangsterrobbedabankofathousandpoundsandspentthewholelotonWonkabarsthatsameafternoon.Andwhenthepoliceenteredhishousetoarresthim,theyfoundhimsittingontheflooramidstmountainsofchocolate,rippingoffthewrapperswiththebladeofalongdagger.Infar-offRussia,awomancalledCharlotteRusseclaimedtohavefoundthesecondticket,butitturnedouttobeacleverfake.ThefamousEnglishscientist,ProfessorFoulbody,inventedamachinewhichwouldtellyouatonce,withoutopeningthewrapperofabarofchocolate,whetherornottherewasaGoldenTickethiddenunderneathit.Themachinehadamechanicalarmthatshotoutwithtremendousforceandgrabbedholdofanythingthathadtheslightestbitofgoldinsideit,andforamoment,itlookedliketheanswertoeverything.Butunfortunately,whiletheProfessorwasshowingoffthemachinetothepublicatthesweetcounterofalargedepartmentstore,themechanicalarmshotoutandmadeagrabforthegoldfillinginthebacktoothofaduchesswhowasstandingnearby.Therewasanuglyscene,andthemachinewassmashedbythecrowd.

　　Suddenly,onthedaybeforeCharlieBucket'sbirthday,thenewspapersannouncedthatthesecondGoldenTickethadbeenfound.TheluckypersonwasasmallgirlcalledVerucaSaltwholivedwithherrichparentsinagreatcityfaraway.OnceagainMrBucket'seveningnewspapercarriedabigpictureofthefinder.Shewassittingbetweenherbeamingfatherandmotherinthelivingroomoftheirhouse,wavingtheGoldenTicketaboveherhead,andgrinningfromeartoear.

　　Veruca'sfather,MrSalt,hadeagerlyexplainedtothenewspapermenexactlyhowtheticketwasfound.'Yousee,boys,'hehadsaid,'assoonasmylittlegirltoldmethatshesimplyhadtohaveoneofthoseGoldenTickets,IwentoutintothetownandstartedbuyingupalltheWonkabarsIcouldlaymyhandson.Thousandsofthem,Imusthavebought.Hundredsofthousands!ThenIhadthemloadedontotrucksandsentdirectlytomyownfactory.I'minthepeanutbusiness,yousee,andI'vegotaboutahundredwomenworkingformeoveratmyplace,shellingpeanutsforroastingandsalting.That'swhattheydoalldaylong,thosewomen,theysitthereshellingpeanuts.SoIsaystothem,"Okay,girls,"Isays,"fromnowon,youcanstopshellingpeanutsandstartshellingthewrappersoffthesechocolatebarsinstead!"Andtheydid.Ihadeveryworkerintheplaceyankingthepaperoffthosebarsofchocolatefullspeedaheadfrommorningtillnight.

　　'Butthreedayswentby,andwehadnoluck.Oh,itwasterrible!MylittleVerucagotmoreandmoreupseteachday,andeverytimeIwenthomeshewouldscreamatme,"Where'smyGoldenTicket!IwantmyGoldenTicket!"Andshewouldlieforhoursonthefloor,kickingandyellinginthemostdisturbingway.Well,Ijusthatedtoseemylittlegirlfeelingunhappylikethat,soIvowedIwouldkeepupthesearchuntilI'dgotherwhatshewanted.Thensuddenly...ontheeveningofthefourthday,oneofmywomenworkersyelled,"I'vegotit!AGoldenTicket!"AndIsaid,"Giveittome,quick!"andshedid,andIrushedithomeandgaveittomydarlingVeruca,andnowshe'sallsmiles,andwehaveahappyhomeonceagain.'

　　'That'sevenworsethanthefatboy,'saidGrandmaJosephine.

　　'Sheneedsareallygoodspanking,'saidGrandmaGeorgina.

　　'Idon'tthinkthegirl'sfatherplayeditquitefair,Grandpa,doyou?'Charliemurmured.

　　'Hespoilsher,'GrandpaJoesaid.'Andnogoodcanevercomefromspoilingachildlikethat,Charlie,youmarkmywords.'

　　'Cometobed,mydarling,'saidCharlie'smother.'Tomorrow'syourbirthday,don'tforgetthat,soIexpectyou'llbeupearlytoopenyourpresent.'

　　'AWonkachocolatebar!'criedCharlie.'ItisaWonkabar,isn'tit?'

　　'Yes,mylove,'hismothersaid.'Ofcourseitis.'

　　'Oh,wouldn'titbewonderfulifIfoundthethirdGoldenTicketinsideit?'Charliesaid.

　　'Bringitinherewhenyougetit,'GrandpaJoesaid.'Thenwecanallwatchyoutakingoffthewrapper.'

　　7

　　Charlie'sBirthday

　　'Happybirthday!'criedthefouroldgrandparents,asCharliecameintotheirroomearlythenextmorning.

　　Charliesmilednervouslyandsatdownontheedgeofthebed.Hewasholdinghispresent,hisonlypresent,verycarefullyinhistwohands.WONKA'SWHIPPLE-SCRUMPTIOUSFUDGEMALLOWDELIGHT,itsaidonthewrapper.

　　Thefouroldpeople,twoateitherendofthebed,proppedthemselvesupontheirpillowsandstaredwithanxiouseyesatthebarofchocolateinCharlie'shands.

　　MrandMrsBucketcameinandstoodatthefootofthebed,watchingCharlie.

　　Theroombecamesilent.EverybodywaswaitingnowforCharlietostartopeninghispresent.Charlielookeddownatthebarofchocolate.Heranhisfingersslowlybackandforthalongthelengthofit,strokingitlovingly,andtheshinypaperwrappermadelittlesharpcracklynoisesinthequietroom.

　　ThenMrsBucketsaidgently,'Youmustn'tbetoodisappointed,mydarling,ifyoudon'tfindwhatyou'relookingforunderneaththatwrapper.Youreallycan'texpecttobeasluckyasallthat.'

　　'She'squiteright,'MrBucketsaid.

　　Charliedidn'tsayanything.

　　'Afterall,'GrandmaJosephinesaid,'inthewholewideworldthereareonlythreeticketslefttobefound.'

　　'Thethingtoremember,'GrandmaGeorginasaid,'isthatwhateverhappens,you'llstillhavethebarofchocolate.'

　　'Wonka'sWhipple-ScrumptiousFudgemallowDelight!'criedGrandpaGeorge.'It'sthebestofthemall!You'lljustloveit!'

　　'Yes,'Charliewhispered.'Iknow.'

　　'JustforgetallaboutthoseGoldenTicketsandenjoythechocolate,'GrandpaJoesaid.'Whydon'tyoudothat?'

　　Theyallknewitwasridiculoustoexpectthisonepoorlittlebarofchocolatetohaveamagicticketinsideit,andtheyweretryingasgentlyandaskindlyastheycouldtoprepareCharlieforthedisappointment.Buttherewasoneotherthingthatthegrown-upsalsoknew,anditwasthis:thathoweversmallthechancemightbeofstrikinglucky,thechancewasthere.

　　Thechancehadtobethere.

　　ThisparticularbarofchocolatehadasmuchchanceasanyotherofhavingaGoldenTicket.

　　AndthatwaswhyallthegrandparentsandparentsintheroomwereactuallyjustastenseandexcitedasCharliewas,althoughtheywerepretendingtobeverycalm.

　　'You'dbettergoaheadandopenitup,oryou'llbelateforschool,'GrandpaJoesaid.

　　'Youmightaswellgetitoverwith,'GrandpaGeorgesaid.

　　'Openit,mydear,'GrandmaGeorginasaid.'Pleaseopenit.You'remakingmejumpy.'

　　Veryslowly,Charlie'sfingersbegantotearopenonesmallcornerofthewrappingpaper.

　　Theoldpeopleinthebedallleanedforward,craningtheirscraggynecks.

　　Thensuddenly,asthoughhecouldn'tbearthesuspenseanylonger,Charlietorethewrapperrightdownthemiddle...andontohislap,therefell...alight-browncreamy-colouredbarofchocolate.

　　TherewasnosignofaGoldenTicketanywhere.

　　'Well—that'sthat!'saidGrandpaJoebrightly.'It'sjustwhatweexpected.'

　　Charlielookedup.Fourkindoldfaceswerewatchinghimintentlyfromthebed.Hesmiledatthem,asmallsadsmile,andthenheshruggedhisshouldersandpickedupthechocolatebarandhelditouttohismother,andsaid,'Here,Mother,haveabit.We'llshareit.Iwanteverybodytotasteit.'

　　'Certainlynot!'hismothersaid.

　　Andtheothersallcried,'No,no!Wewouldn'tdreamofit!It'sallyours!'

　　'Please,'beggedCharlie,turningroundandofferingittoGrandpaJoe.

　　Butneitherhenoranyoneelsewouldtakeevenatinybit.

　　'It'stimetogotoschool,mydarling,'MrsBucketsaid,puttinganarmaroundCharlie'sskinnyshoulders.'Comeon,oryou'llbelate.'

　　8

　　TwoMoreGoldenTicketsFound

　　Thatevening,MrBucket'snewspaperannouncedthefindingofnotonlythethirdGoldenTicket,butthefourthaswell.TWOGOLDENTICKETSFOUNDTODAY,screamedtheheadlines.ONLYONEMORELEFT.

　　'Allright,'saidGrandpaJoe,whenthewholefamilywasgatheredintheoldpeople'sroomaftersupper,'let'shearwhofoundthem.'

　　'Thethirdticket,'readMrBucket,holdingthenewspaperupclosetohisfacebecausehiseyeswerebadandhecouldn'taffordglasses,'thethirdticketwasfoundbyaMissVioletBeauregarde.TherewasgreatexcitementintheBeauregardehouseholdwhenourreporterarrivedtointerviewtheluckyyounglady—cameraswereclickingandflashbulbswereflashingandpeoplewerepushingandjostlingandtryingtogetabitclosertothefamousgirl.AndthefamousgirlwasstandingonachairinthelivingroomwavingtheGoldenTicketmadlyatarm'slengthasthoughshewereflaggingataxi.Shewastalkingveryfastandveryloudlytoeveryone,butitwasnoteasytohearallthatshesaidbecauseshewaschewingsoferociouslyuponapieceofgumatthesametime.

　　'"I'magumchewer,normally,"sheshouted,"butwhenIheardabouttheseticketthingsofMrWonka's,Igaveupgumandstartedonchocolatebarsinthehopeofstrikinglucky.Now,ofcourse,I'mbackongum.Ijustadoregum.Ican'tdowithoutit.ImunchitalldaylongexceptforafewminutesatmealtimeswhenItakeitoutandstickitbehindmyearforsafekeeping.Totellyouthetruth,Isimplywouldn'tfeelcomfortableifIdidn'thavethatlittlewedgeofgumtochewoneverymomentoftheday,Ireallywouldn't.Mymothersaysit'snotladylikeanditlooksuglytoseeagirl'sjawsgoingupanddownlikeminedoallthetime,butIdon'tagree.Andwho'sshetocriticize,anyway,becauseifyouaskme,I'dsaythatherjawsaregoingupanddownalmostasmuchasminearejustfromyellingatmeeveryminuteoftheday."

　　'"Now,Violet,"MrsBeauregardesaidfromafarcorneroftheroomwhereshewasstandingonthepianotoavoidbeingtrampledbythemob.

　　'"Allright,Mother,keepyourhairon!"MissBeauregardeshouted."Andnow,"shewenton,turningtothereportersagain,"itmayinterestyoutoknowthatthispieceofgumI'mchewingrightatthismomentisoneI'vebeenworkingonforoverthreemonthssolid.That'sarecord,thatis.It'sbeatentherecordheldbymybestfriend,MissCorneliaPrinzmetel.Andwasshefurious!It'smymosttreasuredpossessionnow,thispieceofgumis.Atnight-time,Ijuststickitontheendofthebedpost,andit'sasgoodaseverinthemornings—abithardatfirst,maybe,butitsoonsoftensupagainafterI'vegivenitafewgoodchews.BeforeIstartedchewingfortheworldrecord,Iusedtochangemypieceofgumonceaday.Iusedtodoitinourliftonthewayhomefromschool.Whythelift?BecauseIlikedstickingthegooeypiecethatI'djustfinishedwithontooneofthecontrolbuttons.Thenthenextpersonwhocamealongandpressedthebuttongotmyoldgumontheendofhisorherfinger.Ha-ha!Andwhatarackettheykickedup,someofthem.Yougetthebestresultswithwomenwhohaveexpensivegloveson.Ohyes,I'mthrilledtobegoingtoMrWonka'sfactory.AndIunderstandthatafterwardshe'sgoingtogivemeenoughgumtolastmefortherestofmywholelife.Whoopee!Hooray!"'

　　'Beastlygirl,'saidGrandmaJosephine.

　　'Despicable!'saidGrandmaGeorgina.'She'llcometoastickyendoneday,chewingallthatgum,youseeifshedoesn't.'

　　'AndwhogotthefourthGoldenTicket?'Charlieasked.

　　'Now,letmesee,'saidMrBucket,peeringatthenewspaperagain.'Ahyes,hereweare.ThefourthGoldenTicket,'heread,'wasfoundbyaboycalledMikeTeavee.'

　　'Anotherbadlot,I'llbebound,'mutteredGrandmaJosephine.

　　'Don'tinterrupt,Grandma,'saidMrsBucket.

　　'TheTeaveehousehold,'saidMrBucket,goingonwithhisreading,'wascrammed,likealltheothers,withexcitedvisitorswhenourreporterarrived,butyoungMikeTeavee,theluckywinner,seemedextremelyannoyedbythewholebusiness."Can'tyoufoolsseeI'mwatchingtelevision?"hesaidangrily."Iwishyouwouldn'tinterrupt!"

　　'Thenine-year-oldboywasseatedbeforeanenormoustelevisionset,withhiseyesgluedtothescreen,andhewaswatchingafilminwhichonebunchofgangsterswasshootingupanotherbunchofgangsterswithmachineguns.MikeTeaveehimselfhadnolessthaneighteentoypistolsofvarioussizeshangingfrombeltsaroundhisbody,andeverynowandagainhewouldleapupintotheairandfireoffhalfadozenroundsfromoneoranotheroftheseweapons.

　　'"Quiet!"heshouted,whensomeonetriedtoaskhimaquestion."Didn'tItellyounottointerrupt!Thisshow'sanabsolutewhiz-banger!It'sterrific!Iwatchiteveryday.Iwatchallofthemeveryday,eventherottenones,wherethere'snoshooting.Ilikethegangstersbest.They'reterrific,thosegangsters!Especiallywhentheystartpumpingeachotherfulloflead,orflashingtheoldstilettos,orgivingeachothertheone-two-threewiththeirknuckledusters!Gosh,whatwouldn'tIgivetobedoingthatmyself!It'sthelife,Itellyou!It'sterrific!"'

　　'That'squiteenough!'snappedGrandmaJosephine.'Ican'tbeartolistentoit!'

　　'Norme,'saidGrandmaGeorgina.'Doallchildrenbehavelikethisnowadays—likethesebratswe'vebeenhearingabout?'

　　'Ofcoursenot,'saidMrBucket,smilingattheoldladyinthebed.'Somedo,ofcourse.Infact,quitealotofthemdo.Butnotall.'

　　'Andnowthere'sonlyoneticketleft!'saidGrandpaGeorge.

　　'Quiteso,'sniffedGrandmaGeorgina.'AndjustassureasI'llbehavingcabbagesoupforsuppertomorrow,thatticket'llgotosomenastylittlebeastwhodoesn'tdeserveit!'
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　　GrandpaJoeTakesaGamble

　　Thenextday,whenCharliecamehomefromschoolandwentintoseehisgrandparents,hefoundthatonlyGrandpaJoewasawake.Theotherthreewereallsnoringloudly.

　　'Ssshh!'whisperedGrandpaJoe,andhebeckonedCharlietocomecloser.Charlietiptoedoverandstoodbesidethebed.TheoldmangaveCharlieaslygrin,andthenhestartedrummagingunderhispillowwithonehand;andwhenthehandcameoutagain,therewasanancientleatherpurseclutchedinthefingers.Undercoverofthebedclothes,theoldmanopenedthepurseandtippeditupsidedown.Outfellasinglesilversixpence.'It'smysecrethoard,'hewhispered.'Theothersdon'tknowI'vegotit.Andnow,youandIaregoingtohaveonemoreflingatfindingthatlastticket.Howaboutit,eh?Butyou'llhavetohelpme.'

　　'Areyousureyouwanttospendyourmoneyonthat,Grandpa?'Charliewhispered.

　　'OfcourseI'msure!'splutteredtheoldmanexcitedly.'Don'tstandtherearguing!I'maskeenasyouaretofindthatticket!Here—takethemoneyandrundownthestreettothenearestshopandbuythefirstWonkabaryouseeandbringitstraightbacktome,andwe'llopenittogether.'

　　Charlietookthelittlesilvercoin,andslippedquicklyoutoftheroom.Infiveminutes,hewasback.

　　'Haveyougotit?'whisperedGrandpaJoe,hiseyesshiningwithexcitement.

　　Charlienoddedandheldoutthebarofchocolate.WONKA'SNUTTYCRUNCHSURPRISE,itsaidonthewrapper.

　　'Good!'theoldmanwhispered,sittingupinthebedandrubbinghishands.'Now—comeoverhereandsitclosetomeandwe'llopenittogether.Areyouready?'

　　'Yes,'Charliesaid.'I'mready.'

　　'Allright.Youtearoffthefirstbit.'

　　'No,'Charliesaid,'youpaidforit.Youdoitall.'

　　Theoldman'sfingersweretremblingmostterriblyastheyfumbledwiththewrapper.'Wedon'thaveahope,really,'hewhispered,gigglingabit.'Youdoknowwedon'thaveahope,don'tyou?'

　　'Yes,'Charliesaid.'Iknowthat.'

　　Theylookedateachother,andbothstartedgigglingnervously.

　　'Mindyou,'saidGrandpaJoe,'thereisjustthattinychancethatitmightbetheone,don'tyouagree?'

　　'Yes,'Charliesaid.'Ofcourse.Whydon'tyouopenit,Grandpa?'

　　'Allingoodtime,myboy,allingoodtime.WhichenddoyouthinkIoughttoopenfirst?'

　　'Thatcorner.Theonefurthestfromyou.Justtearoffatinybit,butnotquiteenoughforustoseeanything.'

　　'Likethat?'saidtheoldman.

　　'Yes.Nowalittlebitmore.'

　　'Youfinishit,'saidGrandpaJoe.'I'mtoonervous.'

　　'No,Grandpa.Youmustdoityourself.'

　　'Verywell,then.Heregoes.'Hetoreoffthewrapper.

　　Theybothstaredatwhatlayunderneath.Itwasabarofchocolate—nothingmore.

　　Allatonce,theybothsawthefunnysideofthewholething,andtheyburstintopealsoflaughter.

　　'Whatonearth'sgoingon!'criedGrandmaJosephine,wakingupsuddenly.

　　'Nothing,'saidGrandpaJoe.'Yougoonbacktosleep.'
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　　TheFamilyBeginstoStarve

　　Duringthenexttwoweeks,theweatherturnedverycold.Firstcamethesnow.ItbeganverysuddenlyonemorningjustasCharlieBucketwasgettingdressedforschool.Standingbythewindow,hesawthehugeflakesdriftingslowlydownoutofanicyskythatwasthecolourofsteel.

　　Byevening,itlayfourfeetdeeparoundthetinyhouse,andMrBuckethadtodigapathfromthefrontdoortotheroad.

　　Afterthesnow,therecameafreezinggalethatblewfordaysanddayswithoutstopping.Andoh,howbittercolditwas!EverythingthatCharlietouchedseemedtobemadeofice,andeachtimehesteppedoutsidethedoor,thewindwaslikeaknifeonhischeek.

　　Insidethehouse,littlejetsoffreezingaircamerushinginthroughthesidesofthewindowsandunderthedoors,andtherewasnoplacetogotoescapethem.Thefouroldoneslaysilentandhuddledintheirbed,tryingtokeepthecoldoutoftheirbones.TheexcitementovertheGoldenTicketshadlongsincebeenforgotten.Nobodyinthefamilygaveathoughtnowtoanythingexceptthetwovitalproblemsoftryingtokeepwarmandtryingtogetenoughtoeat.

　　Thereissomethingaboutverycoldweatherthatgivesoneanenormousappetite.Mostofusfindourselvesbeginningtocraverichsteamingstewsandhotapplepiesandallkindsofdeliciouswarmingdishes;andbecauseweareallagreatdealluckierthanwerealize,weusuallygetwhatwewant—ornearenough.ButCharlieBucketnevergotwhathewantedbecausethefamilycouldn'taffordit,andasthecoldweatherwentonandon,hebecameravenouslyanddesperatelyhungry.Bothbarsofchocolate,thebirthdayoneandtheoneGrandpaJoehadbought,hadlongsincebeennibbledaway,andallhegotnowwerethosethin,cabbagymealsthreetimesaday.

　　Thenallatonce,themealsbecameeventhinner.

　　Thereasonforthiswasthatthetoothpastefactory,theplacewhereMrBucketworked,suddenlywentbustandhadtoclosedown.Quickly,MrBuckettriedtogetanotherjob.Buthehadnoluck.Intheend,theonlywayinwhichhemanagedtoearnafewpennieswasbyshovellingsnowinthestreets.Butitwasn'tenoughtobuyevenaquarterofthefoodthatsevenpeopleneeded.Thesituationbecamedesperate.Breakfastwasasinglesliceofbreadforeachpersonnow,andlunchwasmaybehalfaboiledpotato.

　　Slowlybutsurely,everybodyinthehousebegantostarve.

　　Andeveryday,littleCharlieBucket,trudgingthroughthesnowonhiswaytoschool,wouldhavetopassMrWillyWonka'sgiantchocolatefactory.Andeveryday,ashecameneartoit,hewouldlifthissmallpointednosehighintheairandsniffthewonderfulsweetsmellofmeltingchocolate.Sometimes,hewouldstandmotionlessoutsidethegatesforseveralminutesonend,takingdeepswallowingbreathsasthoughheweretryingtoeatthesmellitself.

　　'Thatchild,'saidGrandpaJoe,pokinghisheadupfromundertheblanketoneicymorning,'thatchildhasgottohavemorefood.Itdoesn'tmatteraboutus.We'retoooldtobotherwith.Butagrowingboy!Hecan'tgoonlikethis!He'sbeginningtolooklikeaskeleton!'

　　'Whatcanonedo?'murmuredGrandmaJosephinemiserably.'Herefusestotakeanyofours.Ihearhismothertriedtoslipherownpieceofbreadontohisplateatbreakfastthismorning,buthewouldn'ttouchit.Hemadehertakeitback.'

　　'He'safinelittlefellow,'saidGrandpaGeorge.'Hedeservesbetterthanthis.'

　　Thecruelweatherwentonandon.

　　Andeveryday,CharlieBucketgrewthinnerandthinner.Hisfacebecamefrighteninglywhiteandpinched.Theskinwasdrawnsotightlyoverthecheeksthatyoucouldseetheshapesofthebonesunderneath.Itseemeddoubtfulwhetherhecouldgoonmuchlongerlikethiswithoutbecomingdangerouslyill.

　　Andnow,verycalmly,withthatcuriouswisdomthatseemstocomesooftentosmallchildrenintimesofhardship,hebegantomakelittlechangeshereandthereinsomeofthethingsthathedid,soastosavehisstrength.Inthemornings,heleftthehousetenminutesearliersothathecouldwalkslowlytoschool,withouteverhavingtorun.Hesatquietlyintheclassroomduringbreak,restinghimself,whiletheothersrushedoutdoorsandthrewsnowballsandwrestledinthesnow.Everythinghedidnow,hedidslowlyandcarefully,topreventexhaustion.

　　Thenoneafternoon,walkingbackhomewiththeicywindinhisface(andincidentallyfeelinghungrierthanhehadeverfeltbefore),hiseyewascaughtsuddenlybysomethingsilverylyinginthegutter,inthesnow.Charliesteppedoffthekerbandbentdowntoexamineit.Partofitwasburiedunderthesnow,buthesawatoncewhatitwas.

　　Itwasafifty-pencepiece!

　　Quicklyhelookedaroundhim.

　　Hadsomebodyjustdroppedit?

　　No—thatwasimpossiblebecauseofthewaypartofitwasburied.

　　Severalpeoplewenthurryingpasthimonthepavement,theirchinssunkdeepinthecollarsoftheircoats,theirfeetcrunchinginthesnow.Noneofthemwassearchingforanymoney;noneofthemwastakingtheslightestnoticeofthesmallboycrouchinginthegutter.

　　Thenwasithis,thisfiftypence?

　　Couldhehaveit?

　　Carefully,Charliepulleditoutfromunderthesnow.Itwasdampanddirty,butotherwiseperfect.

　　AWHOLEfiftypence!

　　Heheldittightlybetweenhisshiveringfingers,gazingdownatit.Itmeantonethingtohimatthatmoment,onlyonething.ItmeantFOOD.

　　Automatically,Charlieturnedandbeganmovingtowardsthenearestshop.Itwasonlytenpacesaway...itwasanewspaperandstationeryshop,thekindthatsellsalmosteverything,includingsweetsandcigars...andwhathewoulddo,hewhisperedquicklytohimself...hewouldbuyonelusciousbarofchocolateandeatitallup,everybitofit,rightthenandthere...andtherestofthemoneyhewouldtakestraightbackhomeandgivetohismother.
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　　TheMiracle

　　Charlieenteredtheshopandlaidthedampfiftypenceonthecounter.

　　'OneWonka'sWhipple-ScrumptiousFudgemallowDelight,'hesaid,rememberinghowmuchhehadlovedtheonehehadonhisbirthday.

　　Themanbehindthecounterlookedfatandwell-fed.Hehadbiglipsandfatcheeksandaveryfatneck.Thefataroundhisneckbulgedoutallaroundthetopofhiscollarlikearubberring.Heturnedandreachedbehindhimforthechocolatebar,thenheturnedbackagainandhandedittoCharlie.Charliegrabbeditandquicklytoreoffthewrapperandtookanenormousbite.Thenhetookanother...andanother...andoh,thejoyofbeingabletocramlargepiecesofsomethingsweetandsolidintoone'smouth!Thesheerblissfuljoyofbeingabletofillone'smouthwithrichsolidfood!

　　'Youlooklikeyouwantedthatone,sonny,'theshopkeepersaidpleasantly.

　　Charlienodded,hismouthbulgingwithchocolate.

　　TheshopkeeperputCharlie'schangeonthecounter.'Takeiteasy,'hesaid.'It'llgiveyouatummy-acheifyouswallowitlikethatwithoutchewing.'

　　Charliewentonwolfingthechocolate.Hecouldn'tstop.Andinlessthanhalfaminute,thewholethinghaddisappeareddownhisthroat.Hewasquiteoutofbreath,buthefeltmarvellously,extraordinarilyhappy.Hereachedoutahandtotakethechange.Thenhepaused.Hiseyeswerejustabovethelevelofthecounter.Theywerestaringatthesilvercoinslyingthere.Thecoinswereallfive-pennypieces.Therewerenineofthemaltogether.Surelyitwouldn'tmatterifhespentjustonemore...

　　'Ithink,'hesaidquietly,'Ithink...I'llhavejustonemoreofthosechocolatebars.Thesamekindasbefore,please.'

　　'Whynot?'thefatshopkeepersaid,reachingbehindhimagainandtakinganotherWhipple-ScrumptiousFudgemallowDelightfromtheshelf.Helaiditonthecounter.

　　Charliepickeditupandtoreoffthewrapper...andsuddenly...fromunderneaththewrapper...therecameabrilliantflashofgold.

　　Charlie'sheartstoodstill.

　　'It'saGoldenTicket!'screamedtheshopkeeper,leapingaboutafootintheair.'You'vegotaGoldenTicket!You'vefoundthelastGoldenTicket!Hey,wouldyoubelieveit!Comeandlookatthis,everybody!Thekid'sfoundWonka'slastGoldenTicket!Thereitis!It'srighthereinhishands!'

　　Itseemedasthoughtheshopkeepermightbegoingtohaveafit.'Inmyshop,too!'heyelled.'Hefounditrighthereinmyownlittleshop!Somebodycallthenewspapersquickandletthemknow!Watchoutnow,sonny!Don'ttearitasyouunwrapit!Thatthing'sprecious!'

　　Inafewseconds,therewasacrowdofabouttwentypeopleclusteringaroundCharlie,andmanymorewerepushingtheirwayinfromthestreet.EverybodywantedtogetalookattheGoldenTicketandattheluckyfinder.

　　'Whereisit?'somebodyshouted.'Holditupsoallofuscanseeit!'

　　'Thereitis,there!'someoneelseshouted.'He'sholdingitinhishands!Seethegoldshining!'

　　'Howdidhemanagetofindit,I'dliketoknow?'alargeboyshoutedangrily.'TwentybarsadayI'vebeenbuyingforweeksandweeks!'

　　'Thinkofallthefreestuffhe'llbegettingtoo!'anotherboysaidenviously.'Alifetimesupply!'

　　'He'llneedit,theskinnylittleshrimp!'agirlsaid,laughing.

　　Charliehadn'tmoved.Hehadn'tevenunwrappedtheGoldenTicketfromaroundthechocolate.Hewasstandingverystill,holdingittightlywithbothhandswhilethecrowdpushedandshoutedallaroundhim.Hefeltquitedizzy.Therewasapeculiarfloatingsensationcomingoverhim,asthoughhewerefloatingupintheairlikeaballoon.Hisfeetdidn'tseemtobetouchingthegroundatall.Hecouldhearhisheartthumpingawayloudlysomewhereinhisthroat.

　　Atthatpoint,hebecameawareofahandrestinglightlyonhisshoulder,andwhenhelookedup,hesawatallmanstandingoverhim.'Listen,'themanwhispered.'I'llbuyitfromyou.I'llgiveyoufiftypounds.Howaboutit,eh?AndI'llgiveyouanewbicycleaswell.Okay?'

　　'Areyoucrazy?'shoutedawomanwhowasstandingequallyclose.'Why,I'dgivehimtwohundredpoundsforthatticket!Youwanttosellthatticketfortwohundredpounds,youngman?'

　　'That'squiteenoughofthat!'thefatshopkeepershouted,pushinghiswaythroughthecrowdandtakingCharliefirmlybythearm.'Leavethekidalone,willyou!Makewaythere!Lethimout!'AndtoCharlie,asheledhimtothedoor,hewhispered,'Don'tyouletanybodyhaveit!Takeitstraighthome,quickly,beforeyouloseit!Runallthewayanddon'tstoptillyougetthere,youunderstand?'

　　Charlienodded.

　　'Youknowsomething,'thefatshopkeepersaid,pausingamomentandsmilingatCharlie,'Ihaveafeelingyouneededabreaklikethis.I'mawfullygladyougotit.Goodlucktoyou,sonny.'

　　'Thankyou,'Charliesaid,andoffhewent,runningthroughthesnowasfastashislegswouldgo.AndasheflewpastMrWillyWonka'sfactory,heturnedandwavedatitandsangout,'I'llbeseeingyou!I'llbeseeingyousoon!'Andfiveminuteslaterhearrivedathisownhome.
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　　WhatItSaidontheGoldenTicket

　　Charlieburstthroughthefrontdoor,shouting,'Mother!Mother!Mother!'

　　MrsBucketwasintheoldgrandparents'room,servingthemtheireveningsoup.

　　'Mother!'yelledCharlie,rushinginonthemlikeahurricane.'Look!I'vegotit!Look,Mother,look!ThelastGoldenTicket!It'smine!IfoundsomemoneyinthestreetandIboughttwobarsofchocolateandthesecondonehadtheGoldenTicketandtherewerecrowdsofpeopleallaroundmewantingtoseeitandtheshopkeeperrescuedmeandIranallthewayhomeandhereIam!IT'STHEFIFTHGOLDENTICKET,MOTHER,ANDI'VEFOUNDIT!'

　　MrsBucketsimplystoodandstared,whilethefouroldgrandparents,whoweresittingupinbedbalancingbowlsofsoupontheirlaps,alldroppedtheirspoonswithaclatterandfrozeagainsttheirpillows.

　　Forabouttensecondstherewasabsolutesilenceintheroom.Nobodydaredtospeakormove.Itwasamagicmoment.

　　Then,verysoftly,GrandpaJoesaid,'You'repullingourlegs,Charlie,aren'tyou?You'rehavingalittlejoke?'

　　'Iamnot!'criedCharlie,rushinguptothebedandholdingoutthelargeandbeautifulGoldenTicketforhimtosee.

　　GrandpaJoeleanedforwardandtookacloselook,hisnosealmosttouchingtheticket.Theotherswatchedhim,waitingfortheverdict.

　　Thenveryslowly,withaslowandmarvellousgrinspreadingalloverhisface,GrandpaJoeliftedhisheadandlookedstraightatCharlie.Thecolourwasrushingtohischeeks,andhiseyeswerewideopen,shiningwithjoy,andinthecentreofeacheye,rightintheverycentre,intheblackpupil,alittlesparkofwildexcitementwasslowlydancing.Thentheoldmantookadeepbreath,andsuddenly,withnowarningwhatsoever,anexplosionseemedtotakeplaceinsidehim.Hethrewuphisarmsandyelled'Yippeeeeeeee!'Andatthesametime,hislongbonybodyroseupoutofthebedandhisbowlofsoupwentflyingintothefaceofGrandmaJosephine,andinonefantasticleap,thisoldfellowofninety-sixandahalf,whohadn'tbeenoutofbedtheselasttwentyyears,jumpedontothefloorandstarteddoingadanceofvictoryinhispyjamas.

　　'Yippeeeeeeeeee!'heshouted.'ThreecheersforCharlie!Hip,hip,hooray!'

　　Atthispoint,thedooropened,andMrBucketwalkedintotheroom.Hewascoldandtired,andhelookedit.Alldaylong,hehadbeenshovellingsnowinthestreets.

　　'Cripes!'hecried.'What'sgoingoninhere?'

　　Itdidn'ttakethemlongtotellhimwhathadhappened.

　　'Idon'tbelieveit!'hesaid.'It'snotpossible.'

　　'Showhimtheticket,Charlie!'shoutedGrandpaJoe,whowasstilldancingaroundthefloorlikeadervishinhisstripedpyjamas.'ShowyourfatherthefifthandlastGoldenTicketintheworld!'

　　'Letmeseeit,Charlie,'MrBucketsaid,collapsingintoachairandholdingouthishand.Charliecameforwardwiththepreciousdocument.

　　Itwasaverybeautifulthing,thisGoldenTicket,havingbeenmade,soitseemed,fromasheetofpuregoldhammeredoutalmosttothethinnessofpaper.Ononesideofit,printedbysomeclevermethodinjet-blackletters,wastheinvitationitself—fromMrWonka.

　　'Readitaloud,'saidGrandpaJoe,climbingbackintobedagainatlast.'Let'sallhearexactlywhatitsays.'

　　MrBucketheldthelovelyGoldenTicketupclosetohiseyes.Hishandsweretremblingslightly,andheseemedtobeovercomebythewholebusiness.Hetookseveraldeepbreaths.Thenheclearedhisthroat,andsaid,'Allright,I'llreadit.Herewego:

　　'Greetingstoyou,theluckyfinderofthisGoldenTicket,fromMrWillyWonka!Ishakeyouwarmlybythehand!Tremendousthingsareinstoreforyou!Manywonderfulsurprisesawaityou!Fornow,Idoinviteyoutocometomyfactoryandbemyguestforonewholeday—youandallotherswhoareluckyenoughtofindmyGoldenTickets.I,WillyWonka,willconductyouaroundthefactorymyself,showingyoueverythingthatthereistosee,andafterwards,whenitistimetoleave,youwillbeescortedhomebyaprocessionoflargetrucks.Thesetrucks,Icanpromiseyou,willbeloadedwithenoughdeliciouseatablestolastyouandyourentirehouseholdformanyyears.If,atanytimethereafter,youshouldrunoutofsupplies,youhaveonlytocomebacktothefactoryandshowthisGoldenTicket,andIshallbehappytorefillyourcupboardwithwhateveryouwant.Inthisway,youwillbeabletokeepyourselfsuppliedwithtastymorselsfortherestofyourlife.Butthisisbynomeansthemostexcitingthingthatwillhappenonthedayofyourvisit.IampreparingothersurprisesthatareevenmoremarvellousandmorefantasticforyouandforallmybelovedGoldenTicketholders—mysticandmarvelloussurprisesthatwillentrance,delight,intrigue,astonish,andperplexyoubeyondmeasure.Inyourwildestdreamsyoucouldnotimaginethatsuchthingscouldhappentoyou!Justwaitandsee!Andnow,hereareyourinstructions:thedayIhavechosenforthevisitisthefirstdayinthemonthofFebruary.Onthisday,andonnoother,youmustcometothefactorygatesatteno'clocksharpinthemorning.Don'tbelate!Andyouareallowedtobringwithyoueitheroneortwomembersofyourownfamilytolookafteryouandtoensurethatyoudon'tgetintomischief.Onemorething—becertaintohavethisticketwithyou,otherwiseyouwillnotbeadmitted.

　　(Signed)WillyWonka.'

　　'ThefirstdayofFebruary!'criedMrsBucket.'Butthat'stomorrow!TodayisthelastdayofJanuary.Iknowitis!'

　　'Cripes!'saidMrBucket.'Ithinkyou'reright!'

　　'You'rejustintime!'shoutedGrandpaJoe.'There'snotamomenttolose.Youmuststartmakingpreparationsatonce!Washyourface,combyourhair,scrubyourhands,brushyourteeth,blowyournose,cutyournails,polishyourshoes,ironyourshirt,andforheaven'ssake,getallthatmudoffyourpants!Youmustgetready,myboy!Youmustgetreadyforthebiggestdayofyourlife!'

　　'Nowdon'tover-exciteyourself,Grandpa,'MrsBucketsaid.'Anddon'tflusterpoorCharlie.Wemustalltrytokeepverycalm.Nowthefirstthingtodecideisthis—whoisgoingtogowithCharlietothefactory?'

　　'Iwill!'shoutedGrandpaJoe,leapingoutofbedonceagain.'I'lltakehim!I'lllookafterhim!Youleaveittome!'

　　MrsBucketsmiledattheoldman,thensheturnedtoherhusbandandsaid,'Howaboutyou,dear?Don'tyouthinkyououghttogo?'

　　'Well...'MrBucketsaid,pausingtothinkaboutit,'no...I'mnotsosurethatIshould.'

　　'Butyoumust.'

　　'There'snomustaboutit,mydear,'MrBucketsaidgently.'Mindyou,I'dlovetogo.It'llbetremendouslyexciting.Butontheotherhand...IbelievethatthepersonwhoreallydeservestogomostofallisGrandpaJoehimself.Heseemstoknowmoreaboutitthanwedo.Provided,ofcourse,thathefeelswellenough...'

　　'Yippeeeeee!'shoutedGrandpaJoe,seizingCharliebythehandsanddancingroundtheroom.

　　'Hecertainlyseemswellenough,'MrsBucketsaid,laughing.'Yes...perhapsyou'rerightafterall.PerhapsGrandpaJoeshouldbetheonetogowithhim.Icertainlycan'tgomyselfandleavetheotherthreeoldpeopleallaloneinbedforawholeday.'

　　'Hallelujah!'yelledGrandpaJoe.'PraisetheLord!'

　　Atthatpoint,therecamealoudknockonthefrontdoor.MrBucketwenttoopenit,andthenextmoment,swarmsofnewspapermenandphotographerswerepouringintothehouse.TheyhadtrackeddownthefinderofthefifthGoldenTicket,andnowtheyallwantedtogetthefullstoryforthefrontpagesofthemorningpapers.Forseveralhours,therewascompletepandemoniuminthelittlehouse,anditmusthavebeennearlymidnightbeforeMrBucketwasabletogetridofthemsothatCharliecouldgotobed.
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　　TheBigDayArrives

　　Thesunwasshiningbrightlyonthemorningofthebigday,butthegroundwasstillwhitewithsnowandtheairwasverycold.

　　OutsidethegatesofWonka'sfactory,enormouscrowdsofpeoplehadgatheredtowatchthefiveluckyticketholdersgoingin.Theexcitementwastremendous.Itwasjustbeforeteno'clock.Thecrowdswerepushingandshouting,andpolicemenwitharmslinkedweretryingtoholdthembackfromthegates.

　　Rightbesidethegates,inasmallgroupthatwascarefullyshieldedfromthecrowdsbythepolice,stoodthefivefamouschildren,togetherwiththegrown-upswhohadcomewiththem.

　　ThetallbonyfigureofGrandpaJoecouldbeseenstandingquietlyamongthem,andbesidehim,holdingtightlyontohishand,waslittleCharlieBuckethimself.

　　Allthechildren,exceptCharlie,hadboththeirmothersandfatherswiththem,anditwasagoodthingthattheyhad,otherwisethewholepartymighthavegotoutofhand.Theyweresoeagertogetgoingthattheirparentswerehavingtoholdthembackbyforcetopreventthemfromclimbingoverthegates.'Bepatient!'criedthefathers.'Bestill!It'snottimeyet!It'snotteno'clock!'

　　Behindhim,CharlieBucketcouldheartheshoutsofthepeopleinthecrowdastheypushedandfoughttogetaglimpseofthefamouschildren.

　　'There'sVioletBeauregarde!'heheardsomeoneshouting.'That'sherallright!Icanrememberherfacefromthenewspapers!'

　　'Andyouknowwhat?'somebodyelseshoutedback.'She'sstillchewingthatdreadfuloldpieceofgumshe'shadforthreemonths!Youlookatherjaws!They'restillworkingonit!'

　　'Who'sthebigfatboy?'

　　'That'sAugustusGloop!'

　　'Soitis!'

　　'Enormous,isn'the!'

　　'Fantastic!'

　　'Who'sthekidwithapictureofTheLoneRangerstencilledonhiswindcheater?'

　　'That'sMikeTeavee!He'sthetelevisionfiend!'

　　'Hemustbecrazy!Lookatallthosetoypistolshe'sgothangingalloverhim!'

　　'TheoneIwanttoseeisVerucaSalt!'shoutedanothervoiceinthecrowd.'She'sthegirlwhosefatherboughtuphalfamillionchocolatebarsandthenmadetheworkersinhispeanutfactoryunwrapeveryoneofthemuntiltheyfoundaGoldenTicket!Hegivesheranythingshewants!Absolutelyanything!Sheonlyhastostartscreamingforitandshegetsit!'

　　'Dreadful,isn'tit?'

　　'Shocking,Icallit!'

　　'Whichdoyouthinkisher?'

　　'Thatone!Overthereontheleft!Thelittlegirlinthesilverminkcoat!'

　　'WhichoneisCharlieBucket?'

　　'CharlieBucket?Hemustbethatskinnylittleshrimpstandingbesidetheoldfellowwholookslikeaskeleton.Veryclosetous.Justthere!Seehim?'

　　'Whyhasn'thegotacoatoninthiscoldweather?'

　　'Don'taskme.Maybehecan'taffordtobuyone.'

　　'Goodnessme!Hemustbefreezing!'

　　Charlie,standingonlyafewpacesawayfromthespeaker,gaveGrandpaJoe'shandasqueeze,andtheoldmanlookeddownatCharlieandsmiled.

　　Somewhereinthedistance,achurchclockbeganstrikingten.

　　Veryslowly,withaloudcreakingofrustyhinges,thegreatirongatesofthefactorybegantoswingopen.

　　Thecrowdbecamesuddenlysilent.Thechildrenstoppedjumpingabout.Alleyeswerefixeduponthegates.

　　'Thereheis!'somebodyshouted,'That'shim!'

　　Andsoitwas!
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　　MrWillyWonka

　　MrWonkawasstandingallalonejustinsidetheopengatesofthefactory.

　　Andwhatanextraordinarylittlemanhewas!

　　Hehadablacktophatonhishead.

　　Heworeatailcoatmadeofabeautifulplum-colouredvelvet.

　　Histrouserswerebottlegreen.

　　Hisgloveswerepearlygrey.

　　Andinonehandhecarriedafinegold-toppedwalkingcane.

　　Coveringhischin,therewasasmall,neat,pointedblackbeard—agoatee.Andhiseyes—hiseyesweremostmarvellouslybright.Theyseemedtobesparklingandtwinklingatyouallthetime.Thewholeface,infact,wasalightwithfunandlaughter.

　　Andoh,howcleverhelooked!Howquickandsharpandfulloflife!Hekeptmakingquickjerkylittlemovementswithhishead,cockingitthiswayandthat,andtakingeverythinginwiththosebrighttwinklingeyes.Hewaslikeasquirrelinthequicknessofhismovements,likeaquickcleveroldsquirrelfromthepark.

　　Suddenly,hedidafunnylittleskippingdanceinthesnow,andhespreadhisarmswide,andhesmiledatthefivechildrenwhowereclusterednearthegates,andhecalledout,'Welcome,mylittlefriends!Welcometothefactory!'

　　Hisvoicewashighandflutey.'Willyoucomeforwardoneatatime,please,'hecalledout,'andbringyourparents.ThenshowmeyourGoldenTicketandgivemeyourname.Who'sfirst?'

　　Thebigfatboysteppedup.'I'mAugustusGloop,'hesaid.

　　'Augustus!'criedMrWonka,seizinghishandandpumpingitupanddownwithterrificforce.'Mydearboy,howgoodtoseeyou!Delighted!Charmed!Overjoyedtohaveyouwithus!Andtheseareyourparents?Hownice!Comein!Comein!That'sright!Stepthroughthegates!'

　　MrWonkawasclearlyjustasexcitedaseverybodyelse.

　　'Myname,'saidthenextchildtogoforward,'isVerucaSalt.'

　　'MydearVeruca!Howdoyoudo?Whatapleasurethisis!Youdohaveaninterestingname,don'tyou?Ialwaysthoughtthataverucawasasortofwartthatyougotonthesoleofyourfoot!ButImustbewrong,mustn'tI?Howprettyyoulookinthatlovelyminkcoat!I'msogladyoucouldcome!Dearme,thisisgoingtobesuchanexcitingday!Idohopeyouenjoyit!I'msureyouwill!Iknowyouwill!Yourfather?Howareyou,MrSalt?AndMrsSalt?Overjoyedtoseeyou!Yes,theticketisquiteinorder!Pleasegoin!'

　　Thenexttwochildren,VioletBeauregardeandMikeTeavee,cameforwardtohavetheirticketsexaminedandthentohavetheirarmspracticallypumpedofftheirshouldersbytheenergeticMrWonka.

　　Andlastofall,asmallnervousvoicewhispered,'CharlieBucket.'

　　'Charlie!'criedMrWonka.'Well,well,well!Sothereyouare!You'retheonewhofoundyourticketonlyyesterday,aren'tyou?Yes,yes.Ireadallaboutitinthismorning'spapers!Justintime,mydearboy!I'msoglad!Sohappyforyou!Andthis?Yourgrandfather?Delightedtomeetyou,sir!Overjoyed!Enraptured!Enchanted!Allright!Excellent!Iseverybodyinnow?Fivechildren?Yes!Good!Nowwillyoupleasefollowme!Ourtourisabouttobegin!Butdokeeptogether!Pleasedon'twanderoffbyyourselves!Ishouldn'tliketoloseanyofyouatthisstageoftheproceedings!Oh,dearme,no!'

　　Charlieglancedbackoverhisshoulderandsawthegreatironentrancegatesslowlyclosingbehindhim.Thecrowdsontheoutsidewerestillpushingandshouting.Charlietookalastlookatthem.Then,asthegatesclosedwithaclang,allsightoftheoutsideworlddisappeared.

　　'Hereweare!'criedMrWonka,trottingalonginfrontofthegroup.'Throughthisbigreddoor,please!That'sright!It'sniceandwarminside!Ihavetokeepitwarminsidethefactorybecauseoftheworkers!Myworkersareusedtoanextremelyhotclimate!Theycan'tstandthecold!They'dperishiftheywentoutdoorsinthisweather!They'dfreezetodeath!'

　　'Butwhoaretheseworkers?'askedAugustusGloop.

　　'Allingoodtime,mydearboy!'saidMrWonka,smilingatAugustus.'Bepatient!Youshallseeeverythingaswegoalong!Areallofyouinside?Good!Wouldyoumindclosingthedoor?Thankyou!'

　　CharlieBucketfoundhimselfstandinginalongcorridorthatstretchedawayinfrontofhimasfarashecouldsee.Thecorridorwassowidethatacarcouldeasilyhavebeendrivenalongit.Thewallswerepalepink,thelightingwassoftandpleasant.

　　'Howlovelyandwarm!'whisperedCharlie.

　　'Iknow.Andwhatamarvelloussmell!'answeredGrandpaJoe,takingalongdeepsniff.Allthemostwonderfulsmellsintheworldseemedtobemixedupintheairaroundthem—thesmellofroastingcoffeeandburntsugarandmeltingchocolateandmintandvioletsandcrushedhazelnutsandappleblossomandcaramelandlemonpeel...

　　Andfarawayinthedistance,fromtheheartofthegreatfactory,cameamuffledroarofenergyasthoughsomemonstrousgiganticmachinewerespinningitswheelsatbreakneckspeed.

　　'Nowthis,mydearchildren,'saidMrWonka,raisinghisvoiceabovethenoise,'thisisthemaincorridor.Willyoupleasehangyourcoatsandhatsonthosepegsoverthere,andthenfollowme.That'stheway!Good!Everyoneready?Comeon,then!Herewego!'Hetrottedoffrapidlydownthecorridorwiththetailsofhisplum-colouredvelvetcoatflappingbehindhim,andthevisitorsallhurriedafterhim.

　　Itwasquitealargepartyofpeople,whenyoucametothinkofit.Therewereninegrown-upsandfivechildren,fourteeninall.Soyoucanimaginethattherewasagooddealofpushingandshovingastheyhustledandbustleddownthepassage,tryingtokeepupwiththeswiftlittlefigureinfrontofthem.'Comeon!'criedMrWonka.'Getamoveon,please!We'llnevergetroundtodayifyoudawdlelikethis!'

　　Soon,heturnedrightoffthemaincorridorintoanotherslightlynarrowerpassage.

　　Thenheturnedleft.

　　Thenleftagain.

　　Thenright.

　　Thenleft.

　　Thenright.

　　Thenright.

　　Thenleft.

　　Theplacewaslikeagiganticrabbitwarren,withpassagesleadingthiswayandthatineverydirection.

　　'Don'tyouletgomyhand,Charlie,'whisperedGrandpaJoe.

　　'Noticehowallthesepassagesareslopingdownwards!'calledoutMrWonka.'Wearenowgoingunderground!Allthemostimportantroomsinmyfactoryaredeepdownbelowthesurface!'

　　'Whyisthat?'somebodyasked.

　　'Therewouldn'tbenearlyenoughspaceforthemupontop!'answeredMrWonka.'Theseroomswearegoingtoseeareenormous!They'relargerthanfootballfields!Nobuildingintheworldwouldbebigenoughtohousethem!Butdownhere,underneaththeground,I'vegotallthespaceIwant.There'snolimit—solongasIhollowitout.'

　　MrWonkaturnedright.

　　Heturnedleft.

　　Heturnedrightagain.

　　Thepassageswereslopingsteeperandsteeperdownhillnow.

　　Thensuddenly,MrWonkastopped.Infrontofhim,therewasashinymetaldoor.Thepartycrowdedround.Onthedoor,inlargeletters,itsaid:

　　THECHOCOLATEROOM
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　　TheChocolateRoom

　　'Animportantroom,this!'criedMrWonka,takingabunchofkeysfromhispocketandslippingoneintothekeyholeofthedoor.'Thisisthenervecentreofthewholefactory,theheartofthewholebusiness!Andsobeautiful!Iinsistuponmyroomsbeingbeautiful!Ican'tabideuglinessinfactories!Inwego,then!Butdobecareful,mydearchildren!Don'tloseyourheads!Don'tgetover-excited!Keepverycalm!'

　　MrWonkaopenedthedoor.Fivechildrenandninegrown-upspushedtheirwaysin—andoh,whatanamazingsightitwasthatnowmettheireyes!

　　Theywerelookingdownuponalovelyvalley.Thereweregreenmeadowsoneithersideofthevalley,andalongthebottomofitthereflowedagreatbrownriver.

　　Whatismore,therewasatremendouswaterfallhalfwayalongtheriver—asteepcliffoverwhichthewatercurledandrolledinasolidsheet,andthenwentcrashingdownintoaboilingchurningwhirlpooloffrothandspray.

　　Belowthewaterfall(andthiswasthemostastonishingsightofall),awholemassofenormousglasspipesweredanglingdownintotheriverfromsomewherehighupintheceiling!Theyreallywereenormous,thosepipes.Theremusthavebeenadozenofthematleast,andtheyweresuckingupthebrownishmuddywaterfromtheriverandcarryingitawaytogoodnessknowswhere.Andbecausetheyweremadeofglass,youcouldseetheliquidflowingandbubblingalonginsidethem,andabovethenoiseofthewaterfall,youcouldhearthenever-endingsuck-suck-suckingsoundofthepipesastheydidtheirwork.

　　Gracefultreesandbushesweregrowingalongtheriverbanks—weepingwillowsandaldersandtallclumpsofrhododendronswiththeirpinkandredandmauveblossoms.Inthemeadowstherewerethousandsofbuttercups.

　　'There!'criedMrWonka,dancingupanddownandpointinghisgold-toppedcaneatthegreatbrownriver.'It'sallchocolate!Everydropofthatriverishotmeltedchocolateofthefinestquality.Theveryfinestquality.There'senoughchocolateintheretofilleverybathtubintheentirecountry!Andalltheswimmingpoolsaswell!Isn'titterrific?Andjustlookatmypipes!Theysuckupthechocolateandcarryitawaytoalltheotherroomsinthefactorywhereitisneeded!Thousandsofgallonsanhour,mydearchildren!Thousandsandthousandsofgallons!'

　　Thechildrenandtheirparentsweretooflabbergastedtospeak.Theywerestaggered.Theyweredumbfounded.Theywerebewilderedanddazzled.Theywerecompletelybowledoverbythehugenessofthewholething.Theysimplystoodandstared.

　　'Thewaterfallismostimportant!'MrWonkawenton.'Itmixesthechocolate!Itchurnsitup!Itpoundsitandbeatsit!Itmakesitlightandfrothy!Nootherfactoryintheworldmixesitschocolatebywaterfall!Butit'stheonlywaytodoitproperly!Theonlyway!Anddoyoulikemytrees?'hecried,pointingwithhisstick.'Andmylovelybushes?Don'tyouthinktheylookpretty?ItoldyouIhatedugliness!Andofcoursetheyarealleatable!Allmadeofsomethingdifferentanddelicious!Anddoyoulikemymeadows?Doyoulikemygrassandmybuttercups?Thegrassyouarestandingon,mydearlittleones,ismadeofanewkindofsoft,mintysugarthatI'vejustinvented!Icallitswudge!Tryablade!Pleasedo!It'sdelectable!'

　　Automatically,everybodybentdownandpickedonebladeofgrass—everybody,thatis,exceptAugustusGloop,whotookabighandful.

　　AndVioletBeauregarde,beforetastingherbladeofgrass,tookthepieceofworld-record-breakingchewing-gumoutofhermouthandstuckitcarefullybehindherear.

　　'Isn'titwonderful!'whisperedCharlie.'Hasn'titgotawonderfultaste,Grandpa?'

　　'Icouldeatthewholefield!'saidGrandpaJoe,grinningwithdelight.'Icouldgoaroundonallfourslikeacowandeateverybladeofgrassinthefield!'

　　'Tryabuttercup!'criedMrWonka.'They'reevennicer!'

　　Suddenly,theairwasfilledwithscreamsofexcitement.ThescreamscamefromVerucaSalt.Shewaspointingfranticallytotheothersideoftheriver.'Look!Lookoverthere!'shescreamed.'Whatisit?He'smoving!He'swalking!It'salittleperson!It'salittleman!Downtherebelowthewaterfall!'

　　Everybodystoppedpickingbuttercupsandstaredacrosstheriver.

　　'She'sright,Grandpa!'criedCharlie.'Itisalittleman!Canyouseehim?'

　　'Iseehim,Charlie!'saidGrandpaJoeexcitedly.

　　Andnoweverybodystartedshoutingatonce.

　　'There'stwoofthem!'

　　'Mygosh,sothereis!'

　　'There'smorethantwo!There'sone,two,three,four,five!'

　　'Whataretheydoing?'

　　'Wheredotheycomefrom?'

　　'Whoarethey?'

　　Childrenandparentsalikerusheddowntotheedgeoftherivertogetacloserlook.

　　'Aren'ttheyfantastic!'

　　'Nohigherthanmyknee!'

　　'Lookattheirfunnylonghair!'

　　Thetinymen—theywerenolargerthanmedium-sizeddolls—hadstoppedwhattheyweredoing,andnowtheywerestaringbackacrosstheriveratthevisitors.Oneofthempointedtowardsthechildren,andthenhewhisperedsomethingtotheotherfour,andallfiveofthemburstintopealsoflaughter.

　　'Buttheycan'tberealpeople,'Charliesaid.

　　'Ofcoursethey'rerealpeople,'MrWonkaanswered.'They'reOompa-Loompas.'
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　　TheOompa-Loompas

　　'Oompa-Loompas!'everyonesaidatonce.'Oompa-Loompas!'

　　'ImporteddirectfromLoompaland,'saidMrWonkaproudly.

　　'There'snosuchplace,'saidMrsSalt.

　　'Excuseme,dearlady,but...'

　　'MrWonka,'criedMrsSalt.'I'mateacherofgeography

　　'Thenyou'llknowallaboutit,'saidMrWonka.'Andoh,whataterriblecountryitis!Nothingbutthickjunglesinfestedbythemostdangerousbeastsintheworld—hornswogglersandsnozzwangersandthoseterriblewickedwhangdoodles.AwhangdoodlewouldeattenOompa-Loompasforbreakfastandcomegallopingbackforasecondhelping.WhenIwentoutthere,IfoundthelittleOompa-Loompaslivingintreehouses.Theyhadtoliveintreehousestoescapefromthewhangdoodlesandthehornswogglersandthesnozzwangers.Andtheywerelivingongreencaterpillars,andthecaterpillarstastedrevolting,andtheOompa-Loompasspenteverymomentoftheirdaysclimbingthroughthetreetopslookingforotherthingstomashupwiththecaterpillarstomakethemtastebetter—redbeetles,forinstance,andeucalyptusleaves,andthebarkofthebong-bongtree,allofthembeastly,butnotquitesobeastlyasthecaterpillars.PoorlittleOompa-Loompas!Theonefoodthattheylongedformorethananyotherwasthecacaobean.Buttheycouldn'tgetit.AnOompa-Loompawasluckyifhefoundthreeorfourcacaobeansayear.Butoh,howtheycravedthem.Theyusedtodreamaboutcacaobeansallnightandtalkaboutthemallday.Youhadonlytomentiontheword"cacao"toanOompa-Loompaandhewouldstartdribblingatthemouth.Thecacaobean,'MrWonkacontinued,'whichgrowsonthecacaotree,happenstobethethingfromwhichallchocolateismade.Youcannotmakechocolatewithoutthecacaobean.Thecacaobeanischocolate.Imyselfusebillionsofcacaobeanseveryweekinthisfactory.Andso,mydearchildren,assoonasIdiscoveredthattheOompa-Loompaswerecrazyaboutthisparticularfood,Iclimbeduptotheirtree-housevillageandpokedmyheadinthroughthedoorofthetreehousebelongingtotheleaderofthetribe.Thepoorlittlefellow,lookingthinandstarved,wassittingtheretryingtoeatabowlfullofmashed-upgreencaterpillarswithoutbeingsick."Lookhere,"Isaid(speakingnotinEnglish,ofcourse,butinOompa-Loompish),"lookhere,ifyouandallyourpeoplewillcomebacktomycountryandliveinmyfactory,youcanhaveallthecacaobeansyouwant!I'vegotmountainsoftheminmystorehouses!Youcanhavecacaobeansforeverymeal!Youcangorgeyourselvessillyonthem!I'llevenpayyourwagesincacaobeansifyouwish!"

　　'"Youreallymeanit?"askedtheOompa-Loompaleader,leapingupfromhischair.

　　'"OfcourseImeanit,"Isaid."Andyoucanhavechocolateaswell.Chocolatetastesevenbetterthancacaobeansbecauseit'sgotmilkandsugaradded."

　　'Thelittlemangaveagreatwhoopofjoyandthrewhisbowlofmashedcaterpillarsrightoutofthetree-housewindow."It'sadeal!"hecried."Comeon!Let'sgo!"

　　'SoIshippedthemalloverhere,everyman,woman,andchildintheOompa-Loompatribe.Itwaseasy.Ismuggledthemoverinlargepackingcaseswithholesinthem,andtheyallgotheresafely.Theyarewonderfulworkers.TheyallspeakEnglishnow.Theylovedancingandmusic.Theyarealwaysmakingupsongs.Iexpectyouwillhearagooddealofsingingtodayfromtimetotime.Imustwarnyou,though,thattheyarerathermischievous.Theylikejokes.Theystillwearthesamekindofclothestheyworeinthejungle.Theyinsistuponthat.Themen,asyoucanseeforyourselvesacrosstheriver,wearonlydeerskins.Thewomenwearleaves,andthechildrenwearnothingatall.Thewomenusefreshleaveseveryday...'

　　'Daddy!'shoutedVerucaSalt(thegirlwhogoteverythingshewanted).'Daddy!IwantanOompa-Loompa!IwantyoutogetmeanOompa-Loompa!IwantanOompa-Loomparightaway!Iwanttotakeithomewithme!Goon,Daddy!GetmeanOompa-Loompa!'

　　'Now,now,mypet!'herfathersaidtoher,'wemustn'tinterruptMrWonka.'

　　"ButIwantanOompa-Loompa!'screamedVeruca.

　　'Allright,Veruca,allright.ButIcan'tgetitforyouthissecond.Pleasebepatient.I'llseeyouhaveonebeforethedayisout.'

　　'Augustus!'shoutedMrsGloop.'Augustus,sweetheart,Idon'tthinkyouhadbetterdothat.'AugustusGloop,asyoumighthaveguessed,hadquietlysneakeddowntotheedgeoftheriver,andhewasnowkneelingontheriverbank,scoopinghotmeltedchocolateintohismouthasfastashecould.
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　　AugustusGloopGoesupthePipe

　　WhenMrWonkaturnedroundandsawwhatAugustusGloopwasdoing,hecriedout,'Oh,no!Please,Augustus,please!Ibegofyounottodothat.Mychocolatemustbeuntouchedbyhumanhands!'

　　'Augustus!'calledoutMrsGloop.'Didn'tyouhearwhatthemansaid?Comeawayfromthatriveratonce!'

　　'Thisstuffisfabulous!'saidAugustus,takingnottheslightestnoticeofhismotherorMrWonka.'Gosh,Ineedabuckettodrinkitproperly!'

　　'Augustus,'criedMrWonka,hoppingupanddownandwagglinghisstickintheair,'youmustcomeaway.Youaredirtyingmychocolate!'

　　'Augustus!'criedMrsGloop.

　　'Augustus!'criedMrGloop.

　　ButAugustuswasdeaftoeverythingexceptthecallofhisenormousstomach.Hewasnowlyingfulllengthonthegroundwithhisheadfaroutovertheriver,lappingupthechocolatelikeadog.

　　'Augustus!'shoutedMrsGloop.'You'llbegivingthatnastycoldofyourstoaboutamillionpeoplealloverthecountry!'

　　'Becareful,Augustus!'shoutedMrGloop.'You'releaningtoofarout!'

　　MrGloopwasabsolutelyright.Forsuddenlytherewasashriek,andthenasplash,andintotheriverwentAugustusGloop,andinonesecondhehaddisappearedunderthebrownsurface.

　　'Savehim!'screamedMrsGloop,goingwhiteintheface,andwavingherumbrellaabout.'He'lldrown!Hecan'tswimayard!Savehim!Savehim!'

　　'Goodheavens,woman,'saidMrGloop,'I'mnotdivinginthere!I'vegotmybestsuiton!'

　　AugustusGloop'sfacecameupagaintothesurface,paintedbrownwithchocolate.'Help!Help!Help!'heyelled.'Fishmeout!'

　　'Don'tjuststandthere!'MrsGloopscreamedatMrGloop.'Dosomething!'

　　'Iamdoingsomething!'saidMrGloop,whowasnowtakingoffhisjacketandgettingreadytodiveintothechocolate.Butwhilehewasdoingthis,thewretchedboywasbeingsuckedcloserandclosertowardsthemouthofoneofthegreatpipesthatwasdanglingdownintotheriver.Thenallatonce,thepowerfulsuctiontookholdofhimcompletely,andhewaspulledunderthesurfaceandthenintothemouthofthepipe.

　　Thecrowdontheriverbankwaitedbreathlesslytoseewherehewouldcomeout.

　　'Therehegoes!'somebodyshouted,pointingupwards.

　　Andsureenough,becausethepipewasmadeofglass,AugustusGloopcouldbeclearlyseenshootingupinsideit,headfirst,likeatorpedo.

　　'Help!Murder!Police!'screamedMrsGloop.'Augustus,comebackatonce!Whereareyougoing?'

　　'It'sawondertome,'saidMrGloop,'howthatpipeisbigenoughforhimtogothroughit.'

　　'Itisn'tbigenough!'saidCharlieBucket.'Ohdear,look!He'sslowingdown!'

　　'Soheis!'saidGrandpaJoe.

　　'He'sgoingtostick!'saidCharlie.

　　'Ithinkheis!'saidGrandpaJoe.

　　'Bygolly,hehasstuck!'saidCharlie.

　　'It'shisstomachthat'sdoneit!'saidMrGloop.

　　'He'sblockedthewholepipe!'saidGrandpaJoe.

　　'Smashthepipe!'yelledMrsGloop,stillwavingherumbrella.'Augustus,comeoutofthereatonce!'

　　Thewatchersbelowcouldseethechocolateswishingaroundtheboyinthepipe,andtheycouldseeitbuildingupbehindhiminasolidmass,pushingagainsttheblockage.Thepressurewasterrific.Somethinghadtogive.Somethingdidgive,andthatsomethingwasAugustus.WHOOF!Upheshotagainlikeabulletinthebarrelofagun.

　　'He'sdisappeared!'yelledMrsGloop.'Wheredoesthatpipegoto?Quick!Callthefirebrigade!'

　　'Keepcalm!'criedMrWonka.'Keepcalm,mydearlady,keepcalm.Thereisnodanger!Nodangerwhatsoever!Augustushasgoneonalittlejourney,that'sall.Amostinterestinglittlejourney.Buthe'llcomeoutofitjustfine,youwaitandsee.'

　　'Howcanhepossiblycomeoutjustfine!'snappedMrsGloop.'He'llbemadeintomarshmallowsinfiveseconds!'

　　'Impossible!'criedMrWonka.'Unthinkable!Inconceivable!Absurd!Hecouldneverbemadeintomarshmallows!'

　　'Andwhynot,mayIask?'shoutedMrsGloop.

　　'Becausethatpipedoesn'tgoanywherenearit!Thatpipe—theoneAugustuswentup—happenstoleaddirectlytotheroomwhereImakeamostdeliciouskindofstrawberry-flavouredchocolate-coatedfudge...'

　　'Thenhe'llbemadeintostrawberry-flavouredchocolate-coatedfudge!'screamedMrsGloop.'MypoorAugustus!They'llbesellinghimbythepoundalloverthecountrytomorrowmorning!'

　　'Quiteright,'saidMrGloop.

　　'IknowI'mright,'saidMrsGloop.

　　'It'sbeyondajoke,'saidMrGloop.

　　'MrWonkadoesn'tseemtothinkso!'criedMrsGloop.'Justlookathim!He'slaughinghisheadoff!Howdareyoulaughlikethatwhenmyboy'sjustgoneupthepipe!Youmonster!'sheshrieked,pointingherumbrellaatMrWonkaasthoughsheweregoingtorunhimthrough.'Youthinkit'sajoke,doyou?YouthinkthatsuckingmyboyupintoyourFudgeRoomlikethatisjustonegreatbigcolossaljoke?'

　　'He'llbeperfectlysafe,'saidMrWonka,gigglingslightly.

　　'He'llbechocolatefudge!'shriekedMrsGloop.

　　'Never!'criedMrWonka.

　　'Ofcoursehewill!'shriekedMrsGloop.

　　'Iwouldn'tallowit!'criedMrWonka.

　　'Andwhynot?'shriekedMrsGloop.

　　'Becausethetastewouldbeterrible,'saidMrWonka.'Justimagineit!Augustus-flavouredchocolate-coatedGloop!Noonewouldbuyit.'

　　'Theymostcertainlywould!'criedMrGloopindignantly.

　　'Idon'twanttothinkaboutit!'shriekedMrsGloop.

　　'NordoI,'saidMrWonka.'AndIdopromiseyou,madam,thatyourdarlingboyisperfectlysafe.'

　　'Ifhe'sperfectlysafe,thenwhereishe?'snappedMrsGloop.'Leadmetohimthisinstant!'

　　MrWonkaturnedaroundandclickedhisfingerssharply,click,click,click,threetimes.Immediately,anOompa-Loompaappeared,asiffromnowhere,andstoodbesidehim.

　　TheOompa-Loompabowedandsmiled,showingbeautifulwhiteteeth.Hisskinwasrosy-white,hislonghairwasgolden-brown,andthetopofhisheadcamejustabovetheheightofMrWonka'sknee.Heworetheusualdeerskinslungoverhisshoulder.

　　'Nowlistentome!'saidMrWonka,lookingdownatthetinyman.'IwantyoutotakeMrandMrsGloopuptotheFudgeRoomandhelpthemtofindtheirson,Augustus.He'sjustgoneupthepipe.'

　　TheOompa-LoompatookonelookatMrsGloopandexplodedintopealsoflaughter.

　　'Oh,dobequiet!'saidMrWonka.'Controlyourself!Pullyourselftogether!MrsGloopdoesn'tthinkit'satallfunny!'

　　'Youcansaythatagain!'saidMrsGloop.

　　'GostraighttotheFudgeRoom,'MrWonkasaidtotheOompa-Loompa,'andwhenyougetthere,takealongstickandstartpokingaroundinsidethebigchocolate-mixingbarrel.I'malmostcertainyou'llfindhiminthere.Butyou'dbetterlooksharp!You'llhavetohurry!Ifyouleavehiminthechocolate-mixingbarreltoolong,he'sliabletogetpouredoutintothefudgeboiler,andthatreallywouldbeadisaster,wouldn'tit?Myfudgewouldbecomequiteuneatable!'

　　MrsGloopletoutashriekoffury.

　　'I'mjoking,'saidMrWonka,gigglingmadlybehindhisbeard.'Ididn'tmeanit.Forgiveme.I'msosorry.Good-bye,MrsGloop!AndMrGloop!Good-bye!I'llseeyoulater...'

　　AsMrandMrsGloopandtheirtinyescorthurriedaway,thefiveOompa-Loompasonthefarsideoftheriversuddenlybeganhoppinganddancingaboutandbeatingwildlyuponanumberofverysmalldrums.'AugustusGloop!'theychanted.'AugustusGloop!AugustusGloop!AugustusGloop!'

　　'Grandpa!'criedCharlie.'Listentothem,Grandpa!Whataretheydoing?'

　　'Ssshh!'whisperedGrandpaJoe.'Ithinkthey'regoingtosingusasong!'

　　'AugustusGloop!'chantedtheOompa-Loompas.

　　'AugustusGloop!AugustusGloop!

　　Thegreatbiggreedynincompoop!

　　Howlongcouldweallowthisbeast

　　Togorgeandguzzle,feedandfeast

　　Oneverythinghewantedto?

　　GreatScott!Itsimplywouldn'tdo!

　　Howeverlongthispigmightlive,

　　We'repositivehe'dnevergive

　　Eventhesmallestbitoffun

　　Orhappinesstoanyone.

　　Sowhatwedoincasessuch

　　Asthis,weusethegentletouch,

　　Andcarefullywetakethebrat

　　Andturnhimintosomethingthat

　　Willgivegreatpleasuretousall—

　　Adoll,forinstance,oraball,

　　Ormarblesorarockinghorse.

　　Butthisrevoltingboy,ofcourse,

　　Wassounutterablyvile,

　　Sogreedy,foul,andinfantile,

　　Heleftamostdisgustingtaste

　　Insideourmouths,andsoinhaste

　　Wechoseathingthat,comewhatmay,

　　Wouldtakethenastytasteaway.

　　"Comeon!"wecried."Thetimeisripe

　　Tosendhimshootingupthepipe!

　　Hehastogo!Ithastobe!"

　　Andverysoon,he'sgoingtosee

　　Insidetheroomtowhichhe'sgone

　　Somefunnythingsaregoingon.

　　Butdon't,dearchildren,bealarmed;

　　AugustusGloopwillnotbeharmed,

　　Although,ofcourse,wemustadmit

　　Hewillbealteredquiteabit.

　　He'llbequitechangedfromwhathe'sbeen,

　　Whenhegoesthroughthefudgemachine:

　　Slowly,thewheelsgoroundandround,

　　Thecogsbegintogrindandpound;

　　Ahundredknivesgoslice,slice,slice;

　　Weaddsomesugar,cream,andspice;

　　Weboilhimforaminutemore,

　　Untilwe'reabsolutelysure

　　Thatallthegreedandallthegall

　　Isboiledawayforonceandall.

　　Thenouthecomes!Andnow!Bygrace!

　　Amiraclehastakenplace!

　　Thisboy,whoonlyjustbefore

　　Wasloathedbymenfromshoretoshore,

　　Thisgreedybrute,thislouse'sear,

　　Islovedbypeopleeverywhere!

　　Forwhocouldhateorbearagrudge

　　Againstalusciousbitoffudge?'

　　'Itoldyoutheylovedsinging!'criedMrWonka.'Aren'ttheydelightful?Aren'ttheycharming?Butyoumustn'tbelieveawordtheysaid.It'sallnonsense,everybitofit!'

　　'AretheOompa-Loompasreallyjoking,Grandpa?'askedCharlie.

　　'Ofcoursethey'rejoking,'answeredGrandpaJoe.'Theymustbejoking.Atleast,Ihopethey'rejoking.Don'tyou?'
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　　DowntheChocolateRiver

　　'Offwego!'criedMrWonka.'Hurryup,everybody!Followmetothenextroom!Andpleasedon'tworryaboutAugustusGloop.He'sboundtocomeoutinthewash.Theyalwaysdo.Weshallhavetomakethenextpartofthejourneybyboat!Hereshecomes!Look!'

　　Asteamymistwasrisingupnowfromthegreatwarmchocolateriver,andoutofthemistthereappearedsuddenlyamostfantasticpinkboat.Itwasalargeopenrowboatwithatallfrontandatallback(likeaVikingboatofold),anditwasofsuchashiningsparklingglisteningpinkcolourthatthewholethinglookedasthoughitweremadeofbright,pinkglass.Thereweremanyoarsoneithersideofit,andastheboatcamecloser,thewatchersontheriverbankcouldseethattheoarswerebeingpulledbymassesofOompa-Loompas—atleasttenofthemtoeachoar.

　　'Thisismyprivateyacht!'criedMrWonka,beamingwithpleasure.'Imadeherbyhollowingoutanenormousboiledsweet!Isn'tshebeautiful!Seehowshecomescuttingthroughtheriver!'

　　Thegleamingpinkboiled-sweetboatglideduptotheriverbank.OnehundredOompa-Loompasrestedontheiroarsandstaredupatthevisitors.Thensuddenly,forsomereasonbestknowntothemselves,theyallburstintoshrieksoflaughter.

　　'What'ssofunny?'askedVioletBeauregarde.

　　'Oh,don'tworryaboutthem!'criedMrWonka.'They'realwayslaughing!Theythinkeverything'sacolossaljoke!Jumpintotheboat,allofyou!Comeon!Hurryup!'

　　Assoonaseveryonewassafelyin,theOompa-Loompaspushedtheboatawayfromthebankandbegantorowswiftlydownriver.

　　'Hey,there!MikeTeavee!'shoutedMrWonka.'Pleasedonotlicktheboatwithyourtongue!It'llonlymakeitsticky!'

　　'Daddy,'saidVerucaSalt,'Iwantaboatlikethis!Iwantyoutobuymeabigpinkboiled-sweetboatexactlylikeMrWonka's!AndIwantlotsofOompa-Loompastorowmeabout,andIwantachocolateriverandIwant...Iwant...'

　　'Shewantsagoodkickinthepants,'whisperedGrandpaJoetoCharlie.TheoldmanwassittinginthebackoftheboatandlittleCharlieBucketwasrightbesidehim.Charliewasholdingtightlyontohisgrandfather'sbonyoldhand.Hewasinawhirlofexcitement.Everythingthathehadseensofar—thegreatchocolateriver,thewaterfall,thehugesuckingpipes,themintysugarmeadows,theOompa-Loompas,thebeautifulpinkboat,andmostofall,MrWillyWonkahimself—hadbeensoastonishingthathebegantowonderwhethertherecouldpossiblybeanymoreastonishmentsleft.Whereweretheygoingnow?Whatweretheygoingtosee?Andwhatintheworldwasgoingtohappeninthenextroom?

　　'Isn'titmarvellous?'saidGrandpaJoe,grinningatCharlie.

　　Charlienoddedandsmiledupattheoldman.

　　Suddenly,MrWonka,whowassittingonCharlie'sotherside,reacheddownintothebottomoftheboat,pickedupalargemug,dippeditintotheriver,filleditwithchocolate,andhandedittoCharlie.'Drinkthis,'hesaid.'It'lldoyougood!Youlookstarvedtodeath!'

　　ThenMrWonkafilledasecondmugandgaveittoGrandpaJoe.'You,too,'hesaid.'Youlooklikeaskeleton!What'sthematter?Hasn'ttherebeenanythingtoeatinyourhouselately?'

　　'Notmuch,'saidGrandpaJoe.

　　Charlieputthemugtohislips,andastherichwarmcreamychocolaterandownhisthroatintohisemptytummy,hiswholebodyfromheadtotoebegantotinglewithpleasure,andafeelingofintensehappinessspreadoverhim.

　　'Youlikeit?'askedMrWonka.

　　'Oh,it'swonderful!'Charliesaid.

　　'ThecreamiestloveliestchocolateI'veevertasted!'saidGrandpaJoe,smackinghislips.

　　'That'sbecauseit'sbeenmixedbywaterfall,'MrWonkatoldhim.

　　Theboatspedondowntheriver.Theriverwasgettingnarrower.Therewassomekindofadarktunnelahead—agreatroundtunnelthatlookedlikeanenormouspipe—andtheriverwasrunningrightintothetunnel.Andsowastheboat!'Rowon!'shoutedMrWonka,jumpingupandwavinghisstickintheair.'Fullspeedahead!'AndwiththeOompa-Loompasrowingfasterthanever,theboatshotintothepitch-darktunnel,andallthepassengersscreamedwithexcitement.

　　'Howcantheyseewherethey'regoing?'shriekedVioletBeauregardeinthedarkness.

　　'There'snoknowingwherethey'regoing!'criedMrWonka,hootingwithlaughter.

　　'There'snoearthlywayofknowing

　　Whichdirectiontheyaregoing!

　　There'snoknowingwherethey'rerowing,

　　Orwhichwaytheriver'sflowing!

　　Notaspeckoflightisshowing,

　　Sothedangermustbegrowing,

　　Fortherowerskeeponrowing,

　　Andthey'recertainlynotshowing

　　Anysignsthattheyareslowing...'

　　'He'sgoneoffhisrocker!'shoutedoneofthefathers,aghast,andtheotherparentsjoinedinthechorusoffrightenedshouting.'He'scrazy!'theyshouted.

　　'He'sbalmy!'

　　'He'snutty!'

　　'He'sscrewy!'

　　'He'sbatty!'

　　'He'sdippy!'

　　'He'sdotty!'

　　'He'sdaffy!'

　　'He'sgoofy!'

　　'He'sbeany!'

　　'He'sbuggy!'

　　'He'swacky!'

　　'He'sloony!'

　　'No,heisnot!'saidGrandpaJoe.

　　'Switchonthelights!'shoutedMrWonka.Andsuddenly,oncamethelightsandthewholetunnelwasbrilliantlylitup,andCharliecouldseethattheywereindeedinsideagiganticpipe,andthegreatupward-curvingwallsofthepipewerepurewhiteandspotlesslyclean.Theriverofchocolatewasflowingveryfastinsidethepipe,andtheOompa-Loompaswereallrowinglikemad,andtheboatwasrocketingalongatafuriouspace.MrWonkawasjumpingupanddowninthebackoftheboatandcallingtotherowerstorowfasterandfasterstill.Heseemedtolovethesensationofwhizzingthroughawhitetunnelinapinkboatonachocolateriver,andheclappedhishandsandlaughedandkeptglancingathispassengerstoseeiftheywereenjoyingitasmuchashe.

　　'Look,Grandpa!'criedCharlie.'There'sadoorinthewall!'Itwasagreendooranditwassetintothewallofthetunneljustabovetheleveloftheriver.Astheyflashedpastittherewasjustenoughtimetoreadthewritingonthedoor:STOREROOMNUMBER54,itsaid.ALLTHECREAMS—DAIRYCREAM,WHIPPEDCREAM,VIOLETCREAM,COFFEECREAM,PINEAPPLECREAM,VANILLACREAM,ANDHAIRCREAM.

　　'Haircream?'criedMikeTeavee.'Youdon'tusehaircream?'

　　'Rowon!'shoutedMrWonka.'There'snotimetoanswersillyquestions!'

　　Theystreakedpastablackdoor.STOREROOMNUMBER71,itsaidonit.WHIPS—ALLSHAPESANDSIZES.

　　'Whips!'criedVerucaSalt.'Whatonearthdoyouusewhipsfor?'

　　'Forwhippingcream,ofcourse,'saidMrWonka.'Howcanyouwhipcreamwithoutwhips?Whippedcreamisn'twhippedcreamatallunlessit'sbeenwhippedwithwhips.Justasapoachedeggisn'tapoachedeggunlessit'sbeenstolenfromthewoodsinthedeadofnight!Rowon,please!'

　　Theypassedayellowdooronwhichitsaid:STOREROOMNUMBER77—ALLTHEBEANS,CACAOBEANS,COFFEEBEANS,JELLYBEANS,ANDHASBEANS.

　　'Hasbeans?'criedVioletBeauregarde.

　　'You'reoneyourself!'saidMrWonka.'There'snotimeforarguing!Presson,presson!'Butfivesecondslater,whenabrightreddoorcameintosightahead,hesuddenlywavedhisgold-toppedcaneintheairandshouted,'Stoptheboat!'
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　　TheInventingRoom—

　　EverlastingGobstoppersandHairToffee

　　WhenMrWonkashouted'Stoptheboat!'theOompa-Loompasjammedtheiroarsintotheriverandbackedwaterfuriously.Theboatstopped.

　　TheOompa-Loompasguidedtheboatalongsidethereddoor.Onthedooritsaid,INVENTINGROOM—PRIVATE—KEEPOUT.MrWonkatookakeyfromhispocket,leanedoverthesideoftheboat,andputthekeyinthekeyhole.

　　'Thisisthemostimportantroomintheentirefactory!'hesaid.'Allmymostsecretnewinventionsarecookingandsimmeringinhere!OldFickelgruberwouldgivehisfrontteethtobeallowedinsidejustforthreeminutes!SowouldProdnoseandSlugworthandalltheotherrottenchocolatemakers!Butnow,listentome!Iwantnomessingaboutwhenyougoin!Notouching,nomeddling,andnotasting!Isthatagreed?'

　　'Yes,yes!'thechildrencried.'Wewon'ttouchathing!'

　　'Uptonow,'MrWonkasaid,'nobodyelse,notevenanOompa-Loompa,haseverbeenallowedinhere!'Heopenedthedoorandsteppedoutoftheboatintotheroom.Thefourchildrenandtheirparentsallscrambledafterhim.

　　'Don'ttouch!'shoutedMrWonka.'Anddon'tknockanythingover!'

　　CharlieBucketstaredaroundthegiganticroominwhichhenowfoundhimself.Theplacewaslikeawitch'skitchen!Allabouthimblackmetalpotswereboilingandbubblingonhugestoves,andkettleswerehissingandpansweresizzling,andstrangeironmachineswereclankingandspluttering,andtherewerepipesrunningallovertheceilingandwalls,andthewholeplacewasfilledwithsmokeandsteamanddeliciousrichsmells.

　　MrWonkahimselfhadsuddenlybecomeevenmoreexcitedthanusual,andanyonecouldseethatthiswastheroomhelovedbestofall.HewashoppingaboutamongthesaucepansandthemachineslikeachildamonghisChristmaspresents,notknowingwhichthingtolookatfirst.Heliftedthelidfromahugepotandtookasniff;thenherushedoveranddippedafingerintoabarrelofstickyyellowstuffandhadataste;thenheskippedacrosstooneofthemachinesandturnedhalfadozenknobsthiswayandthat;thenhepeeredanxiouslythroughtheglassdoorofagiganticoven,rubbinghishandsandcacklingwithdelightatwhathesawinside.Thenheranovertoanothermachine,asmallshinyaffairthatkeptgoingphut-phut-phut-phut-phut,andeverytimeitwentphut,alargegreenmarbledroppedoutofitintoabasketonthefloor.Atleastitlookedlikeamarble.

　　'EverlastingGobstoppers!'criedMrWonkaproudly.'They'recompletelynew!Iaminventingthemforchildrenwhoaregivenverylittlepocketmoney.YoucanputanEverlastingGobstopperinyourmouthandyoucansuckitandsuckitandsuckitandsuckitanditwillnevergetanysmaller!'

　　'It'slikegum!'criedVioletBeauregarde.

　　'Itisnotlikegum,'MrWonkasaid.'Gumisforchewing,andifyoutriedchewingoneoftheseGobstoppershereyou'dbreakyourteethoff!Andtheynevergetanysmaller!Theyneverdisappear!NEVER!AtleastIdon'tthinktheydo.There'soneofthembeingtestedthisverymomentintheTestingRoomnextdoor.AnOompa-Loompaissuckingit.He'sbeensuckingitforverynearlyayearnowwithoutstopping,andit'sstilljustasgoodasever!

　　'Now,overhere,'MrWonkawenton,skippingexcitedlyacrosstheroomtotheoppositewall,'overhereIaminventingacompletelynewlineintoffees!'Hestoppedbesidealargesaucepan.Thesaucepanwasfullofathickgooeypurplishtreacle,boilingandbubbling.Bystandingonhistoes,littleCharliecouldjustseeinsideit.

　　'That'sHairToffee!'criedMrWonka.'Youeatjustonetinybitofthat,andinexactlyhalfanhourabrand-newlusciousthicksilkybeautifulcropofhairwillstartgrowingoutalloverthetopofyourhead!Andamoustache!Andabeard!'

　　'Abeard!'criedVerucaSalt.'Whowantsabeard,forheaven'ssake?'

　　'Itwouldsuityouverywell,'saidMrWonka,'butunfortunatelythemixtureisnotquiterightyet.I'vegotittoostrong.Itworkstoowell.ItrieditonanOompa-LoompayesterdayintheTestingRoomandimmediatelyahugeblackbeardstartedshootingoutofhischin,andthebeardgrewsofastthatsoonitwastrailingalloverthefloorinathickhairycarpet.Itwasgrowingfasterthanwecouldcutit!Intheendwehadtousealawnmowertokeepitincheck!ButI'llgetthemixturerightsoon!AndwhenIdo,thenthere'llbenoexcuseanymoreforlittleboysandgirlsgoingaboutwithbaldheads!'

　　'ButMrWonka,'saidMikeTeavee,'littleboysandgirlsneverdogoaboutwith...'

　　'Don'targue,mydearchild,pleasedon'targue!'criedMrWonka.'It'ssuchawasteofprecioustime!Now,overhere,ifyouwillallstepthisway,IwillshowyousomethingthatIamterrificallyproudof.Oh,dobecareful!Don'tknockanythingover!Standback!'
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　　TheGreatGumMachine

　　MrWonkaledthepartyovertoagiganticmachinethatstoodintheverycentreoftheInventingRoom.Itwasamountainofgleamingmetalthattoweredhighabovethechildrenandtheirparents.Outoftheverytopofittheresproutedhundredsandhundredsofthinglasstubes,andtheglasstubesallcurleddownwardsandcametogetherinabunchandhungsuspendedoveranenormousroundtubasbigasabath.

　　'Herewego!'criedMrWonka,andhepressedthreedifferentbuttonsonthesideofthemachine.Asecondlater,amightyrumblingsoundcamefrominsideit,andthewholemachinebegantoshakemostfrighteningly,andsteambeganhissingoutofitallover,andthensuddenlythewatchersnoticedthatrunnystuffwaspouringdowntheinsidesofallthehundredsoflittleglasstubesandsquirtingoutintothegreattubbelow.Andineverysingletubetherunnystuffwasofadifferentcolour,sothatallthecoloursoftherainbow(andmanyothersaswell)camesloshingandsplashingintothetub.Itwasalovelysight.Andwhenthetubwasnearlyfull,MrWonkapressedanotherbutton,andimmediatelytherunnystuffdisappeared,andawhizzingwhirringnoisetookitsplace;andthenagiantwhizzerstartedwhizzingroundinsidetheenormoustub,mixingupallthedifferentcolouredliquidslikeanice-creamsoda.Gradually,themixturebegantofroth.Itbecamefrothierandfrothier,anditturnedfrombluetowhitetogreentobrowntoyellow,thenbacktoblueagain.

　　'Watch!'saidMrWonka.

　　Clickwentthemachine,andthewhizzerstoppedwhizzing.Andnowtherecameasortofsuckingnoise,andveryquicklyallthebluefrothymixtureinthehugebasinwassuckedbackintothestomachofthemachine.Therewasamomentofsilence.Thenafewqueerrumblingswereheard.Thensilenceagain.Thensuddenly,themachineletoutamonstrousmightygroan,andatthesamemomentatinydrawer(nobiggerthanthedrawerinaslotmachine)poppedoutofthesideofthemachine,andinthedrawertherelaysomethingsosmallandthinandgreythateveryonethoughtitmustbeamistake.Thethinglookedlikealittlestripofgreycardboard.

　　Thechildrenandtheirparentsstaredatthelittlegreystriplyinginthedrawer.

　　'Youmeanthat'sall?'saidMikeTeavee,disgusted.

　　'That'sall,'answeredMrWonka,gazingproudlyattheresult.'Don'tyouknowwhatitis?'

　　Therewasapause.Thensuddenly,VioletBeauregarde,thesillygum-chewinggirl,letoutayellofexcitement.'Bygum,it'sgum!'sheshrieked.'It'sastickofchewing-gum!'

　　'Rightyouare!'criedMrWonka,slappingViolethardontheback.'It'sastickofgum!It'sastickofthemostamazingandfabulousandsensationalgumintheworld!'
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　　Good-byeViolet

　　'Thisgum,'MrWonkawenton,'ismylatest,mygreatest,mymostfascinatinginvention!It'sachewing-gummeal!It's...it's...it's...Thattinylittlestripofgumlyingthereisawholethree-coursedinnerallbyitself!'

　　'Whatsortofnonsenseisthis?'saidoneofthefathers.

　　'Mydearsir!'criedMrWonka,'whenIstartsellingthisgumintheshopsitwillchangeeverything!Itwillbetheendofallkitchensandallcooking!Therewillbenomoreshoppingtodo!Nomorebuyingofmeatandgroceries!There'llbenoknivesandforksatmealtimes!Noplates!Nowashingup!Norubbish!Nomess!JustalittlestripofWonka'smagicchewing-gum—andthat'sallyou'lleverneedatbreakfast,lunch,andsupper!ThispieceofgumI'vejustmadehappenstobetomatosoup,roastbeef,andblueberrypie,butyoucanhavealmostanythingyouwant!'

　　'Whatdoyoumean,it'stomatosoup,roastbeef,andblueberrypie?'saidVioletBeauregarde.

　　'Ifyouweretostartchewingit,'saidMrWonka,'thenthatisexactlywhatyouwouldgetonthemenu.It'sabsolutelyamazing!Youcanactuallyfeelthefoodgoingdownyourthroatandintoyourtummy!Andyoucantasteitperfectly!Anditfillsyouup!Itsatisfiesyou!It'sterrific!'

　　'It'sutterlyimpossible,'saidVerucaSalt.

　　'Justsolongasit'sgum,'shoutedVioletBeauregarde,'justsolongasit'sapieceofgumandIcanchewit,thenthat'sforme!'Andquicklyshetookherownworld-recordpieceofchewing-gumoutofhermouthandstuckitbehindherleftear.'Comeon,MrWonka,'shesaid,'handoverthismagicgumofyoursandwe'llseeifthethingworks.'

　　'Now,Violet,'saidMrsBeauregarde,hermother;'don'tlet'sdoanythingsilly,Violet.'

　　'Iwantthegum!'Violetsaidobstinately.'What'ssosilly?'

　　'Iwouldratheryoudidn'ttakeit,'MrWonkatoldhergently.'Yousee,Ihaven'tgotitquiterightyet.Therearestilloneortwothings...'

　　'Oh,toblazeswiththat!'saidViolet,andsuddenly,beforeMrWonkacouldstopher,sheshotoutafathandandgrabbedthestickofgumoutofthelittledrawerandpoppeditintohermouth.Atonce,herhuge,well-trainedjawsstartedchewingawayonitlikeapairoftongs.

　　'Don't!'saidMrWonka.

　　'Fabulous!'shoutedViolet.'It'stomatosoup!It'shotandcreamyanddelicious!Icanfeelitrunningdownmythroat!'

　　'Stop!'saidMrWonka.'Thegumisn'treadyyet!It'snotright!'

　　'Ofcourseit'sright!'saidViolet.'It'sworkingbeautifully!Ohmy,whatlovelysoupthisis!'

　　'Spititout!'saidMrWonka.

　　'It'schanging!'shoutedViolet,chewingandgrinningbothatthesametime.'Thesecondcourseiscomingup!It'sroastbeef!It'stenderandjuicy!Ohboy,whataflavour!Thebakedpotatoismarvellous,too!It'sgotacrispyskinandit'sallfilledwithbutterinside!'

　　'Buthowin-teresting,Violet,'saidMrsBeauregarde.'Youareaclevergirl.'

　　'Keepchewing,baby!'saidMrBeauregarde.'Keeprightonchewing!ThisisagreatdayfortheBeauregardes!Ourlittlegirlisthefirstpersonintheworldtohaveachewing-gummeal!'

　　EverybodywaswatchingVioletBeauregardeasshestoodtherechewingthisextraordinarygum.LittleCharlieBucketwasstaringatherabsolutelyspellbound,watchingherhugerubberylipsastheypressedandunpressedwiththechewing,andGrandpaJoestoodbesidehim,gapingatthegirl.MrWonkawaswringinghishandsandsaying,'No,no,no,no,no!Itisn'treadyforeating!Itisn'tright!Youmustn'tdoit!'

　　'Blueberrypieandcream!'shoutedViolet.'Hereitcomes!Ohmy,it'sperfect!It'sbeautiful!It's...it'sexactlyasthoughI'mswallowingit!It'sasthoughI'mchewingandswallowinggreatbigspoonfulsofthemostmarvellousblueberrypieintheworld!'

　　'Goodheavens,girl!'shriekedMrsBeauregardesuddenly,staringatViolet,'what'shappeningtoyournose!'

　　'Oh,bequiet,mother,andletmefinish!'saidViolet.

　　'It'sturningblue!'screamedMrsBeauregarde.'Yournoseisturningblueasablueberry!'

　　'Yourmotherisright!'shoutedMrBeauregarde.'Yourwholenosehasgonepurple!'

　　'Whatdoyoumean?'saidViolet,stillchewingaway.

　　'Yourcheeks!'screamedMrsBeauregarde.'They'returningblueaswell!Soisyourchin!Yourwholefaceisturningblue!'

　　'Spitthatgumoutatonce!'orderedMrBeauregarde.

　　'Mercy!Saveus!'yelledMrsBeauregarde.'Thegirl'sgoingblueandpurpleallover!Evenherhairischangingcolour!Violet,you'returningviolet,Violet!Whatishappeningtoyou?'

　　'ItoldyouIhadn'tgotitquiteright,'sighedMrWonka,shakinghisheadsadly.

　　'I'llsayyouhaven't!'criedMrsBeauregarde.'Justlookatthegirlnow!'

　　EverybodywasstaringatViolet.Andwhataterrible,peculiarsightshewas!Herfaceandhandsandlegsandneck,infacttheskinalloverherbody,aswellashergreatbigmopofcurlyhair,hadturnedabrilliant,purplish-blue,thecolourofblueberryjuice!

　　'Italwaysgoeswrongwhenwecometothedessert,'sighedMrWonka.'It'stheblueberrypiethatdoesit.ButI'llgetitrightoneday,youwaitandsee.'

　　'Violet,'screamedMrsBeauregarde,'you'reswellingup!'

　　'Ifeelsick,'Violetsaid.

　　'You'reswellingup!'screamedMrsBeauregardeagain.

　　'Ifeelmostpeculiar!'gaspedViolet.

　　'I'mnotsurprised!'saidMrBeauregarde.

　　'Greatheavens,girl!'screechedMrsBeauregarde.'You'reblowinguplikeaballoon!'

　　'Likeablueberry,'saidMrWonka.

　　'Calladoctor!'shoutedMrBeauregarde.

　　'Prickherwithapin!'saidoneoftheotherfathers.

　　'Saveher!'criedMrsBeauregarde,wringingherhands.

　　Buttherewasnosavinghernow.Herbodywasswellingupandchangingshapeatsucharatethatwithinaminuteithadturnedintonothinglessthananenormousroundblueball—agiganticblueberry,infact—andallthatremainedofVioletBeauregardeherselfwasatinypairoflegsandatinypairofarmsstickingoutofthegreatroundfruitandlittleheadontop.

　　'Italwayshappenslikethat,'sighedMrWonka.'I'vetriedittwentytimesintheTestingRoomontwentyOompa-Loompas,andeveryoneofthemfinishedupasablueberry.It'smostannoying.Ijustcan'tunderstandit.'

　　'ButIdon'twantablueberryforadaughter!'yelledMrsBeauregarde.'Putherbacktowhatshewasthisinstant!'

　　MrWonkaclickedhisfingers,andtenOompa-Loompasappearedimmediatelyathisside.

　　'RollMissBeauregardeintotheboat,'hesaidtothem,'andtakeheralongtotheJuicingRoomatonce.'

　　'TheJuicingRoom?'criedMrsBeauregarde.'Whataretheygoingtodotoherthere?'

　　'Squeezeher,'saidMrWonka.'We'vegottosqueezethejuiceoutofherimmediately.Afterthat,we'lljusthavetoseehowshecomesout.Butdon'tworry,mydearMrsBeauregarde.We'llgetherrepairedifit'sthelastthingwedo.Iamsorryaboutitall,Ireallyam...'

　　AlreadythetenOompa-LoompaswererollingtheenormousblueberryacrosstheflooroftheInventingRoomtowardsthedoorthatledtothechocolateriverwheretheboatwaswaiting.MrandMrsBeauregardehurriedafterthem.Therestoftheparty,includinglittleCharlieBucketandGrandpaJoe,stoodabsolutelystillandwatchedthemgo.

　　'Listen!'whisperedCharlie.'Listen,Grandpa!TheOompa-Loompasintheboatoutsidearestartingtosing!'

　　Thevoices,onehundredofthemsingingtogether,cameloudandclearintotheroom:

　　'Dearfriends,wesurelyallagree

　　There'salmostnothingworsetosee

　　Thansomerepulsivelittlebum

　　Who'salwayschewingchewing-gum.

　　(It'sverynearasbadasthose

　　Whositaroundandpickthenose.)

　　Sopleasebelieveuswhenwesay

　　Thatchewinggumwillneverpay;

　　Thisstickyhabit'sboundtosend

　　Thechewertoastickyend.

　　Didanyofyoueverknow

　　ApersoncalledMissBigelow?

　　Thisdreadfulwomansawnowrong

　　Inchewing,chewingalldaylong.

　　Shechewedwhilebathinginthetub,

　　Shechewedwhiledancingatherclub,

　　Shechewedinchurchandonthebus;

　　Itreallywasquiteludicrous!

　　Andwhenshecouldn'tfindhergum,

　　She'dchewupthelinoleum,

　　Oranythingthathappenednear—

　　Apairofboots,thepostman'sear,

　　Orotherpeople'sunderclothes,

　　Andonceshechewedherboy-friend'snose.

　　Shewentonchewingtill,atlast,

　　Herchewingmusclesgrewsovast

　　Thatfromherfacehergiantchin

　　Stuckoutjustlikeaviolin.

　　Foryearsandyearsshechewedaway,

　　Consumingfiftybitsaday,

　　Untilonesummer'seve,alas,

　　Ahorridbusinesscametopass.

　　MissBigelowwentlatetobed,

　　Forhalfanhourshelayandread,

　　Chewingandchewingallthewhile

　　Likesomegreatclockworkcrocodile.

　　Atlast,sheputhergumaway

　　Uponaspeciallittletray,

　　Andsettledbackandwenttosleep—

　　(Shemanagedthisbycountingsheep).

　　Butnow,howstrange!Althoughsheslept,

　　Thosemassivejawsofhersstillkept

　　Onchewing,chewingthroughthenight,

　　Evenwithnothingtheretobite.

　　Theywere,yousee,insuchagroove

　　Theypositivelyhadtomove.

　　Andverygrimitwastohear

　　Inpitchydarkness,loudandclear,

　　Thissleepingwoman'sgreatbigtrap

　　Openingandshutting,snap-snap-snap!

　　Fasterandfaster,chop-chop-chop,

　　Thenoisewenton,itwouldn'tstop.

　　Untilatlastherjawsdecide

　　Topauseandopenextrawide,

　　Andwiththemosttremendouschew

　　Theybitthelady'stongueintwo.

　　Thereafter,justfromchewinggum,

　　MissBigelowwasalwaysdumb,

　　Andspentherlifeshutupinsome

　　Disgustingsanatorium.

　　Andthatiswhywe'lltrysohard

　　TosaveMissVioletBeauregarde

　　Fromsufferinganequalfate.

　　She'sstillquiteyoung.It'snottoolate,

　　Providedshesurvivesthecure.

　　Wehopeshedoes.Wecan'tbesure.'
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　　AlongtheCorridor

　　'Well,well,well,'sighedMrWillyWonka,'twonaughtylittlechildrengone.Threegoodlittlechildrenleft.Ithinkwe'dbettergetoutofthisroomquicklybeforeweloseanyoneelse!'

　　'ButMrWonka,'saidCharlieBucketanxiously,'willVioletBeauregardeeverbeallrightagainorwillshealwaysbeablueberry?'

　　'They'llde-juiceherinnotimeflat!'declaredMrWonka.'They'llrollherintothede-juicingmachine,andshe'llcomeoutjustasthinasawhistle!'

　　'Butwillshestillbeblueallover?'askedCharlie.

　　'She'llbepurple?criedMrWonka.'Afinerichpurplefromheadtotoe!Butthereyouare!That'swhatcomesfromchewingdisgustinggumalldaylong!'

　　'Ifyouthinkgumissodisgusting,'saidMikeTeavee,'thenwhydoyoumakeitinyourfactory?'

　　'Idowishyouwouldn'tmumble,'saidMrWonka.'Ican'thearawordyou'resaying.Comeon!Offwego!Hurryup!Followme!We'regoingintothecorridorsagain!'Andsosaying,MrWonkascuttledacrosstothefarendoftheInventingRoomandwentoutthroughasmallsecretdoorhiddenbehindalotofpipesandstoves.Thethreeremainingchildren—VerucaSalt,MikeTeavee,andCharlieBucket—togetherwiththefiveremaininggrown-ups,followedafterhim.

　　CharlieBucketsawthattheywerenowbackinoneofthoselongpinkcorridorswithmanyotherpinkcorridorsleadingoutofit.MrWonkawasrushingalonginfront,turningleftandrightandrightandleft,andGrandpaJoewassaying,'Keepagoodholdofmyhand,Charlie.Itwouldbeterribletogetlostinhere.'

　　MrWonkawassaying,'Notimeforanymoremessingabout!We'llnevergetanywhereattheratewe'vebeengoing!'Andonherushed,downtheendlesspinkcorridors,withhisblacktophatperchedonthetopofhisheadandhisplum-colouredvelvetcoat-tailsflyingoutbehindhimlikeaflaginthewind.

　　Theypassedadoorinthewall.'Notimetogoin!'shoutedMrWonka.'Presson!Presson!'

　　Theypassedanotherdoor,thenanotherandanother.Thereweredoorseverytwentypacesorsoalongthecorridornow,andtheyallhadsomethingwrittenonthem,andstrangeclankingnoiseswerecomingfrombehindseveralofthem,anddelicioussmellscamewaftingthroughthekeyholes,andsometimeslittlejetsofcolouredsteamshotoutfromthecracksunderneath.

　　GrandpaJoeandCharliewerehalfrunningandhalfwalkingtokeepupwithMrWonka,buttheywereabletoreadwhatitsaidonquiteafewofthedoorsastheyhurriedby.EATABLEMARSHMALLOWPILLOWS,itsaidonone.

　　'Marshmallowpillowsareterrific!'shoutedMrWonkaashedashedby.'They'llbealltheragewhenIgetthemintotheshops!Notimetogoin,though!Notimetogoin!'

　　LICKABLEWALLPAPERFORNURSERIES,itsaidonthenextdoor.

　　'Lovelystuff,lickablewallpaper!'criedMrWonka,rushingpast.'Ithaspicturesoffruitsonit—bananas,apples,oranges,grapes,pineapples,strawberries,andsnozzberries...'

　　'Snozzberries?'saidMikeTeavee.

　　'Don'tinterrupt!'saidMrWonka.'Thewallpaperhaspicturesofallthesefruitsprintedonit,andwhenyoulickthepictureofabanana,ittastesofbanana.Whenyoulickastrawberry,ittastesofstrawberry.Andwhenyoulickasnozzberry,ittastesjustexactlylikeasnozzberry...'

　　'Butwhatdoesasnozzberrytastelike?'

　　'You'remumblingagain,'saidMrWonka.'Speakloudernexttime.Onwego!Hurryup!'

　　HOTICECREAMSFORCOLDDAYS,itsaidonthenextdoor.

　　'Extremelyusefulinthewinter,'saidMrWonka,rushingon.'Hoticecreamwarmsyouupnoendinfreezingweather.Ialsomakehoticecubesforputtinginhotdrinks.Hoticecubesmakehotdrinkshotter.'

　　COWSTHATGIVECHOCOLATEMILK,itsaidonthenextdoor.

　　'Ah,myprettylittlecows!'criedMrWonka.'HowIlovethosecows!'

　　'Butwhycan'tweseethem?'askedVerucaSalt.'Whydowehavetogorushingonpastalltheselovelyrooms?'

　　'Weshallstopintime!'calledoutMrWonka.'Don'tbesomadlyimpatient!'

　　FIZZYLIFTINGDRINKS,itsaidonthenextdoor.

　　'Oh,thosearefabulous!'criedMrWonka.'Theyfillyouwithbubbles,andthebubblesarefullofaspecialkindofgas,andthisgasissoterrificallyliftingthatitliftsyourightoffthegroundjustlikeaballoon,andupyougountilyourheadhitstheceiling—andthereyoustay.'

　　'Buthowdoyoucomedownagain?'askedlittleCharlie.

　　'Youdoaburp,ofcourse,'saidMrWonka.'Youdoagreatbiglongrudeburp,andupcomesthegasanddowncomesyou!Butdon'tdrinkitoutdoors!There'snoknowinghowhighupyou'llbecarriedifyoudothat.IgavesometoanoldOompa-Loompaonceoutinthebackyardandhewentupandupanddisappearedoutofsight!Itwasverysad.Ineversawhimagain.'

　　'Heshouldhaveburped,'Charliesaid.

　　'Ofcourseheshouldhaveburped,'saidMrWonka.'Istoodthereshouting,"Burp,yousillyass,burp,oryou'llnevercomedownagain!"Buthedidn'torcouldn'torwouldn't,Idon'tknowwhich.Maybehewastoopolite.Hemustbeonthemoonbynow.'

　　Onthenextdoor,itsaid,SQUARESWEETSTHATLOOKROUND.

　　'Wait!'criedMrWonka,skiddingsuddenlytoahalt.'Iamveryproudofmysquaresweetsthatlookround.Let'stakeapeek.'

　　23

　　SquareSweetsThatLookRound

　　Everybodystoppedandcrowdedtothedoor.Thetophalfofthedoorwasmadeofglass.GrandpaJoeliftedCharlieupsothathecouldgetabetterview,andlookingin,Charliesawalongtable,andonthetabletherewererowsandrowsofsmallwhitesquare-shapedsweets.Thesweetslookedverymuchlikesquaresugarlumps—exceptthateachofthemhadafunnylittlepinkfacepaintedononeside.Attheendofthetable,anumberofOompa-Loompaswerebusilypaintingmorefacesonmoresweets.

　　'Thereyouare!'criedMrWonka.'Squaresweetsthatlookround!'

　　'Theydon'tlookroundtome,'saidMikeTeavee.

　　'Theylooksquare,'saidVerucaSalt.'Theylookcompletelysquare.'

　　'Buttheyaresquare,'saidMrWonka.'Ineversaidtheyweren't.'

　　'Yousaidtheywereround!'saidVerucaSalt.

　　'Ineversaidanythingofthesort,'saidMrWonka.'Isaidtheylookedround.'

　　'Buttheydon'tlookround!'saidVerucaSalt.'Theylooksquare!'

　　'Theylookround,'insistedMrWonka.

　　'Theymostcertainlydonotlookround!'criedVerucaSalt.

　　'Veruca,darling,'saidMrsSalt,'paynoattentiontoMrWonka!He'slyingtoyou!'

　　'Mydearoldfish,'saidMrWonka,'goandboilyourhead!'

　　'Howdareyouspeaktomelikethat!'shoutedMrsSalt.

　　'Oh,doshutup,'saidMrWonka.'Nowwatchthis!'

　　Hetookakeyfromhispocket,andunlockedthedoor,andflungitopen...andsuddenly...atthesoundofthedooropening,alltherowsoflittlesquaresweetslookedquicklyroundtoseewhowascomingin.ThetinyfacesactuallyturnedtowardsthedoorandstaredatMrWonka.

　　'Thereyouare!'hecriedtriumphantly.'They'relookinground!There'snoargumentaboutit!Theyaresquaresweetsthatlookround!'

　　'Bygolly,he'sright!'saidGrandpaJoe.

　　'Comeon!'saidMrWonka,startingoffdownthecorridoragain.'Onwego!Wemustn'tdawdle!'

　　BUTTERSCOTCHANDBUTTERGIN,itsaidonthenextdoortheypassed.

　　'Nowthatsoundsabitmoreinteresting,'saidMrSalt,Veruca'sfather.

　　'Gloriousstuff!'saidMrWonka.'TheOompa-Loompasalladoreit.Itmakesthemtiddly.Listen!Youcanhearthemintherenow,whoopingitup.'

　　Shrieksoflaughterandsnatchesofsingingcouldbeheardcomingthroughthecloseddoor.

　　'They'redrunkaslords,'saidMrWonka.'They'redrinkingbutterscotchandsoda.Theylikethatbestofall.Butterginandtonicisalsoverypopular.Followme,please!Wereallymustn'tkeepstoppinglikethis.'Heturnedleft.Heturnedright.Theycametoalongflightofstairs.MrWonkasliddownthebanisters.Thethreechildrendidthesame.MrsSaltandMrsTeavee,theonlywomennowleftintheparty,weregettingveryoutofbreath.MrsSaltwasagreatfatcreaturewithshortlegs,andshewasblowinglikearhinoceros.'Thisway!'criedMrWonka,turningleftatthebottomofthestairs.

　　'Goslower!'pantedMrsSalt.

　　'Impossible,'saidMrWonka.'WeshouldnevergetthereintimeifIdid.'

　　'Getwhere?'askedVerucaSalt.

　　'Neveryoumind,'saidMrWonka.'Youjustwaitandsee.'
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　　VerucaintheNutRoom

　　MrWonkarushedondownthecorridor.THENUTROOM,itsaidonthenextdoortheycameto.

　　'Allright,'saidMrWonka,'stophereforamomentandcatchyourbreath,andtakeapeekthroughtheglasspanelofthisdoor.Butdon'tgoin!Whateveryoudo,don'tgointoTHENUTROOM!Ifyougoin,you'lldisturbthesquirrels!'

　　Everyonecrowdedaroundthedoor.

　　'Ohlook,Grandpa,look!'criedCharlie.

　　'Squirrels!'shoutedVerucaSalt.

　　'Crikey!'saidMikeTeavee.

　　Itwasanamazingsight.Onehundredsquirrelswereseateduponhighstoolsaroundalargetable.Onthetable,thereweremoundsandmoundsofwalnuts,andthesquirrelswereallworkingawaylikemad,shellingthewalnutsatatremendousspeed.

　　'Thesesquirrelsarespeciallytrainedforgettingthenutsoutofwalnuts,'MrWonkaexplained.

　　'Whyusesquirrels?'MikeTeaveeasked.'WhynotuseOompa-Loompas?'

　　'Because,'saidMrWonka,'Oompa-Loompascan'tgetwalnutsoutofwalnutshellsinonepiece.Theyalwaysbreakthemintwo.Nobodyexceptsquirrelscangetwalnutswholeoutofwalnutshellseverytime.Itisextremelydifficult.Butinmyfactory,Iinsistupononlywholewalnuts.ThereforeIhavetohavesquirrelstodothejob.Aren'ttheywonderful,thewaytheygetthosenutsout!Andseehowtheyfirsttapeachwalnutwiththeirknucklestobesureit'snotabadone!Ifit'sbad,itmakesahollowsound,andtheydon'tbothertoopenit.Theyjustthrowitdowntherubbishchute.There!Look!Watchthatsquirrelnearesttous!Ithinkhe'sgotabadonenow!'

　　Theywatchedthelittlesquirrelashetappedthewalnutshellwithhisknuckles.Hecockedhisheadtooneside,listeningintently,thensuddenlyhethrewthenutoverhisshoulderintoalargeholeinthefloor.

　　'Hey,Mummy!'shoutedVerucaSaltsuddenly,'I'vedecidedIwantasquirrel!Getmeoneofthosesquirrels!'

　　'Don'tbesilly,sweetheart,'saidMrsSalt.'TheseallbelongtoMrWonka.'

　　'Idon'tcareaboutthat!'shoutedVeruca.'Iwantone.AllI'vegotathomeistwodogsandfourcatsandsixbunnyrabbitsandtwoparakeetsandthreecanariesandagreenparrotandaturtleandabowlofgoldfishandacageofwhitemiceandasillyoldhamster!Iwantasquirrel!'

　　'Allright,mypet,'MrsSaltsaidsoothingly.'Mummy'llgetyouasquirreljustassoonasshepossiblycan.'

　　'ButIdon'twantanyoldsquirrel!'Verucashouted.'Iwantatrainedsquirrel!'

　　Atthispoint,MrSalt,Veruca'sfather,steppedforward.'Verywell,Wonka,'hesaidimportantly,takingoutawalletfullofmoney,'howmuchd'youwantforoneofthesesquirrels?Nameyourprice.'

　　'They'renotforsale,'MrWonkaanswered.'Shecan'thaveone.'

　　'WhosaysIcan't!'shoutedVeruca.'I'mgoingintogetmyselfonethisveryminute!'

　　'Don't!'saidMrWonkaquickly,buthewastoolate.Thegirlhadalreadythrownopenthedoorandrushedin.

　　Themomentsheenteredtheroom,onehundredsquirrelsstoppedwhattheyweredoingandturnedtheirheadsandstaredatherwithsmallblackbeadyeyes.

　　VerucaSaltstoppedalso,andstaredbackatthem.Thenhergazefelluponaprettylittlesquirrelsittingnearesttoherattheendofthetable.Thesquirrelwasholdingawalnutinitspaws.

　　'Allright,'Verucasaid,'I'llhaveyou!'

　　Shereachedoutherhandstograbthesquirrel...butasshedidso...inthatfirstsplitsecondwhenherhandsstartedtogoforward,therewasasuddenflashofmovementintheroom,likeaflashofbrownlightning,andeverysinglesquirrelaroundthetabletookaflyingleaptowardsherandlandedonherbody.

　　Twenty-fiveofthemcaughtholdofherrightarm,andpinneditdown.

　　Twenty-fivemorecaughtholdofherleftarm,andpinnedthatdown.

　　Twenty-fivecaughtholdofherrightlegandanchoredittotheground.

　　Twenty-fourcaughtholdofherleftleg.

　　Andtheoneremainingsquirrel(obviouslytheleaderofthemall)climbedupontohershoulderandstartedtap-tap-tappingthewretchedgirl'sheadwithitsknuckles.

　　'Saveher!'screamedMrsSalt.'Veruca!Comeback!Whataretheydoingtoher?'

　　'They'retestinghertoseeifshe'sabadnut,'saidMrWonka.'Youwatch.'

　　Verucastruggledfuriously,butthesquirrelsheldhertightandshecouldn'tmove.Thesquirrelonhershoulderwenttap-tap-tappingthesideofherheadwithhisknuckles.

　　Thenallatonce,thesquirrelspulledVerucatothegroundandstartedcarryingheracrossthefloor.

　　'Mygoodness,sheisabadnutafterall,'saidMrWonka.'Herheadmusthavesoundedquitehollow.'

　　Verucakickedandscreamed,butitwasnouse.Thetinystrongpawsheldhertightlyandshecouldn'tescape.

　　'Wherearetheytakingher?'shriekedMrsSalt.

　　'She'sgoingwherealltheotherbadnutsgo,'saidMrWillyWonka.'Downtherubbishchute.'

　　'Bygolly,sheisgoingdownthechute!'saidMrSalt,staringthroughtheglassdoorathisdaughter.

　　'Thensaveher!'criedMrsSalt.

　　'Toolate,'saidMrWonka.'She'sgone!'

　　Andindeedshehad.

　　'Butwhere?'shriekedMrsSalt,flappingherarms.'Whathappenstothebadnuts?Wheredoesthechutegoto?'

　　'Thatparticularchute,'MrWonkatoldher,'runsdirectlyintothegreatbigmainrubbishpipewhichcarriesawayalltherubbishfromeverypartofthefactory—allthefloorsweepingsandpotatopeelingsandrottencabbagesandfishheadsandstufflikethat.'

　　'Whoeatsfishandcabbageandpotatoesinthisfactory,I'dliketoknow?'saidMikeTeavee.

　　'Ido,ofcourse,'answeredMrWonka.'Youdon'tthinkIliveoncacaobeans,doyou?'

　　'But...but...but...'shriekedMrsSalt,'wheredoesthegreatbigpipegotointheend?'

　　'Why,tothefurnace,ofcourse,'MrWonkasaidcalmly.'Totheincinerator.'

　　MrsSaltopenedherhugeredmouthandstartedtoscream.

　　'Don'tworry,'saidMrWonka,'there'salwaysachancethatthey'vedecidednottolightittoday.'

　　'Achance!'yelledMrsSalt.'MydarlingVeruca!She'll...she'll...she'llbesizzledlikeasausage!'

　　'Quiteright,mydear,'saidMrSalt.'Nowseehere,Wonka,'headded,'Ithinkyou'vegonejustashadetoofarthistime,Idoindeed.Mydaughtermaybeabitofafrump—Idon'tmindadmittingit—butthatdoesn'tmeanyoucanroasthertoacrisp.I'llhaveyouknowI'mextremelycrossaboutthis,Ireallyam.'

　　'Oh,don'tbecross,mydearsir!'saidMrWonka.'Iexpectshe'llturnupagainsoonerorlater.Shemaynotevenhavegonedownatall.Shemaybestuckinthechutejustbelowtheentrancehole,andifthat'sthecase,allyou'llhavetodoisgoinandpullherupagain.'

　　Hearingthis,bothMrandMrsSaltdashedintotheNutRoomandranovertotheholeinthefloorandpeeredin.

　　'Veruca!'shoutedMrsSalt.'Areyoudownthere!'

　　Therewasnoanswer.

　　MrsSaltbentfurtherforwardtogetacloserlook.Shewasnowkneelingrightontheedgeoftheholewithherheaddownandherenormousbehindstickingupintheairlikeagiantmushroom.Itwasadangerouspositiontobein.Sheneededonlyonetinylittlepush...onegentlenudgeintherightplace...andthatisexactlywhatthesquirrelsgaveher!Overshetoppled,intotheholeheadfirst,screechinglikeaparrot.

　　'Goodgraciousme!'saidMrSalt,ashewatchedhisfatwifegotumblingdownthehole,'whatalotofrubbishthere'sgoingtobetoday!'Hesawherdisappearingintothedarkness.'What'sitlikedownthere,Angina?'hecalledout.Heleanedfurtherforward.

　　Thesquirrelsrushedupbehindhim...

　　'Help!'heshouted.

　　Buthewasalreadytopplingforward,anddownthechutehewent,justashiswifehaddonebeforehim—andhisdaughter.

　　'Ohdear!'criedCharlie,whowaswatchingwiththeothersthroughthedoor,'whatonearth'sgoingtohappentothemnow?'

　　'Iexpectsomeonewillcatchthematthebottomofthechute,'saidMrWonka.

　　'Butwhataboutthegreatfieryincinerator?'askedCharlie.

　　'Theyonlylightiteveryotherday,'saidMrWonka.'Perhapsthisisoneofthedayswhentheyletitgoout.Youneverknow...theymightbelucky...'

　　'Ssshh!'saidGrandpaJoe.'Listen!Herecomesanothersong!'

　　Fromfarawaydownthecorridorcamethebeatingofdrums.Thenthesingingbegan.

　　'VerucaSalt!'sangtheOompa-Loompas.

　　'VerucaSalt,thelittlebrute,

　　Hasjustgonedowntherubbishchute

　　(Andasweveryrightlythought

　　Thatinacaselikethisweought

　　Toseethethingcompletelythrough,

　　We'vepolishedoffherparents,too).

　　DowngoesVeruca!Downthedrain!

　　Andhere,perhaps,weshouldexplain

　　Thatshewillmeet,asshedescends,

　　Aratherdifferentsetoffriends

　　Tothosethatshehasleftbehind—

　　Thesewon'tbenearlysorefined.

　　Afishhead,forexample,cut

　　Thismorningfromahalibut.

　　"Hello!Goodmorning!Howd'youdo?

　　Hownicetomeetyou!Howareyou?"

　　Andthenalittlefurtherdown

　　Amassofothersgatherround:

　　Abaconrind,somerancidlard,

　　Aloafofbreadgonestaleandhard,

　　Asteakthatnobodycouldchew,

　　Anoysterfromanoysterstew,

　　Someliverwurstsooldandgrey

　　Oneswelleditfromamileaway,

　　Arottennut,areekypear,

　　Athingthecatleftonthestair,

　　Andlotsofotherthingsaswell,

　　Eachwitharatherhorridsmell.

　　TheseareVeruca'snew-foundfriends

　　Thatshewillmeetasshedescends,

　　Andthisisthepriceshehastopay

　　Forgoingsoveryfarastray.

　　Butnow,mydears,wethinkyoumight

　　Bewondering—isitreallyright

　　Thateverysinglebitofblame

　　Andallthescoldingandtheshame

　　ShouldfalluponVerucaSalt?

　　Isshetheonlyoneatfault?

　　Forthoughshe'sspoiled,anddreadfullyso,

　　Agirlcan'tspoilherself,youknow.

　　Whospoiledher,then?Ah,whoindeed?

　　Whopanderedtohereveryneed?

　　Whoturnedherintosuchabrat?

　　Whoaretheculprits?Whodidthat?

　　Alas!Youneedn'tlooksofar

　　Tofindoutwhothesesinnersare.

　　Theyare(andthisisverysad)

　　Herlovingparents,MUMandDAD.

　　Andthatiswhywe'regladtheyfell

　　Intotherubbishchuteaswell.'
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　　TheGreatGlassLift

　　'I'veneverseenanythinglikeit!'criedMrWonka.'Thechildrenaredisappearinglikerabbits!Butyoumustn'tworryaboutit!They'llallcomeoutinthewash!'

　　MrWonkalookedatthelittlegroupthatstoodbesidehiminthecorridor.Therewereonlytwochildrenleftnow—MikeTeaveeandCharlieBucket.Andtherewerethreegrown-ups,MrandMrsTeaveeandGrandpaJoe.'Shallwemoveon?'MrWonkaasked.

　　'Oh,yes!'criedCharlieandGrandpaJoe,bothtogether.

　　'Myfeetaregettingtired,'saidMikeTeavee.'Iwanttowatchtelevision.'

　　'Ifyou'retiredthenwe'dbettertakethelift,'saidMrWonka.'It'soverhere.Comeon!Inwego!'Heskippedacrossthepassagetoapairofdoubledoors.Thedoorsslidopen.Thetwochildrenandthegrown-upswentin.

　　'Nowthen,'criedMrWonka,'whichbuttonshallwepressfirst?Takeyourpick!'

　　CharlieBucketstaredaroundhiminastonishment.Thiswasthecraziestlifthehadeverseen.Therewerebuttonseverywhere!Thewalls,andeventheceiling,werecoveredalloverwithrowsandrowsandrowsofsmall,blackpushbuttons!Theremusthavebeenathousandofthemoneachwall,andanotherthousandontheceiling!AndnowCharlienoticedthateverysinglebuttonhadatinyprintedlabelbesideittellingyouwhichroomyouwouldbetakentoifyoupressedit.

　　'Thisisn'tjustanordinaryup-and-downlift!'announcedMrWonkaproudly.'Thisliftcangosidewaysandlongwaysandslantwaysandanyotherwayyoucanthinkof!Itcanvisitanysingleroominthewholefactory,nomatterwhereitis!Yousimplypressthebutton...andzing!...you'reoff!'

　　'Fantastic!'murmuredGrandpaJoe.Hiseyeswereshiningwithexcitementashestaredattherowsofbuttons.

　　'Thewholeliftismadeofthick,clearglass!'MrWonkadeclared.'Walls,doors,ceiling,floor,everythingismadeofglasssothatyoucanseeout!'

　　'Butthere'snothingtosee,'saidMikeTeavee.

　　'Chooseabutton!'saidMrWonka.'Thetwochildrenmaypressonebuttoneach.Sotakeyourpick!Hurryup!Ineveryroom,somethingdeliciousandwonderfulisbeingmade.'

　　Quickly,Charliestartedreadingsomeofthelabelsalongsidethebuttons.

　　THEROCK-CANDYMINE—10,000FEETDEEP,itsaidonone.

　　COKERNUT-ICESKATINGRINKS,itsaidonanother.

　　Then...STRAWBERRY-JUICEWATERPISTOLS.

　　TOFFEE-APPLETREESFORPLANTINGOUTINYOURGARDEN—ALLSIZES.

　　EXPLODINGSWEETSFORYOURENEMIES.

　　LUMINOUSLOLLIESFOREATINGINBEDATNIGHT.

　　MINTJUJUBESFORTHEBOYNEXTDOOR—THEY'LLGIVEHIMGREENTEETHFORAMONTH.

　　CAVITY-FILLINGCARAMELS—NOMOREDENTISTS.

　　STICKJAWFORTALKATIVEPARENTS.

　　WRIGGLE-SWEETSTHATWRIGGLEDELIGHTFULLYINYOURTUMMYAFTERSWALLOWING.

　　INVISIBLECHOCOLATEBARSFOREATINGINCLASS.

　　SUGAR-COATEDPENCILSFORSUCKING.

　　FIZZYLEMONADESWIMMINGPOOLS.

　　MAGICHAND-FUDGE—WHENYOUHOLDITINYOURHAND,YOUTASTEITINYOURMOUTH.

　　RAINBOWDROPS—SUCKTHEMANDYOUCANSPITINSIXDIFFERENTCOLOURS.

　　'Comeon,comeon!'criedMrWonka.'Wecan'twaitallday!'

　　'Isn'tthereaTelevisionRoominallthislot?'askedMikeTeavee.

　　'Certainlythere'satelevisionroom,'MrWonkasaid.'Thatbuttonoverthere.'Hepointedwithhisfinger.Everybodylooked.TELEVISIONCHOCOLATE,itsaidonthetinylabelbesidethebutton.

　　'Whoopee!'shoutedMikeTeavee.'That'sforme!'Hestuckouthisthumbandpressedthebutton.Instantly,therewasatremendouswhizzingnoise.Thedoorsclangedshutandtheliftleapedawayasthoughithadbeenstungbyawasp.Butitleaptsideways!Andallthepassengers(exceptMrWonka,whowasholdingontoastrapfromtheceiling)wereflungofftheirfeetontothefloor.

　　'Getup,getup!'criedMrWonka,roaringwithlaughter.Butjustastheywerestaggeringtotheirfeet,theliftchangeddirectionandswervedviolentlyroundacorner.Andovertheywentoncemore.

　　'Help!'shoutedMrsTeavee.

　　'Takemyhand,madam,'saidMrWonkagallantly.'Thereyouare!Nowgrabthisstrap!Everybodygrabastrap.Thejourney'snotoveryet!'

　　OldGrandpaJoestaggeredtohisfeetandcaughtholdofastrap.LittleCharlie,whocouldn'tpossiblyreachashighasthat,puthisarmsaroundGrandpaJoe'slegsandhungontight.

　　Theliftrushedonatthespeedofarocket.Nowitwasbeginningtoclimb.Itwasshootingupandupanduponasteepslantycourseasifitwereclimbingaverysteephill.Thensuddenly,asthoughithadcometothetopofthehillandgoneoveraprecipice,itdroppedlikeastoneandCharliefelthistummycomingrightupintohisthroat,andGrandpaJoeshouted,'Yippee!Herewego!'andMrsTeaveecriedout,'Theropehasbroken!We'regoingtocrash!'AndMrWonkasaid,'Calmyourself,mydearlady,'andpattedhercomfortinglyonthearm.AndthenGrandpaJoelookeddownatCharliewhowasclingingtohislegs,andhesaid,'Areyouallright,Charlie?'Charlieshouted,'Iloveit!It'slikebeingonarollercoaster!'Andthroughtheglasswallsofthelift,asitrushedalong,theycaughtsuddenglimpsesofstrangeandwonderfulthingsgoingoninsomeoftheotherrooms:

　　Anenormousspoutwithbrownstickystuffoozingoutofitontothefloor...

　　Agreat,craggymountainmadeentirelyoffudge,withOompa-Loompas(allropedtogetherforsafety)hackinghugehunksoffudgeoutofitssides...

　　Amachinewithwhitepowdersprayingoutofitlikeasnowstorm...

　　Alakeofhotcaramelwithsteamcomingoffit...

　　AvillageofOompa-Loompas,withtinyhousesandstreetsandhundredsofOompa-Loompachildrennomorethanfourincheshighplayinginthestreets...

　　Andnowtheliftbeganflatteningoutagain,butitseemedtobegoingfasterthanever,andCharliecouldhearthescreamofthewindoutsideasithurtledforward...andittwisted...anditturned...anditwentup...anditwentdown...and...

　　'I'mgoingtobesick!'yelledMrsTeavee,turninggreenintheface.

　　'Pleasedon'tbesick,'saidMrWonka.

　　'Tryandstopme!'saidMrsTeavee.

　　'Thenyou'dbettertakethis,'saidMrWonka,andheswepthismagnificentblacktophatoffhishead,andhelditout,upsidedown,infrontofMrsTeavee'smouth.

　　'Makethisawfulthingstop!'orderedMrTeavee.

　　'Can'tdothat,'saidMrWonka.'Itwon'tstoptillwegetthere.Ionlyhopenoone'susingtheotherliftatthismoment.'

　　'Whatotherlift?'screamedMrsTeavee.

　　'Theonethatgoestheoppositewayonthesametrackasthisone,'saidMrWonka.

　　'Holymackerel!'criedMrTeavee.'Youmeanwemighthaveacollision?'

　　'I'vealwaysbeenluckysofar,'saidMrWonka.

　　'NowIamgoingtobesick!'yelledMrsTeavee.

　　'No,no!'saidMrWonka.'Notnow!We'renearlythere!Don'tspoilmyhat!'

　　Thenextmoment,therewasascreamingofbrakes,andtheliftbegantoslowdown.Thenitstoppedaltogether.

　　'Someride!'saidMrTeavee,wipinghisgreatsweatyfacewithahandkerchief.

　　'Neveragain!'gaspedMrsTeavee.AndthenthedoorsoftheliftslidopenandMrWonkasaid,'Justaminutenow!Listentome!Iwanteverybodytobeverycarefulinthisroom.Thereisdangerousstuffaroundinhereandyoumustnottamperwithit.'
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　　TheTelevision-ChocolateRoom

　　TheTeaveefamily,togetherwithCharlieandGrandpaJoe,steppedoutoftheliftintoaroomsodazzlinglybrightanddazzlinglywhitethattheyscreweduptheireyesinpainandstoppedwalking.MrWonkahandedeachofthemapairofdarkglassesandsaid,'Puttheseonquick!Anddon'ttakethemoffinherewhateveryoudo!Thislightcouldblindyou!'

　　AssoonasCharliehadhisdarkglasseson,hewasabletolookaroundhimincomfort.Hesawalongnarrowroom.Theroomwaspaintedwhiteallover.Eventhefloorwaswhite,andtherewasn'taspeckofdustanywhere.Fromtheceiling,hugelampshungdownandbathedtheroominabrilliantblue-whitelight.Theroomwascompletelybareexceptatthefarends.Atoneoftheseendstherewasanenormouscameraonwheels,andawholearmyofOompa-Loompaswasclusteringaroundit,oilingitsjointsandadjustingitsknobsandpolishingitsgreatglasslens.TheOompa-Loompaswerealldressedinthemostextraordinaryway.Theywerewearingbright-redspacesuits,completewithhelmetsandgoggles—atleasttheylookedlikespacesuits—andtheywereworkingincompletesilence.Watchingthem,Charlieexperiencedaqueersenseofdanger.Therewassomethingdangerousaboutthiswholebusiness,andtheOompa-Loompasknewit.Therewasnochatteringorsingingamongthemhere,andtheymovedaboutoverthehugeblackcameraslowlyandcarefullyintheirscarletspacesuits.

　　Attheotherendoftheroom,aboutfiftypacesawayfromthecamera,asingleOompa-Loompa(alsowearingaspacesuit)wassittingatablacktablegazingatthescreenofaverylargetelevisionset.

　　'Herewego!'criedMrWonka,hoppingupanddownwithexcitement.'ThisistheTestingRoomformyverylatestandgreatestinvention—TelevisionChocolate!'

　　'ButwhatisTelevisionChocolate?'askedMikeTeavee.

　　'Goodheavens,child,stopinterruptingme!'saidMrWonka.'Itworksbytelevision.Idon'tliketelevisionmyself.Isupposeit'sallrightinsmalldoses,butchildrenneverseemtobeabletotakeitinsmalldoses.Theywanttosittherealldaylongstaringandstaringatthescreen...'

　　'That'sme!'saidMikeTeavee.

　　'Shutup!'saidMrTeavee.

　　'Thankyou,'saidMrWonka.'Ishallnowtellyouhowthisamazingtelevisionsetofmineworks.Butfirstofall,doyouknowhowordinarytelevisionworks?Itisverysimple.Atoneend,wherethepictureisbeingtaken,youhavealargecinécameraandyoustartphotographingsomething.Thephotographsarethensplitupintomillionsoftinylittlepieceswhicharesosmallthatyoucan'tseethem,andtheselittlepiecesareshotoutintotheskybyelectricity.Inthesky,theygowhizzingaroundallovertheplaceuntilsuddenlytheyhittheantennaontheroofofsomebody'shouse.Theythengoflashingdownthewirethatleadsrightintothebackofthetelevisionset,andintheretheygetjiggledandjoggledarounduntilatlasteverysingleoneofthosemillionsoftinypiecesisfittedbackintoitsrightplace(justlikeajigsawpuzzle),andpresto!—thephotographappearsonthescreen...'

　　'Thatisn'texactlyhowitworks,'MikeTeaveesaid.

　　'Iamalittledeafinmyleftear,'MrWonkasaid.'YoumustforgivemeifIdon'theareverythingyousay.'

　　'Isaid,thatisn'texactlyhowitworks!'shoutedMikeTeavee.

　　'You'reaniceboy,'MrWonkasaid,'butyoutalktoomuch.Nowthen!TheveryfirsttimeIsawordinarytelevisionworking,Iwasstruckbyatremendousidea."Lookhere!"Ishouted."Ifthesepeoplecanbreakupaphotographintomillionsofpiecesandsendthepieceswhizzingthroughtheairandthenputthemtogetheragainattheotherend,whycan'tIdothesamethingwithabarofchocolate?Whycan'tIsendarealbarofchocolatewhizzingthroughtheairintinypiecesandthenputthepiecestogetherattheotherend,allreadytobeeaten?"'

　　'Impossible!'saidMikeTeavee.

　　'Youthinkso?'criedMrWonka.'Well,watchthis!Ishallnowsendabarofmyverybestchocolatefromoneendofthisroomtotheother—bytelevision!Getready,there!Bringinthechocolate!'

　　Immediately,sixOompa-LoompasmarchedforwardcarryingontheirshouldersthemostenormousbarofchocolateCharliehadeverseen.Itwasaboutthesizeofthemattresshesleptonathome.

　　'Ithastobebig,'MrWonkaexplained,'becausewheneveryousendsomethingbytelevision,italwayscomesoutmuchsmallerthanitwaswhenitwentin.Evenwithordinarytelevision,whenyouphotographabigman,henevercomesoutonyourscreenanytallerthanapencil,doeshe?Herewego,then!Getready!No,no!Stop!Holdeverything!Youthere!MikeTeavee!Standback!You'retooclosetothecamera!Therearedangerousrayscomingoutofthatthing!Theycouldbreakyouupintoamilliontinypiecesinonesecond!That'swhytheOompa-Loompasarewearingspacesuits!Thesuitsprotectthem!Allright!That'sbetter!Now,then!Switchon!'

　　OneoftheOompa-Loompascaughtholdofalargeswitchandpulleditdown.

　　Therewasablindingflash.

　　'Thechocolate'sgone!'shoutedGrandpaJoe,wavinghisarms.

　　Hewasquiteright!Thewholeenormousbarofchocolatehaddisappearedcompletelyintothinair!

　　'It'sonitsway!'criedMrWonka.'Itisnowrushingthroughtheairaboveourheadsinamilliontinypieces.Quick!Comeoverhere!'Hedashedovertotheotherendoftheroomwherethelargetelevisionsetwasstanding,andtheothersfollowedhim.'Watchthescreen!'hecried.'Hereitcomes!Look!'

　　Thescreenflickeredandlitup.Thensuddenly,asmallbarofchocolateappearedinthemiddleofthescreen.

　　'Takeit!'shoutedMrWonka,growingmoreandmoreexcited.

　　'Howcanyoutakeit?'askedMikeTeavee,laughing.'It'sjustapictureonatelevisionscreen!'

　　'CharlieBucket!'criedMrWonka.'Youtakeit!Reachoutandgrabit!'

　　Charlieputouthishandandtouchedthescreen,andsuddenly,miraculously,thebarofchocolatecameawayinhisfingers.Hewassosurprisedhenearlydroppedit.

　　'Eatit!'shoutedMrWonka.'Goonandeatit!It'llbedelicious!It'sthesamebar!It'sgotsmalleronthejourney,that'sall!'

　　'It'sabsolutelyfantastic!'gaspedGrandpaJoe.'It's...it's...it'samiracle!'

　　'Justimagine,'criedMrWonka,'whenIstartusingthisacrossthecountry...you'llbesittingathomewatchingtelevisionandsuddenlyacommercialwillflashontothescreenandavoicewillsay,"EATWONKA'SCHOCOLATES!THEY'RETHEBESTINTHEWORLD!IFYOUDON'TBELIEVEUS,TRYONEFORYOURSELF—NOW!"Andyousimplyreachoutandtakeone!Howaboutthat,eh?'

　　'Terrific!'criedGrandpaJoe.'Itwillchangetheworld!'
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　　MikeTeaveeisSentbyTelevision

　　MikeTeaveewasevenmoreexcitedthanGrandpaJoeatseeingabarofchocolatebeingsentbytelevision.'ButMrWonka,'heshouted,'canyousendotherthingsthroughtheairinthesameway?Breakfastcereal,forinstance?'

　　'Oh,mysaintedaunt!'criedMrWonka.'Don'tmentionthatdisgustingstuffinfrontofme!Doyouknowwhatbreakfastcerealismadeof?It'smadeofallthoselittlecurlywoodenshavingsyoufindinpencilsharpeners!'

　　'Butcouldyousenditbytelevisionifyouwantedto,asyoudochocolate?'askedMikeTeavee.

　　'OfcourseIcould!'

　　'Andwhataboutpeople?'askedMikeTeavee.'Couldyousendareallivepersonfromoneplacetoanotherinthesameway?'

　　'Aperson!'criedMrWonka.'Areyouoffyourrocker?'

　　'Butcoulditbedone?'

　　'Goodheavens,child,Ireallydon'tknow...Isupposeitcould...yes.I'mprettysureitcould...ofcourseitcould...Iwouldn'tliketoriskit,though...itmighthavesomeverynastyresults...'

　　ButMikeTeaveewasalreadyoffandrunning.ThemomentheheardMrWonkasaying,'I'mprettysureitcould...ofcourseitcould,'heturnedawayandstartedrunningasfastashecouldtowardstheotherendoftheroomwherethegreatcamerawasstanding.'Lookatme!'heshoutedasheran.'I'mgoingtobethefirstpersonintheworldtobesentbytelevision!'

　　'No,no,no,no!'criedMrWonka.

　　'Mike!'screamedMrsTeavee.'Stop!Comeback!You'llbeturnedintoamilliontinypieces!'

　　ButtherewasnostoppingMikeTeaveenow.Thecrazyboyrushedon,andwhenhereachedtheenormouscamera,hejumpedstraightfortheswitch,scatteringOompa-Loompasrightandleftashewent.

　　'Seeyoulater,alligator!'heshouted,andhepulleddowntheswitch,andashedidso,heleapedoutintothefullglareofthemightylens.

　　Therewasablindingflash.

　　Thentherewassilence.

　　ThenMrsTeaveeranforward...butshestoppeddeadinthemiddleoftheroom...andshestoodthere...shestoodstaringattheplacewherehersonhadbeen...andhergreatredmouthopenedwideandshescreamed,'He'sgone!He'sgone!'

　　'Greatheavens,hehasgone!'shoutedMrTeavee.

　　MrWonkahurriedforwardandplacedahandgentlyonMrsTeavee'sshoulder.'Weshallhavetohopeforthebest,'hesaid.'Wemustpraythatyourlittleboywillcomeoutunharmedattheotherend.'

　　'Mike!'screamedMrsTeavee,claspingherheadinherhands.'Whereareyou?'

　　'I'lltellyouwhereheis,'saidMrTeavee,'he'swhizzingaroundaboveourheadsinamilliontinypieces!'

　　'Don'ttalkaboutit!'wailedMrsTeavee.

　　'Wemustwatchthetelevisionset,'saidMrWonka.'Hemaycomethroughanymoment.'

　　MrandMrsTeaveeandGrandpaJoeandlittleCharlieandMrWonkaallgatheredroundthetelevisionandstaredtenselyatthescreen.Thescreenwasquiteblank.

　　'He'stakingaheckofalongtimetocomeacross,'saidMrTeavee,wipinghisbrow.

　　'Ohdear,ohdear,'saidMrWonka,'Idohopethatnopartofhimgetsleftbehind.'

　　'Whatonearthdoyoumean?'askedMrTeaveesharply.

　　'Idon'twishtoalarmyou,'saidMrWonka,'butitdoessometimeshappenthatonlyabouthalfthelittlepiecesfindtheirwayintothetelevisionset.Ithappenedlastweek.Idon'tknowwhy,buttheresultwasthatonlyhalfabarofchocolatecamethrough.'

　　MrsTeaveeletoutascreamofhorror.'YoumeanonlyahalfofMikeiscomingbacktous?'shecried.

　　'Let'shopeit'sthetophalf,'saidMrTeavee.

　　'Holdeverything!'saidMrWonka.'Watchthescreen!Something'shappening!'

　　Thescreenhadsuddenlybeguntoflicker.

　　Thensomewavylinesappeared.

　　MrWonkaadjustedoneoftheknobsandthewavylineswentaway.

　　Andnow,veryslowly,thescreenbegantogetbrighterandbrighter.

　　'Herehecomes!'yelledMrWonka.'Yes,that'shimallright!'

　　'Isheallinonepiece?'criedMrsTeavee.

　　'I'mnotsure,'saidMrWonka.'It'stooearlytotell.'

　　Faintlyatfirst,butbecomingclearerandclearereverysecond,thepictureofMikeTeaveeappearedonthescreen.Hewasstandingupandwavingattheaudienceandgrinningfromeartoear.

　　'Buthe'samidget!'shoutedMrTeavee.

　　'Mike,'criedMrsTeavee,'areyouallright?Arethereanybitsofyoumissing?'

　　'Isn'thegoingtogetanybigger?'shoutedMrTeavee.

　　'Talktome,Mike!'criedMrsTeavee.'Saysomething!Tellmeyou'reallright!'

　　Atinylittlevoice,nolouderthanthesqueakingofamouse,cameoutofthetelevisionset.'Hi,Mum!'itsaid.'Hi,Pop!Lookatme!I'mthefirstpersonevertobesentbytelevision!'

　　'Grabhim!'orderedMrWonka.'Quick!'

　　MrsTeaveeshotoutahandandpickedthetinyfigureofMikeTeaveeoutofthescreen.

　　'Hooray!'criedMrWonka.'He'sallinonepiece!He'scompletelyunharmed!'

　　'Youcallthatunharmed?'snappedMrsTeavee,peeringatthelittlespeckofaboywhowasnowrunningtoandfroacrossthepalmofherhand,wavinghispistolsintheair.

　　Hewascertainlynotmorethananinchtall.

　　'He'sshrunk!'saidMrTeavee.

　　'Ofcoursehe'sshrunk,'saidMrWonka.'Whatdidyouexpect?'

　　'Thisisterrible!'wailedMrsTeavee.'Whatarewegoingtodo?'

　　AndMrTeaveesaid,'Wecan'tsendhimbacktoschoollikethis!He'llgettroddenon!He'llgetsquashed!'

　　'Hewon'tbeabletodoanything!'criedMrsTeavee.

　　'Oh,yesIwill!'squeakedthetinyvoiceofMikeTeavee.'I'llstillbeabletowatchtelevision!'

　　'Neveragain!'shoutedMrTeavee.'I'mthrowingthetelevisionsetrightoutthewindowthemomentwegethome.I'vehadenoughoftelevision!'

　　Whenheheardthis,MikeTeaveeflewintoaterribletantrum.Hestartedjumpingupanddownonthepalmofhismother'shand,screamingandyellingandtryingtobiteherfingers.'Iwanttowatchtelevision!'hesqueaked.'Iwanttowatchtelevision!Iwanttowatchtelevision!Iwanttowatchtelevision!'

　　'Here!Givehimtome!'saidMrTeavee,andhetookthetinyboyandshovedhimintothebreastpocketofhisjacketandstuffedahandkerchiefontop.Squealsandyellscamefrominsidethepocket,andthepocketshookasthefuriouslittleprisonerfoughttogetout.

　　'Oh,MrWonka,'wailedMrsTeavee,'howcanwemakehimgrow?'

　　'Well,'saidMrWonka,strokinghisbeardandgazingthoughtfullyattheceiling,'Imustsaythat'saweebittricky.Butsmallboysareextremelyspringyandelastic.Theystretchlikemad.Sowhatwe'lldo,we'llputhiminaspecialmachineIhavefortestingthestretchinessofchewing-gum!Maybethatwillbringhimbacktowhathewas.'

　　'Oh,thankyou!'saidMrsTeavee.

　　'Don'tmentionit,dearlady.'

　　'Howfard'youthinkhe'llstretch?'askedMrTeavee.

　　'Maybemiles,'saidMrWonka.'Whoknows?Buthe'sgoingtobeawfullythin.Everythinggetsthinnerwhenyoustretchit.'

　　'Youmeanlikechewing-gum?'askedMrTeavee.

　　'Exactly.'

　　'Howthinwillhebe?'askedMrsTeaveeanxiously.

　　'Ihaven'tthefoggiestidea,'saidMrWonka.'Anditdoesn'treallymatter,anyway,becausewe'llsoonfattenhimupagain.Allwe'llhavetodoisgivehimatripleoverdoseofmywonderfulSupervitaminChocolate.SupervitaminChocolatecontainshugeamountsofvitaminAandvitaminB.ItalsocontainsvitaminC,vitaminD,vitaminE,vitaminF,vitaminG,vitaminI,vitaminJ,vitaminK,vitaminL,vitaminM,vitaminN,vitaminO,vitaminP,vitaminQ,vitaminR,vitaminT,vitaminU,vitaminV,vitaminW,vitaminX,vitaminY,and,believeitornot,vitaminZ!Theonlytwovitaminsitdoesn'thaveinitarevitaminS,becauseitmakesyousick,andvitaminH,becauseitmakesyougrowhornsonthetopofyourhead,likeabull.Butitdoeshaveinitaverysmallamountoftherarestandmostmagicalvitaminofthemall—vitaminWonka.'

　　'Andwhatwillthatdotohim?'askedMrTeaveeanxiously.

　　'It'llmakehistoesgrowoutuntilthey'reaslongashisfingers...'

　　'Oh,no!'criedMrsTeavee.

　　'Don'tbesilly,'saidMrWonka.'It'smostuseful.He'llbeabletoplaythepianowithhisfeet.'

　　'ButMrWonka...'

　　'Noarguments,please!'saidMrWonka.Heturnedawayandclickedhisfingersthreetimesintheair.AnOompa-Loompaappearedimmediatelyandstoodbesidehim.'Followtheseorders,'saidMrWonka,handingtheOompa-Loompaapieceofpaperonwhichhehadwrittenfullinstructions.'Andyou'llfindtheboyinhisfather'spocket.Offyougo!Good-bye,MrTeavee!Good-bye,MrsTeavee!Andpleasedon'tlooksoworried!Theyallcomeoutinthewash,youknow;everyoneofthem...'

　　Attheendoftheroom,theOompa-Loompasaroundthegiantcamerawerealreadybeatingtheirtinydrumsandbeginningtojogupanddowntotherhythm.

　　'Theretheygoagain!'saidMrWonka.'I'mafraidyoucan'tstopthemsinging.'

　　LittleCharliecaughtGrandpaJoe'shand,andthetwoofthemstoodbesideMrWonkainthemiddleofthelongbrightroom,listeningtotheOompa-Loompas.Andthisiswhattheysang:

　　'Themostimportantthingwe'velearned,

　　Sofaraschildrenareconcerned,

　　Isnever,NEVER,NEVERlet

　　Themnearyourtelevisionset—

　　Orbetterstill,justdon'tinstall

　　Theidioticthingatall.

　　Inalmosteveryhousewe'vebeen,

　　We'vewatchedthemgapingatthescreen.

　　Theylollandslopandloungeabout,

　　Andstareuntiltheireyespopout.

　　(Lastweekinsomeone'splacewesaw

　　Adozeneyeballsonthefloor.)

　　Theysitandstareandstareandsit

　　Untilthey'rehypnotizedbyit,

　　Untilthey'reabsolutelydrunk

　　Withallthatshockingghastlyjunk.

　　Ohyes,weknowitkeepsthemstill,

　　Theydon'tclimboutthewindowsill,

　　Theyneverfightorkickorpunch,

　　Theyleaveyoufreetocookthelunch

　　Andwashthedishesinthesink—

　　Butdidyoueverstoptothink,

　　Towonderjustexactlywhat

　　Thisdoestoyourbelovedtot?

　　ITROTSTHESENSESINTHEHEAD!

　　ITKILLSIMAGINATIONDEAD!

　　ITCLOGSANDCLUTTERSUPTHEMIND!

　　ITMAKESACHILDSODULLANDBLIND

　　HECANNOLONGERUNDERSTAND

　　AFANTASY,AFAIRYLAND!

　　HISBRAINBECOMESASSOFTASCHEESE!

　　HISPOWERSOFTHINKINGRUSTANDFREEZE!

　　HECANNOTTHINK—HEONLYSEES!

　　"Allright!"you'llcry."Allright!"you'llsay,

　　"Butifwetakethesetaway,

　　Whatshallwedotoentertain

　　Ourdarlingchildren!Pleaseexplain!"

　　We'llanswerthisbyaskingyou,

　　"Whatusedthedarlingonestodo?

　　Howusedtheykeepthemselvescontented

　　Beforethismonsterwasinvented?"

　　Haveyouforgotten?Don'tyouknow?

　　We'llsayitveryloudandslow:

　　THEY...USEDTO...READ!They'dREADandREAD,

　　ANDREADandREAD,andthenproceed

　　TOREADsomemore.GreatScott!Gadzooks!

　　Onehalftheirliveswasreadingbooks!

　　Thenurseryshelvesheldbooksgalore!

　　Booksclutteredupthenurseryfloor!

　　Andinthebedroom,bythebed,

　　Morebookswerewaitingtoberead!

　　Suchwondrous,fine,fantastictales

　　Ofdragons,gypsies,queens,andwhales

　　Andtreasureisles,anddistantshores

　　Wheresmugglersrowedwithmuffledoars,

　　Andpirateswearingpurplepants,

　　Andsailingshipsandelephants,

　　Andcannibalscrouchingroundthepot,

　　Stirringawayatsomethinghot.

　　(Itsmellssogood,whatcanitbe?

　　Goodgracious,it'sPenelope.)

　　TheyoungeroneshadBeatrixPotter

　　WithMrTod,thedirtyrotter,

　　AndSquirrelNutkin,PiglingBland,

　　AndMrsTiggy-Winkleand—

　　JustHowTheCamelGotHisHump,

　　AndHowTheMonkeyLostHisRump,

　　AndMrToad,andblessmysoul,

　　There'sMrRatandMrMole—

　　Oh,books,whatbookstheyusedtoknow,

　　Thosechildrenlivinglongago!

　　Soplease,ohplease,webeg,wepray,

　　GothrowyourTVsetaway,

　　Andinitsplaceyoucaninstall

　　Alovelybookshelfonthewall.

　　Thenfilltheshelveswithlotsofbooks,

　　Ignoringallthedirtylooks,

　　Thescreamsandyells,thebitesandkicks,

　　Andchildrenhittingyouwithsticks—

　　Fearnot,becausewepromiseyou

　　That,inaboutaweekortwo

　　Ofhavingnothingelsetodo,

　　They'llnowbegintofeeltheneed

　　Ofhavingsomethinggoodtoread.

　　Andoncetheystart—ohboy,ohboy!

　　Youwatchtheslowlygrowingjoy

　　Thatfillstheirhearts.They'llgrowsokeen

　　They'llwonderwhatthey'deverseen

　　Inthatridiculousmachine,

　　Thatnauseating,foul,unclean.

　　Repulsivetelevisionscreen!

　　Andlater,eachandeverykid

　　Willloveyoumoreforwhatyoudid.

　　P.S.RegardingMikeTeavee,

　　Weverymuchregretthatwe

　　Shallsimplyhavetowaitandsee

　　Ifwecangethimbackhisheight.

　　Butifwecan't—itserveshimright.'
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　　OnlyCharlieLeft

　　'Whichroomshallitbenext?'saidMrWonkaasheturnedawayanddartedintothelift.'Comeon!Hurryup!Wemustgetgoing!Andhowmanychildrenarethereleftnow?'

　　LittleCharlielookedatGrandpaJoe,andGrandpaJoelookedbackatlittleCharlie.

　　'ButMrWonka,'GrandpaJoecalledafterhim,'there's...there'sonlyCharlieleftnow.'

　　MrWonkaswungroundandstaredatCharlie.

　　Therewasasilence.CharliestoodthereholdingtightlyontoGrandpaJoe'shand.

　　'Youmeanyou'retheonlyoneleft?'MrWonkasaid,pretendingtobesurprised.

　　'Why,yes,'whisperedCharlie.'Yes.'

　　MrWonkasuddenlyexplodedwithexcitement.'Butmydearboy,'hecriedout,'thatmeansyou'vewon!'HerushedoutoftheliftandstartedshakingCharlie'shandsofuriouslyitnearlycameoff.'Oh,Idocongratulateyou!'hecried.'Ireallydo!I'mabsolutelydelighted!Itcouldn'tbebetter!Howwonderfulthisis!Ihadahunch,youknow,rightfromthebeginning,thatitwasgoingtobeyou!Welldone,Charlie,welldone!Thisisterrific!Nowthefunisreallygoingtostart!Butwemustn'tdilly!Wemustn'tdally!There'sevenlesstimetolosenowthantherewasbefore!Wehaveanenormousnumberofthingstodobeforethedayisout!Justthinkofthearrangementsthathavetobemade!Andthepeoplewehavetofetch!Butluckilyforus,wehavethegreatglasslifttospeedthingsup!Jumpin,mydearCharlie,jumpin!Youtoo,GrandpaJoe,sir!No,no,afteryou!That'stheway!Nowthen!ThistimeIshallchoosethebuttonwearegoingtopress!'MrWonka'sbrighttwinklingblueeyesrestedforamomentonCharlie'sface.

　　Somethingcrazyisgoingtohappennow,Charliethought.Buthewasn'tfrightened.Hewasn'tevennervous.Hewasjustterrificallyexcited.AndsowasGrandpaJoe.Theoldman'sfacewasshiningwithexcitementashewatchedeverymovethatMrWonkamade.MrWonkawasreachingforabuttonhighupontheglassceilingofthelift.CharlieandGrandpaJoebothcranedtheirneckstoreadwhatitsaidonthelittlelabelbesidethebutton.

　　Itsaid...UPANDOUT.

　　'Upandout,'thoughtCharlie.'Whatsortofaroomisthat?'

　　MrWonkapressedthebutton.

　　Theglassdoorsclosed.

　　'Holdon!'criedMrWonka.

　　ThenWHAM!Theliftshotstraightuplikearocket!'Yippee!'shoutedGrandpaJoe.CharliewasclingingtoGrandpaJoe'slegsandMrWonkawasholdingontoastrapfromtheceiling,anduptheywent,up,up,up,straightupthistime,withnotwistingsorturnings,andCharliecouldhearthewhistlingoftheairoutsideastheliftwentfasterandfaster.'Yippee!'shoutedGrandpaJoeagain.'Yippee!Herewego!'

　　'Faster!'criedMrWonka,bangingthewalloftheliftwithhishand.'Faster!Faster!Ifwedon'tgoanyfasterthanthis,weshallnevergetthrough!'

　　'Throughwhat?'shoutedGrandpaJoe.'Whathavewegottogetthrough?'

　　'Ah-ha!'criedMrWonka,'youwaitandsee!I'vebeenlongingtopressthisbuttonforyears!ButI'veneverdoneituntilnow!Iwastemptedmanytimes!Oh,yes,Iwastempted!ButIcouldn'tbearthethoughtofmakingagreatbigholeintheroofofthefactory!Herewego,boys!Upandout!'

　　'Butyoudon'tmean...'shoutedGrandpaJoe,'...youdon'treallymeanthatthislift...'

　　'Ohyes,Ido!'answeredMrWonka.'Youwaitandsee!Upandout!'

　　'But...but...but...it'smadeofglass!'shoutedGrandpaJoe.'It'llbreakintoamillionpieces!'

　　'Isupposeitmight,'saidMrWonka,cheerfulasever,'butit'sprettythickglass,allthesame.'

　　Theliftrushedon,goingupandupandup,fasterandfasterandfaster...

　　Thensuddenly,CRASH!—andthemosttremendousnoiseofsplinteringwoodandbrokentilescamefromdirectlyabovetheirheads,andGrandpaJoeshouted,'Help!It'stheend!We'redonefor!'andMrWonkasaid,'No,we'renot!We'rethrough!We'reout!'Sureenough,thelifthadshotrightupthroughtheroofofthefactoryandwasnowrisingintotheskylikearocket,andthesunshinewaspouringinthroughtheglassroof.Infivesecondstheywereathousandfeetupinthesky.

　　'Thelift'sgonemad!'shoutedGrandpaJoe.

　　'Havenofear,mydearsir,'saidMrWonkacalmly,andhepressedanotherbutton.Theliftstopped.Itstoppedandhunginmid-air,hoveringlikeahelicopter,hoveringoverthefactoryandovertheverytownitselfwhichlayspreadoutbelowthemlikeapicturepostcard!Lookingdownthroughtheglassflooronwhichhewasstanding,Charliecouldseethesmallfar-awayhousesandthestreetsandthesnowthatlaythicklyovereverything.Itwasaneerieandfrighteningfeelingtobestandingonclearglasshighupinthesky.Itmadeyoufeelthatyouweren'tstandingonanythingatall.

　　'Areweallright?'criedGrandpaJoe.'Howdoesthisthingstayup?'

　　'Sugarpower!'saidMrWonka.'Onemillionsugarpower!Oh,look,'hecried,pointingdown,'theregotheotherchildren!They'rereturninghome!'
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　　TheOtherChildrenGoHome

　　'Wemustgodownandtakealookatourlittlefriendsbeforewedoanythingelse,'saidMrWonka.Hepressedadifferentbutton,andtheliftdroppedlower,andsoonitwashoveringjustabovetheentrancegatestothefactory.

　　Lookingdownnow,Charliecouldseethechildrenandtheirparentsstandinginalittlegroupjustinsidethegates.

　　'Icanonlyseethree,'hesaid.'Who'smissing?'

　　'Iexpectit'sMikeTeavee,'MrWonkasaid.'Buthe'llbecomingalongsoon.Doyouseethetrucks?'MrWonkapointedtoalineofgiganticcoveredvansparkedinalinenearby.

　　'Yes,'Charliesaid.'Whataretheyfor?'

　　'Don'tyourememberwhatitsaidontheGoldenTickets?Everychildgoeshomewithalifetime'ssupplyofsweets.There'sonetruckloadforeachofthem,loadedtothebrim.Ah-ha,'MrWonkawenton,'theregoesourfriendAugustusGloop!D'youseehim?He'sgettingintothefirsttruckwithhismotherandfather!'

　　'Youmeanhe'sreallyallright?'askedCharlie,astonished.'Evenaftergoingupthatawfulpipe?'

　　'He'sverymuchallright,'saidMrWonka.

　　'He'schanged!'saidGrandpaJoe,peeringdownthroughtheglasswalloftheelevator.'Heusedtobefat!Nowhe'sthinasastraw!'

　　'Ofcoursehe'schanged,'saidMrWonka,laughing.'Hegotsqueezedinthepipe.Don'tyouremember?Andlook!TheregoesMissVioletBeauregarde,thegreatgum-chewer!Itseemsasthoughtheymanagedtode-juiceherafterall.I'msoglad.Andhowhealthyshelooks!Muchbetterthanbefore!'

　　'Butshe'spurpleintheface!'criedGrandpaJoe.

　　'Sosheis,'saidMrWonka.'Ah,well,there'snothingwecandoaboutthat.'

　　'Goodgracious!'criedCharlie.'LookatpoorVerucaSaltandMrSaltandMrsSalt!They'resimplycoveredwithrubbish!'

　　'AndherecomesMikeTeavee!'saidGrandpaJoe.'Goodheavens!Whathavetheydonetohim?He'sabouttenfeettallandthinasawire!'

　　'They'veoverstretchedhimonthegum-stretchingmachine,'saidMrWonka.'Howverycareless.'

　　'Buthowdreadfulforhim!'criedCharlie.

　　'Nonsense,'saidMrWonka,'he'sverylucky.Everybasketballteaminthecountrywillbetryingtogethim.Butnow,'headded,'itistimeweleftthesefoursillychildren.Ihavesomethingveryimportanttotalktoyouabout,mydearCharlie.'MrWonkapressedanotherbutton,andtheliftswungupwardsintothesky.
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　　Charlie'sChocolateFactory

　　Thegreatglassliftwasnowhoveringhighoverthetown.InsidetheliftstoodMrWonka,GrandpaJoe,andlittleCharlie.

　　'HowIlovemychocolatefactory,'saidMrWonka,gazingdown.Thenhepaused,andheturnedaroundandlookedatCharliewithamostseriousexpressiononhisface.'Doyouloveittoo,Charlie?'heasked.

　　'Oh,yes,'criedCharlie,'Ithinkit'sthemostwonderfulplaceinthewholeworld!'

　　'Iamverypleasedtohearyousaythat,'saidMrWonka,lookingmoreseriousthanever.HewentonstaringatCharlie.'Yes,'hesaid,'Iamverypleasedindeedtohearyousaythat.AndnowIshalltellyouwhy.'MrWonkacockedhisheadtoonesideandallatoncethetinytwinklingwrinklesofasmileappearedaroundthecornersofhiseyes,andhesaid,'Yousee,mydearboy,Ihavedecidedtomakeyouapresentofthewholeplace.Assoonasyouareoldenoughtorunit,theentirefactorywillbecomeyours.'

　　CharliestaredatMrWonka.GrandpaJoeopenedhismouthtospeak,butnowordscameout.

　　'It'squitetrue,'MrWonkasaid,smilingbroadlynow.'Ireallyamgivingittoyou.That'sallright,isn'tit?'

　　'Givingittohim?'gaspedGrandpaJoe.'Youmustbejoking.'

　　'I'mnotjoking,sir.I'mdeadlyserious.'

　　'But...but...whyshouldyouwanttogiveyourfactorytolittleCharlie?'

　　'Listen,'MrWonkasaid,'I'manoldman.I'mmucholderthanyouthink.Ican'tgoonforever.I'vegotnochildrenofmyown,nofamilyatall.SowhoisgoingtorunthefactorywhenIgettoooldtodoitmyself?Someone'sgottokeepitgoing—ifonlyforthesakeoftheOompa-Loompas.Mindyou,therearethousandsofclevermenwhowouldgiveanythingforthechancetocomeinandtakeoverfromme,butIdon'twantthatsortofperson.Idon'twantagrown-uppersonatall.Agrown-upwon'tlistentome;hewon'tlearn.Hewilltrytodothingshisownwayandnotmine.SoIhavetohaveachild.Iwantagoodsensiblelovingchild,onetowhomIcantellallmymostprecioussweet-makingsecrets—whileIamstillalive.'

　　'SothatiswhyyousentouttheGoldenTickets!'criedCharlie.

　　'Exactly!'saidMrWonka.'Idecidedtoinvitefivechildrentothefactory,andtheoneIlikedbestattheendofthedaywouldbethewinner!'

　　'ButMrWonka,'stammeredGrandpaJoe,'doyoureallyandtrulymeanthatyouaregivingthewholeofthisenormousfactorytolittleCharlie?Afterall...'

　　'There'snotimeforarguments!'criedMrWonka.'Wemustgoatonceandfetchtherestofthefamily—Charlie'sfatherandhismotherandanyoneelsethat'saround!Theycanallliveinthefactoryfromnowon!TheycanallhelptorunituntilCharlieisoldenoughtodoitbyhimself!Wheredoyoulive,Charlie?'

　　Charliepeereddownthroughtheglassflooratthesnow-coveredhousesthatlaybelow.'It'soverthere,'hesaid,pointing.'It'sthatlittlecottagerightontheedgeofthetown,thetinylittleone...'

　　'Iseeit!'criedMrWonka,andhepressedsomemorebuttonsandtheliftshotdowntowardsCharlie'shouse.

　　'I'mafraidmymotherwon'tcomewithus,'Charliesaidsadly.

　　'Whyevernot?'

　　'Becauseshewon'tleaveGrandmaJosephineandGrandmaGeorginaandGrandpaGeorge.'

　　'Buttheymustcometoo.'

　　'Theycan't,'Charliesaid.'They'reveryoldandtheyhaven'tbeenoutofbedfortwentyyears.'

　　'Thenwe'lltakethebedalongaswell,withtheminit,'saidMrWonka.'There'splentyofroominthisliftforabed.'

　　'Youcouldn'tgetthebedoutofthehouse,'saidGrandpaJoe.'Itwon'tgothroughthedoor.'

　　'Youmustn'tdespair!'criedMrWonka.'Nothingisimpossible!Youwatch!'

　　TheliftwasnowhoveringovertheroofoftheBuckets'littlehouse.

　　'Whatareyougoingtodo?'criedCharlie.

　　'I'mgoingrightonintofetchthem,'saidMrWonka.

　　'How?'askedGrandpaJoe.

　　'Throughtheroof,'saidMrWonka,pressinganotherbutton.

　　'No!'shoutedCharlie.

　　'Stop!'shoutedGrandpaJoe.

　　CRASHwentthelift,rightdownthroughtheroofofthehouseintotheoldpeople'sbedroom.Showersofdustandbrokentilesandbitsofwoodandcockroachesandspidersandbricksandcementwentrainingdownonthethreeoldoneswhowerelyinginbed,andeachofthemthoughtthattheendoftheworldwascome.GrandmaGeorginafainted,GrandmaJosephinedroppedherfalseteeth,GrandpaGeorgeputhisheadundertheblanket,andMrandMrsBucketcamerushinginfromthenextroom.

　　'Saveus!'criedGrandmaJosephine.

　　'Calmyourself,mydarlingwife,'saidGrandpaJoe,steppingoutofthelift.'It'sonlyus.'

　　'Mother!'criedCharlie,rushingintoMrsBucket'sarms.'Mother!Mother!Listentowhat'shappened!We'reallgoingbacktoliveinMrWonka'sfactoryandwe'regoingtohelphimtorunitandhe'sgivenitalltomeand...and...and...and...'

　　'Whatareyoutalkingabout?'saidMrsBucket.

　　'Justlookatourhouse!'criedpoorMrBucket.'It'sinruins!'

　　'Mydearsir,'saidMrWonka,jumpingforwardandshakingMrBucketwarmlybythehand,'I'msoverygladtomeetyou.Youmustn'tworryaboutyourhouse.Fromnowon,you'renevergoingtoneeditagain,anyway.'

　　'Whoisthiscrazyman?'screamedGrandmaJosephine.'Hecouldhavekilledusall.'

　　'This,'saidGrandpaJoe,'isMrWillyWonkahimself.'

　　IttookquiteatimeforGrandpaJoeandCharlietoexplaintoeveryoneexactlywhathadbeenhappeningtothemallday.Andeventhentheyallrefusedtoridebacktothefactoryinthelift.

　　'I'dratherdieinmybed!'shoutedGrandmaJosephine.

　　'SowouldI!'criedGrandmaGeorgina.

　　'Irefusetogo!'announcedGrandpaGeorge.

　　SoMrWonkaandGrandpaJoeandCharlie,takingnonoticeoftheirscreams,simplypushedthebedintothelift.TheypushedMrandMrsBucketinafterit.Thentheygotinthemselves.MrWonkapressedabutton.Thedoorsclosed.GrandmaGeorginascreamed.Andtheliftroseupoffthefloorandshotthroughtheholeintheroof,outintotheopensky.

　　Charlieclimbedontothebedandtriedtocalmthethreeoldpeoplewhowerestillpetrifiedwithfear.'Pleasedon'tbefrightened,'hesaid.'It'squitesafe.Andwe'regoingtothemostwonderfulplaceintheworld!'

　　'Charlie'sright,'saidGrandpaJoe.

　　'Willtherebeanythingtoeatwhenwegetthere?'askedGrandmaJosephine.'I'mstarving!Thewholefamilyisstarving!'

　　'Anythingtoeat?'criedCharlielaughing.'Oh,youjustwaitandsee!'
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