
MR WORMWOOD THE GREAT CAR DEALER FROM MATILDA 
 
MR WORMWOOD: Sawdust! Is one of the great secrets of my success. And it costs 
me nothing I get it free from the sawmill. 
Matilda: What do you use it for?  
Mr W: Ha! Wouldn’t you like to know! 
Matilda: I don’t see how sawdust can help you to sell second hand cars, Daddy. 
Mr W: That’s because you’re and ignorant little twit. 
Matilda: You must be very clever to find a use for something that costs nothing. I 
wish I could do it. 
Mr W: You couldn’t, You’re too stupid. But I don’t mind telling young Mike here about 
it seeing he’ll be joining me in the business one day. I’m always glad to buy a car 
when some fool has been crashing the gears so badly that they’re all worn out and 
rattle like mad. I get it cheap. Then All I do is mix a lot of sawdust with the oil in 
the gearbox and it runs as sweet as sweet as a nut. 
Matilda: How long will it run like that before it starts rattling again? 
Mr W: Long enough for the buyer to get a good distance away. About a 100 miles. 
Matilda: But that’s dishonest Daddy! It’s cheating. 
Mr W: No one ever got rich being honest. Customers are there to be diddled. 
 
BRUCE BOGTROTTER AND THE CAKE. 
TRUNCHBALL: Sit down Bogtrotter. Sit there. T here you are Bogtrotter, its all for 
you, every bit of it. As you enjoyed the slice you had yesterday so very much I 
ordered cook to bake you an extra large one all for yourself. 
Bruce: Well, thank you. 
Trunchball: thank cook, not me. 
Bruce: Thank you, cook. 
Trunchball: Come on then, why don’t you cut yourself a nice thick slice and try it. 
Bruce: What, now? Can’t I take it home instead? 
Trunchball: That would be impolite. You must show cookie how grateful you are for 
all the trouble she taken. Go on, get on with it, cut a slice and taste it. We haven’t 
got all day. 
Bruce:I don’t want to eat it. 
Trunchball: Taste it you little brat. You’re insulting the cook. (he eats a slice) It’s 
good isn’t it?  
Bruce: very good. 
Trunchball: Have another. 
Bruce: That’s enough thank you. 
Trunchball: I said have another. Eat another slice. Do as you’re told. 
Bruce: I don’t want another slice. 
Trunchball (exploding) Eat! If I tell you to eat you will eat. You wanted cake. You 
stole cake. And now you’ve got cake. What’s more you’re going to eat it. You do not 
leave this platform until you’ve eaten the entire cake that is sitting there in front 
of you. Do I make myself clear Bogtrotter? Do you get my meaning? Eat! Eat! Eat! 


