The First Two Finders

day, the first Golden Ticket was

o dY e”;ienngier v?l[as a boy called Augustus Gloop,
fOU(;l Mr Bucket’s evening newspaper carried a_large
S of him on the front page. The picture
PlCtUYZ pine-y boy who was so enormously
Showel a(;ked a5 though he had been blown up with
B Oful ump. Great flabby folds of fat bulged
: pOEN - eviry part of his body, and his face was
(l)iite 1;)Ixrrlu:nrlstrous ball of dough with two small
reedy curranty eyes peering out upon the world.
- 1 in which Augustus Gloop lived, the news-
s tOwaid had gone wild with excitement OVET
fﬁgirh:ro."ﬂags were flying from all the windows,
children had been given a hghda).r from school, and
a parade was being organized 1n honour of the
fm}i()l'lfls{m;cg;@ Augustus would find a Golden
Tickejt’ his mother had told the newspapermen.
‘He ezlts 50 many bars of chocolate a day that. it
Imost impossible for him not to ﬁnc% one. Eatlpg
Wa}?'ahobby you know. That’s all he’s interested 1n.
1];utlsstill tliat’s petter than being a hooligan an_d
shootingj off zip guns a‘nd things like that m his
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spare time, isn’t it? And what I always say is, he
wouldn’t go on eating like he does unless he needed
nourishment, would he? It’s all vitamins, anyway.
What a thrill it will be for him to visit Mr Wonka’s
marvellous factory! We’re just as proud as
anything!’

‘What a revolting woman,” said Grandma
Josephine.
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‘And what a repulsive boy,’ said Grandma
Georgina.

‘Only four Golden Tickets left, said Grandpa
George. ‘I wonder who’ll get those.”

And now the whole country, indeed, the whole
world, seemed suddenly to be caught up in a mad
chocolate-buying spree, everybody searching fran-
tically for those precious remaining tickets. Fully
grown women were seen going into sweet shops and
buying ten Wonka bars at 2 time, then tearing off the
wrappers on the spot and peering eagerly underncath
for a glint of golden paper. Children were taking
hammers and smashing their piggy banks and running
out to the shops with handfuls of money. In one city,
a famous gangster robbed a bank of a thousand
pounds and spent the whole lot on Wonka bars that
same afternoon. And when the police entered his
house to arrest him, they found him sitting on the
floor amidst mountains of chocolate, ripping off the
wrappers with the blade of a long dagger. In far-off
Russia, a woman called Charlotte Russe claimed to
have found the second ticket, but it turned out to be
a clever fake. The famous English scientist, Professor
Foulbody, invented a machine which would tell you
at once, without opening the wrapper of a bar of
chocolate, whether or not there was a Golden Ticket
hidden underneath it. The machine had a mechanical
arm that shot out with tremendous force and grabbed
hold of anything that had the slightest bit of gold
inside it, and for a moment, it looked like the answer
to everything. But unfortunately, while the Professor
was showing off the machine to the public at the
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sweet counter of a large department store, the
mechanical arm shot out and made a grab for the
gold filling in the back tooth of a duchess who was
standing near by. There was an ugly scene, and the
machine was smashed by the crowd.

Suddenly, on the day before Charlie Bucket’s
birthday, the newspapers announced that the second
Golden Ticket had been found. The lucky person
was a small girl called Veruca Salt who lived with
her rich parents in a great city far away. Once again
Mr Bucket’s evening newspaper carried a big picture
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of the finder. She was sitting between her beaming
father and mother in the living room of their house,
waving the Colden Ticket above her head, and

inning from ear to €ar. .
grl\/eru(;ga’s father, Mr Salt, had cagerly explained to

the newspapermen exactly how the ticket was found. .

“You see, boys,” he had said, ‘as scon as my little girl

told me that she simply had to have one of those
Golden Tickets, I went out into the town and started:
buying up all the Wonka bars I could lay my handg_ |
on. Thousands of them, I must have bought. Hundreds
of thousands! Then I had them loaded on to trucks -

and sent directly to my own factory. I'm in the peanut
business, you see, arn

i helling peanuts for*
orking for me over at my place, s O
z\;astmg and salting. That’s what they do all day long

those women, they sit there sheliing peanuts. S:o_;:_ I
says to them, “Okay, girls,” I says, “from now on, you

can stop shelling peanuts and start shelling the wrap
pers off these chocolate bars instead!
I had every worker in the place pape:
off those gars of chocolate full speed ahead __f.rqm_
morning till night. L
‘But fghree days went by, and we had no luck.- Oh
it was terrible! My little Veruca got more and more
upset each day, and every time I went home she would

screarn at me, < Where’s my Golden Tickel! Lwantmy Golden,

Ticket!” And she would lie for hours'on th@'ﬂ@or
kicking and yelling in the most dlstqrbmg way.: Wcﬂ
1 just hated to see my little girl feeling unhappy'-l

that. so I vowed I would keep up the search uqtﬂ .
got ,her what she wanted. Then suddenly . . . onthe
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d D've got about a hundred women

evening of the fourth day, one of my women workers
velled, “I've got it! A Golden Ticket!”” And 1 said,
“Give 1t to me, quick!” and she did, and I rushed it
home and gave it to my darling Veruca, and now she’s
all smiles, and we have a happy home once again.’

“T'hat’s even worse than the fat boy,” said Grandma
Josephine.

“She needs a really good spanking,” said Grandma
Georgina.

‘I don’t think the girl’s father played it quite fair,
Grandpa, do you?” Charlie murmured.

‘He spoils her;” Grandpa Joe said. ‘And no good
can ever come from spoiling a child like that, Charlie,
you mark my words.’

‘Come to bed, my darling,” said Charlie’s mother.
“Tomorrow’s your birthday, don’t forget that, so I
expect yow'll be up early to open your present.’

A Wonka chocolate bar!l’ cried Charlie. ‘It is a
Wonka bar, sn’t 1t?”’

“Yes, my love,” his mother said. ‘Of course it is.’

‘Ch, wouldn’t it be wonderful if I found the third
Golden Ticket inside it? Charlie said.

‘Bring it in here when you get it Grandpa joe
said. “Then we can all watch you taking off the
wrapper.’
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finding of not only the third Golden Ticket, but the _ . _ -
fourth as well. TWOQ GOLDEN TICKETS - — £ . ' : AT - .

FOUND TODAY, screamed the headlines. ONLY . o RN s e S L A8 A i } MMX&W

e
Lo e e
=

ONE MORE LEFT. S B e ) - At : . . -

‘All right,” said Grandpa Joe, when the whole family 2 - 1 L&) : e A _ MW%%XW%&M@%%W%%W

was gathered in the old peopie’s room after supper; - : E R ey S g ¥ ﬁwW%é%
i

- -
=

“The third ticket, read Mr Bucket, holding the | .
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let’s hear who found them. ' _ ‘ -
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newspaper up close to his face because his eyes were . “Pm a gum chewer, normally,” she shouted _ -
o he couldn’t afford glasses, ‘the third tickét " “but when I heard about these ticket things of Mr e
was found by a Miss Violet Beauregarde. There was: - Wonka’s, I gave up gum and started on chocolate
great excitement in the Beauregarde household when. ~ bars in the hope of striking lucky. Now, of course
our reporter arrived to interview the lucky young lady" . I'm back on gum. I just adore gum. aI o d(;
— cameras were clicking and flashbulbs were flashing. ~ without it. I munch it all day long except for a few - _

and people were pushing and jostling and trying to  minutes at mealtimes when 1 take it out and stick ' . -
get a bit closer to the famous girl. And the famous 1t behind my ear for safekeeping. To tell you the -
girl was standing on a chair in the living room waving: -~ truth, I simply wouldn’t feel comfortable if 1 didn’t
the Golden Ticket madly at arm’s length as though. = have that little wedge of gum to chew on ever
she were flagging a taxi. She was talking very fast . ~ moment of the day, I really wouldn’t. My mothe};
and very loudly to everyone, but it was not easy. to . says it’s not ladylike and it looks ugly to see a girl’s
hear la,H that she sal.d because she was chewing so.. Jaws going up and down like mine do all the time
ferociously upon a piece of gum at the same tume. . but I don’t agree. And who’s she to criticize:
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anyway, because if you ask me, I'd say that fz_er jaws
are going up and down almost as much as mine are
just from yelling at me every minute o_f the day.
“Now, Violet,” Mrs Beauregarde said from a far
corner of the room where she was standing on the
piano to avoid being trampled by the rpob. .
“All right, Mother, keep your hair on!” Miss

Beauregarde shouted. “And no‘w,” sh(? went on, -
turning to the reporters again, “it may interest you
to know that this piece of gum I'm chewing right at.
this moment is one I've been working on for over.’
three months solid. That’s a record, that is. It’s beatczn-
the record held by my best friend, Miss Corneha
Prinzmetel. And was she furious! It’s my most treas-

ured possession now, this piece of gum 1s .. A
night-time, I just stick it on the end of the bedpost

and it’s as good as ever in the mornings — a bit hard

at first, maybe, but it soon softens up again after I'v

given it a few good chews. Before I started chewing -

for the world record, I used to change ny piec_'e..:o_f
gum once a day. I used to do it in our lift on the
way home from school. Why the Lift? Bftcause I liked
sticking the gooey piece that I'd just finished with:o

to one of the control buttons. Then the next p:f:r.'s_on'
who came along and pressed the button got my old

gum on the end of his or her finger. Ha—ha!_r-A_l} _
what a racket they kicked up, some of them. YC_’V‘- ge
the best results with women who have expensiv
gloves on. Oh yes, I'm thrilled to be going to N{r
Wonka’s factory. And I understand that aftc_rwgr

he’s going to give me enough gum to last me fo. .th

!::3_'

rest of my whole life. Whoopee! Hooray!”: -
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‘Beastly girl,” said Grandma Josephine.

‘Despicable!” said Grandma Georgina. ‘She’ll come
to a sticky end one day, chewing all that gum, you
see 1f she doesn’t.

‘And who got the fourth Golden Ticket?’ Charlie
asked.

‘Now, let me see,” said Mr Bucket, peering at the
newspaper again. ‘Ah yes, here we are. The fourth
Golden Ticket,” he read, ‘was found by a boy called
Mike Teavee.’

‘Another bad lot, I'll be bound,’ muttered Grandma
Josephine.

‘Don’t interrupt, Grandma,’ said Mrs Bucket.

“The Teavee household,’ said Mr Bucket, going on
with his reading, ‘was crammed, like all the others,
with excited visitors when our reporter arrived, but
young Mike Teavee, the lucky winner, seemed
extremely annoyed by the whole business. “Clan’t you
fools see I'm watching television?” he said angrily. “I
wish you wouldn’t interrupt!”

“The nine-year-old boy was seated before an enor-
mous television set, with his eyes glued to the screen,
and he was watching a film in which one bunch of
gangsters was shooting up another bunch of gangsters
with machine guns. Mike Teavee himself had no less
than eighteen toy pistols of various sizes hanging from
belts around his body, and every now and again he
would leap up into the air and fire off half a dozen
rounds from one or another of these weapons.

“Quiet!” he shouted, when somecne tried to ask
him a question. “Didn’t 1 el you not to interrupt!
This show’s an absolute whiz-banger! It’s terrific! I
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watch it every day. I watch all of them every day,

even the rotten ones, where there’§ no shooting. I;:'
like the gangsters best. They’re terrxﬁ‘c, those gang- .
sters! Especially when they start pumping each (?t}.l_er- :
full of lead, or flashing the old stlettos, or giving,

each other the one-two-three with their knuckle-

dusters! Gosh, what wouldn’t I give to be doing that

'JJJ

myself! It’s the ffe, 1 tell you!l It’s terrific

“That’s quite enough!’ snapped Grandmajosephin¢.

‘I can’t bear to listen to 1t!’

‘Nor me,” said Grandma Georgina. ‘Do al children

behave like this nowadays — like these brats we've
been hearing about?”’ :

‘Of course not,” said Mr Bucket, smiling at the old
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lady in the bed. ‘Some do, of course. In fact, quite
a lot of them do. But not all”

And now there’s only one ticket lefil” said Grandpa
George.

‘Quite so,” sniffed Grandma Georgina. ‘And just as
sure as I'll be having cabbage soup for supper
tomorrow, that ticket’ll go to some nasty little beast
who doesn’t deserve itl”
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