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Chapter 1 and Chapter 2

NEW WORDS



	[image: ] bingo (n.)
a game with numbers, which lots of people play together
	[image: ] sawdust (n.)
something that is made when you cut wood






	[image: ] a garage (n.)
a shop where you can buy a car
	[image: ] oil (n.)
something that you put in a car, and you can put different oil on your skin or hair






	[image: ] a brain (n.)
You think with your brain.







CHAPTER 2

Mr and Mrs Wormwood

The Wormwoods had a nice house with three bedrooms. Matilda’s father bought old cars from people and sold them, and it seemed that he did well at it. He was a small man with big front teeth. He had a thin moustache and he wore loud, ugly jackets that people always noticed.

“Sawdust,” he said one day, “is one of my secrets for making lots of money. And it costs me nothing!”

“What do you use sawdust for?” Matilda asked.

“You’re too stupid to understand,” he said. “But young Michael will work at my garage one day, so I’ll tell him.”

He turned to his son and said, “I buy an old car that’s making a terrible noise from someone who has driven it badly. Then I put some sawdust in the oil, and the car goes beautifully!”

“Wow!” said Michael.

“Does the car ever start making a noise again?” Matilda asked him.

“Yes, after about a hundred miles,” said Mr Wormwood, smiling.

“But that’s lying to people, Daddy,” said Matilda.

“You can’t get rich if you don’t tell a few lies,” said Mr Wormwood. “When you’ve got a good brain like I do, you’ve got to use it!”

“It’s like stealing! I hate it!” said Matilda.

Mr Wormwood’s face suddenly went very red. “My money pays for all the food in this house! If you don’t like how I make money, don’t eat!” he said. “You’re a silly little girl, and you don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“That’s right, Harry,” Mrs Wormwood said to her husband. “Don’t talk to your father like that, Matilda. Now, keep your mouth shut. I can’t hear this programme while you’re making so much noise.”

[image: ]
They were eating dinner, and they were sitting in front of the TV, like they did every night. Mrs Wormwood’s eyes did not move from the TV. She was a large woman with bright yellow-blonde hair.

“Mummy,” said Matilda, “may I eat my dinner in the kitchen and read my book?”

“No, you may not!” said Mr Wormwood. “Dinner is a family meal, and no one leaves the table until we’ve all finished.”

[image: ]
“But we’re not at the table,” said Matilda. “We always eat with our dinners on our knees, watching the TV.”

“And what’s wrong with that, you stupid girl?” Mr Wormwood’s voice suddenly sounded soft and dangerous.

[image: ]
Matilda said nothing because she was too angry, and the angry feeling inside her grew and grew. It was very difficult for her not to hate her parents. They thought that the most important things in life were money and television.

And there was another thing. Matilda hated it when her parents called her “stupid” because she knew that she was not stupid.

Later that night when she went to bed, Matilda still felt hot and angry. She knew that she had to fight back, in some small way. So she made a plan.

When they are horrible to me, she thought, I will do something horrible back to them.

And because of the conversation in front of the TV that evening, her father was the first person in her mind.




Chapter 3 and Chapter 4

NEW WORDS



	[image: ] glue (n.)
You use glue to stick things together.
	[image: ] stare (v.)
look at someone with wide eyes






	[image: ] stuck (adj.)
When things are stuck, they cannot move.
	[image: ] snatch (v.)
take something angrily






	[image: ] rip (v.)
pull pages from a book
	[image: ] dye (n. and v.)
change the colour of your hair






	[image: ] pour (v.)
put things like water or oil into something







CHAPTER 4

The hair-dye

The next morning, Matilda woke up early. She went into the bathroom and shut the door behind her. As we know already, Mrs Wormwood had bright yellow-blonde hair. It was this colour because she dyed it every month with something called “very strong blonde hair-dye”.

The bottle of very strong blonde hair-dye was kept in a cupboard in the bathroom. On the bottle, it said in large letters, Danger! Keep away from children. Matilda thought this was very interesting.

Matilda’s father had very thick black hair, which he liked very much. “Good strong hair,” he often said, touching his head, “means that there’s a good strong mind in there.”

Every morning, Mr Wormwood put large amounts of something called “dark hair oil” on his head. He thought that it made his hair bright and strong.

“That’s better! Good strong hair!” Matilda heard him say loudly to himself every morning in the bathroom.

That morning, in the bathroom, Matilda opened the bottle of dark hair oil and poured three-quarters of it away. Then she filled the bottle with her mother’s very strong blonde hair-dye, shook it well, and put both bottles back in the cupboard. Everything was ready.

[image: ]
At breakfast time, Matilda was sitting quietly at the dining room table, eating her breakfast. Her brother sat opposite her, and her mother was in the kitchen, making Mr Wormwood’s breakfast.

Then, Mr Wormwood came noisily into the room. He could never enter any room quietly. You could almost hear him saying, “Here I come, the great man himself, the most important person in the house! Notice me!”

“I just know that I’m going to have another great day at the garage today,” he said, loudly, “and make LOTS of money. Where’s my breakfast?”

“It’s coming, my love,” called Mrs Wormwood.

Matilda was looking at her breakfast. She could not look up because she was afraid of laughing at her father.

Mr Wormwood sat down at the table and, at that moment, Mrs Wormwood came into the dining room carrying a big plate of breakfast for him. She looked up. She saw her husband. She stopped. Then she screamed, and dropped the plate on the floor. Everyone jumped at the loud noise.

“What’s the matter, woman?” Mr Wormwood shouted.

“It’s your hair!” Mrs Wormwood was screaming, pointing at her husband. “Look at your hair!”

“Oh Dad, what have you done to your hair?” the son shouted.

Matilda said nothing. She just sat there feeling pleased with her work. Mr Wormwood’s hair was now a dirty blonde colour. It looked like very old white clothes that have started turning grey.

“You’ve … you’ve dyed it!” cried Mrs Wormwood. “Why have you done that, you stupid man? It looks terrible!”

“What are you talking about?” shouted Mr Wormwood, putting both his hands to his hair. “I haven’t dyed it!” His face was turning green.

“Of course you have!” his wife said. “You look like someone’s grandmother!”

“Get me a mirror!” he shouted.

Mrs Wormwood found a mirror. Mr Wormwood snatched it from her and stared into it.

“What’s happened to me?” he shouted. “I look terrible! I look like you! I can’t sell cars looking like this! How did it happen?”

“Maybe, Daddy,” said Matilda quietly, “you used Mummy’s bottle of hair-dye and not your hair oil.”

“Of course, that’s it!” said Mrs Wormwood. “Oh Harry, you are stupid. My hair-dye is very strong. I only add one spoon of it to a big bowl of water, but you’ve used lots of it. Your hair will fall out.”

“Do you mean that I’m going to lose my hair?” her husband shouted.

“I think that you will,” Mrs Wormwood said. “Even when I mix the dye with water, some of my hair falls out. It’s very strong. People use it to clean toilets!”

“What shall I do? Tell me quickly before my hair starts falling out!” cried Mr Wormwood.

“I think that you should wash it with soap and water, Daddy,” said Matilda. “But you’ll have to hurry.”

“Will that change the colour back?” he asked.

“Of course it won’t,” said Mrs Wormwood. “You’ll have to dye it black. But wash it first, or you won’t have any hair left.”

“Right!” said Mr Wormwood, and he ran out of the room.

“He does some strange things sometimes, doesn’t he, Mummy?” Matilda said.

“I’m afraid some men are like that,” said Mrs Wormwood. “They think that they are very clever, but they often aren’t.”




Chapter 5 and Chapter 6

NEW WORDS



	[image: ] a head teacher (n.)
the most important teacher in a school
	[image: ] a times table (n.)
numbers that you must learn






	[image: ] extraordinary (adj.)
very strange and special
	[image: ] a genius (n.)
a very clever person






	[image: ] a blackboard (n.)
Teachers write on a blackboard on the wall.
	[image: ] terrified (adj.)
very frightened






	[image: ] march (v.)
walk like a soldier
	[image: ] a pigtail (n.)
Children sometimes put long hair into two pigtails.







CHAPTER 6

The Trunchbull

The head teacher of Crunchem Hall, Miss Trunchbull, was a huge, frightening person, and both the pupils and the teachers were terrified of her. People called her the Trunchbull. She was dangerous like red-hot fire. She marched around the school like a soldier, taking great big heavy steps. If a group of children did not move, she marched through them, kicking them left and right.

Normally, Miss Honey was terrified of the head teacher and tried to stay away from her. But this was important, and she felt ready to fight for Matilda. So after her class, Miss Honey hurried to Miss Trunchbull’s office. She knocked on the door.

“Enter!” said Miss Trunchbull in a loud and dangerous voice.

Most head teachers are chosen because they understand children and are interested in how they learn. Head teachers are usually kind, and they care about other people. But none of these things were true of Miss Trunchbull.

[image: ]
She was a frightening woman, with a thick neck and strong arms and legs, and her face was neither beautiful nor happy. She had a hard mouth and small eyes, and her clothes were very strange. She always wore a long brown shirt, with short green trousers and brown shoes. She did not look like the head teacher of a nice school for children.

When Miss Honey came into the office, Miss Trunchbull looked at her angrily. “Yes, Miss Honey,” she said. “What do you want?”

“There is a little girl in my
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