Charlie and the Chocolate Factory

Charlie felt it worst of all. And although his father and mother often went without their own share of
lunch or supper so that they could give it to him, it still wasn't nearly enough for a growing boy. He
desperately wanted something more filling and satisfying than cabbage and cabbage soup. The one
thing he longed for more than anything else was . . . CHOCOLATE.

Walking to school in the mornings, Charlie could see great slabs of chocolate piled up high in the
shop windows, and he would stop and stare and press his nose against the glass, his mouth watering
like mad. Many times a day, he would see other children taking bars of creamy chocolate out of their
pockets and munching them greedily, and that, of course, was pure torture.

Only once a year, on his birthday, did Charlie Bucket ever get to taste a bit of chocolate. The whole
family saved up their money for that special occasion, and when the great day arrived, Charlie was
always presented with one small chocolate bar to eat all by himself. And each time he received it, on
those marvellous birthday mornings, he would place it carefully in a small wooden box that he
owned, and treasure it as though it were a bar of solid gold; and for the next few days, he would
allow himself only to look at it, but never to touch it. Then at last, when he could stand it no longer,
he would peel back a tiny bit of the paper wrapping at one corner to expose a tiny bit of chocolate,
and then he would take a tiny nibble — just enough to allow the lovely sweet taste to spread out
slowly over his tongue. The next day, he would take another tiny nibble, and so on, and so on. And in
this way, Charlie would make his sixpenny bar of birthday chocolate last him for more than a month.



