 This special edition of Charlie and the Chocolate Factory -
 includes a BONUS chapter with EXTRA characters,
| and a REVOLTING RECIPE!

CHARLIE BUCKET’S lifeis
& about to change forever!

WILLY WONKA, chocolate
maker extraordinaire, has hidden
FIVE GOLDEN TICKETS in five
bars of chocolate. Any child who finds
one will get the chance to visit his
incredible factory - and Charlie’s
got his! But so have:
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AUGUSTUS VERUCA VIOLET MIKE LAAPTER,
GLOOP SALT BEAUREGARDE TEAVEE R CIPE AND
a glutton for aspoiled and a repulsive a television :
chocolate selfish brat gum-chewer fiend N MORE!

With a chocolate river and mysterious Oompa-Loompas,
the factory is the most wondrous place Charlie has ever seen.
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3  THE MISSING ¥
CHILDREN

Roald Dahl wrote severa] versions of the Charlie and the
Chocolate Factory story, and included lots of VERY
naughty characters. In one of his carliest drafts, there
were as many as ten children!
Some of these characters you may well recognise from
the final story, but are there any that you don’t know?

*  Augustus Pottle who falls in the chocolate river

-’
and Miranda Grope who falls in after him

*  Wilbur Rice and Tommy Troutbeck who end up
in the Pounding and Cutting Room

* Violet Strabismus, who turns purple after chewing
the three-course-meal gum

*  Clarence Crump, Bertie Upside and Terence
Roper, who each chomp on a whole mouthful of
warming candies and end up overheating

*  Elvira Entwhistle, who falls foul of the squirrels in
the Nut Room

* And Charlie Bucket, who gets stuck inside a
chocolate statue, and receives a very unusual

reward . . .

Roald Dahl (somewhat rcluctant]y) then reduced the

number ()”U(:ky Golden Ticket finders and gave the
rcmuining characters very distinct personalities. Can you
spot two from the list below who didn’t make it into

the final tale?
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JRS¥N CHARLIE BUCKET
/ ) 3

f 'y A nice boy

(prcviously Augustus Pottle)
A greedy boy




A conceited boy (we never find

out \’Vlllll lliII)PCHS o hilll)

A girl who is allowed
to HAVE anything

she wants

A girl who chews

gum all day long

'MIRANDA MARY PIKER

A girl who is allowed to DO anything she wants

A BONUS
CHAPTER

Roald Dahl included some of these hilarious
characters in the following chapter. 1t was
called ‘Spotty Powder’, and was originally part

of the Charlie and the Chocolate Factory story.

But because there were just too many naughty
children in the earlier drafts of the book, this
chapter — and the revolting character Miranda
Mary Piker — had to be cut from the final

version of the story.

Luckily, Roald Dahl kept this bonus chapter

in a very safe place, so you can read it here . . .



“Then what is it?’ asked Miranda Piker, speaking
rather rudely.

“That door over there,” said Mr Wonka, turning

away from Miranda and pointing to a small red door at
the far end of the room, ‘leads directly down to the
m.vo.H.:.H..w. .mos.cmw machine that makes the powder. Twice a day, I go
down there myself to feed it. But I'm the only one.

Nobody ever comes with me.’

“This stuff,” said Mr Wonka, ‘is going to cause chaos in | They all stared at the little door on which it said

schools all over the world when I get it in the shops.’ MOST SECRET — KEEP OUT.

The room they now entered had rows and rows of
pipes coming straight up out of the floor. The pipes
were bent over at the top and they looked like large
walking sticks. Out of every pipe there trickled a
stream of white crystals. Hundreds of Oompa-
Loompas were running to and fro, catching the crystals
in little golden boxes and stacking the boxes against the
walls.

‘Spotty Powder!” exclaimed Mr Wonka, beaming

at the company. ‘There it is! That’s it! Fantastic stuft!’

‘It looks like sugar,” said Miranda Piker.
The hum and throb of powerful machinery could

_uo. heard coming up from the depths below, and the

‘It’s meant to look like sugar,” Mr Wonka said. ‘And

it tastes like sugar. But it isn’t sugar. Oh, dear me, no.’
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floor itself was vibrating all the time. The children
could feel it through the soles of their shoes.

Miranda Piker now pushed forward and stood in
front of Mr Wonka. She was a nasty-looking girl with
a smug face and a smirk on her mouth, and whenever
she spoke it was always with a voice that seemed to be

saying, ‘Everybody is a fool except me.

OK,’ Miranda Piker said, smirking at Mr Wonka.
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‘So what

s the big news? What's this stuff meant to do

when you eat it?’

‘Ah-ha,” said Mr Wonka, his eyes sparkling with
glee. “You'd never guess that, not in a million years.
Now listen. All you have to do is sprinkle it over your
cereal at breakfast time, pretending it’s sugar. Then
you eat it. And then, exactly five seconds after that,
you come out in bright red spots all over your face and
neck.’

“What sort of a silly ass wants spots on their
face at breakfast time?’ said Miranda Piker.

‘Let me finish,” said Mr Wonka. ‘So then your
mother looks at you across the table and says, “My
poor child. You must have chickenpox. You can’t

possibly go to school today.” So you stay at home. But

A

by lunchtime, the spots have all disappeared.’

“Terrific!” shouted Charlie. “That’s just what I want
for the day we have exams!’

‘That is the ideal time to wuse it, said
Mr Wonka. ‘But you mustn’t do it too often or it’ll
give the game away. Keep it for the really nasty days.’

‘Father!” cried Miranda Piker. ‘Did you hear what
this stuff does? It’s shocking! It mustn’t be allowed!’

Mr Piker, Miranda’s father, stepped forward and
faced Mr Wonka. He had a smooth shiny face like a

boiled onion.




‘Now see here, Wonka,” he said. ‘I happen to be the
headmaster of a large school, and I won't allow you to
sell this rubbish to the children! It’s . . . criminal! Why,
you'll ruin the school system of the entire country!”

‘T hope so,” said Mr Wonka.

‘It’s got to be stopped!” shouted Mr Piker, waving
his cane.

‘“Who's going to stop it?” asked Mr Wonka. ‘In my
factory, I make things to please children. I don’t care
about grown-ups.’

‘Tam top of my moﬁs,r?mﬂmsmp Piker said, smirking
at Mr Wonka. ‘And I've never missed a day’s school in
my life.”

“Then it’s time you did,” Mr Wonka said.

‘How dare you!’ said Mr Piker.

‘All holidays and vacasions should be stopped!’

cried Miranda. ‘Children are meant to work, not play.’
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down into the cellar and smash the machine that makes
this dreadful stuff!’

‘Forward!” shouted Mr Piker, brandishing his cane
and making a dash for the little red door on which it
said MOST SECRET — KEEP OUT.

‘Stop!” said Mr Wonka. ‘Don’t go in there! It’s
terribly secret!’

‘Let’s see you stop us, you old goat!’ shouted
Miranda.

‘We’ll smash it to smithereens!’ yelled Mr Piker.
And a few seconds later the two of them had
disappeared through the door.

There was a moment’s silence.

Then, far off in the distance, from somewhere deep
underground, there came a fearful scream.

“That’s my husband!’ cried Mrs Piker, going blue in

the face.
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There was another scream.

‘And that’s Miranda!’ yelled Mrs Piker, beginning

‘Quite right, my girl,” cried Mr Piker, patting

Miranda on the top of the head. ‘All work and no play

has made you what you are today.” to hop around in circles. “What’s happening to them?
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‘Isn’t she wonderful?’ said Mrs Piker, beaming at What have you got down there, you dreadful beast?’

her daughter. : ‘Oh nothing much,” Mr Wonka answered. Just a
‘Come on then, Father!” cried Miranda. ‘Let’s go P lot of cogs and wheels and chains and things like that,
A
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