
 

The Oompa-Loompas 

‘And oh, what a terrible country Loompaland is!  Nothing but thick jungles 

infested by the most dangerous beasts in the world – hornswogglers and 

snozzwangers and those terrible wicked whangdoodles.  A whangdoodle would 

eat ten Oompa-Loompas for breakfast and come galloping back for a second 

helping.  When I went out there, I found the little Oompa-Loompas living in 

tree houses.  They had to live in tree houses to escape from the whangdoodles 

and the hornswogglers and the snozzwangers.  And they were living on green 

caterpillars, and the caterpillars tasted revolting, and the Oompa-Loompas 

spent every moment of their days climbing through the treetops looking for 

other things to mash up with the caterpillars to make them taste better – red 

beetles, for instance, and eucalyptus leaves, and the bark of the bong-bong 

tree, all of them beastly, but not quite so beastly as the caterpillars.  Poor 

little Oompa-Loompas!  The one food that they longed for more than any other 

was the cacao bean.  But they couldn’t get it.  An Oompa-Loompa was lucky if he 

found three or four cacao beans a year.  But oh, how they craved them.  They 

used to dream about cacao beans all night and talk about them all day.   

And so, my dear children, as soon as I discovered that the Oompa-Loompas 

were craze about this particular food, I climbed up to their tree-house village 

and poked my head in through the door of the tree house belonging to the 

leader of the tribe.  The poor little fellow, looking thin and starved, was sitting 

there trying to eat a bowl full of mashed-up green caterpillars without being 

sick. “Look here,” I said (speaking not in English, of course, but in Oompa-

Loompish), “look here, if you and all your people will come back to my country 

and live in my factory, you can have all the cacao beans you want!” 

So I shipped them all over here, smuggled in packing crates, every man, woman 

and child in the Oompa-Loompa tribe.  They are wonderful workers.  They all 

speak English now.  They love dancing and music.  They are always making up 

songs.  I expect you will hear a good deal of singing today from time to time.  I 

must warn you, though, that they are rather mischievous.  They like jokes.  

They still wear the same kind of clothes they wore in the jungle.  The men wear 

only deerskins.  The women wear leaves and the children wear nothing at all.’ 
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