
Side 1: Miss Honey, Nigel, Lavender, Matilda

MISS HONEY: Good morning children. My name is Miss Honey. And today is a very
special day: your first day of school. Now, can anyone read this?

(NIGEL, MATILDA, and LAVENDER raise their hands)

NIGEL: Me, me, me, oooh, oooh, me, pick me miss, I can, mememememe---

MISS HONEY: Very well, Nigel. (NIGEL opens mouth to speak, but nothing comes out)
Yes, I think we’d better leave it there, Nigel, we don’t want you to burst a blood vessel
on your first day. (NIGEL droops on his desk) Lavender?

LAVENDER: If the first word… tomato?

MISS HONEY: Um, no. But tomato is a very good word.

LAVENDER: Yesssss!

MISS HONEY: Matilda?

MATILDA: ‘I can now read words.’

MISS HONEY: So, Matilda, you can read words?

MATILDA: Well, I needed to learn to read words so that I could read sentences because
basically a sentence is just a big bunch of words. And if you can’t read sentences
you’ve got no chance with books.

MISS HONEY: And… have you read a whole book yourself?

MATILDA: More than one. I love books. Last week I read quite a few.

MISS HONEY: A few? What books did you read?

MATILDA: Nicholas Nickleby, Oliver Twist, Jane, Eyre, The Lord of the Rings, Crime
and Punishment, and… The Cat In The Hat.



SIDE 2: Trunchbull, Miss Honey

TRUNCHBULL: Enter! (MISS HONEY doesn’t move) Well, don’t just stand there like a
wet tissue, get on with it.

MISS HONEY: Miss Trunchbull there’s, in, in, in my class there is a little girl called
Matilda Wormwood--

TRUNCHBULL: Daughter of Mr. Harry Wormwood who owns Wormwood Motors.
Excellent man. Told me to watch out for the brat, though, says she’s a real wart.

MISS HONEY: Oh no, Headmistress, I don’t think Matilda is that kind of child at all.

TRUNCHBULL: What is the school motto, Miss Honey?

MISS HONEY: Bambinatum est maggitum. (Bahm-bi-nah-tum what mahgi-tum)

TRUNCHBULL: Bambinatum est maggitum. Children are maggots. In fact it must have
been her who put that stink bomb under my desk this morning. I’ll have her for that.
Thank you for suggesting it.

MISS HONEY: But I didn’t… Miss Trunchbull; Matilda Wormwood is a genius.

TRUNCHBULL: Nonsense!

MISS HONEY: Headmistress, it is my opinion that this little girl should be placed with
the eleven-year olds.

TRUNCHBULL: We cannot just “place her in with the eleven-year-olds!” What kind of
society would that be? What about rules, Honey, rules?

MISS HONEY: I believe that Matilda Wormwood is an exception to the rules.

TRUNCHBULL: An exception?



SIDE 3: Matilda, Nigel, Trunchbull, Lavender

NIGEL: Hide me! Someone poured a whole can of treacle onto Miss Trunchbull’s chair!
Someone told her I did it and now she’s after me!

MATILDA: Alright, when did this happen?

NIGEL: Twenty minutes ago. Why? (spotting TRUNCHBULL) She’s coming!

MATILDA: You’d better hide. Quick! Blazers!

NIGEL: Please don’t tell her where I am Matilda, she’ll--

MATILDA: Now! (The kids throw their coats on NIGEL, hiding him from TRUNCHBULL)

TRUNCHBULL: Where’s the maggot known as Nig-el?

MATILDA: He’s over there under those coats. (LAVENDER looks at MATILDA, horrified
at her betrayal. Smiling, TRUNCHBULL crosses to the coats.) Where he’s been for the
last hour actually.

TRUNCHBULL: What? An hour?

MATILDA: Oh yes. Nigel suffers from a rare but chronic sleeping disorder called
narcolepsy. The sufferer falls asleep, often without any warning. We put him under the
coats for safety. Didn’t we? (The KIDS stare open-mouthed) Didn’t we?

LAVENDER: Definitely!

MATILDA: He’ll probably think he’s in bed when he wakes up.

(NIGEL emerges, stretching)

NIGEL: (yawning) Is it time for school yet, mum? (“surprised” by his location) Hello?
What am I doing here? This isn’t my bedroom at all! Oh, hello Miss Trunchbull.



SIDE 4: Miss Honey, Mrs. Wormwood, Rudolpho

MRS. WORMWOOD: Who is it?

MISS HONEY: Oh, yes, um, hello, my name is Miss Honey. Matilda’s teacher?

MRS. WORMWOOD: Bit busy right now…

MISS HONEY: It will only take a moment.

MRS. WORMWOOD: Oh, well, come in if you must. This is Rudolpho, he’s my dance
partner. We’re rehearsing.

RUDOLPHO: Ciao (chow).

MISS HONEY: Ah, Larle Italiano? Bene.

RUDOLPHO: (beat) What? (to MISS WORMWOOD) Who is this, babe? You know what
interruptions do to my energy flow.

MRS. WORMWOOD:  What do you want, Miss Chutney?

MISS HONEY:  It’s Miss Honey. Well, as you know Matilda is in the bottom class and
children in the bottom aren’t really expected to read--

MRS. WORMWOOD: Well stop her reading then. Lord knows we’ve tried.

RUDOLPHO: (dancing) I’m in the zone, doll. I can feel it in my hips. Don’t waste this.

MRS. WORMWOOD: I’m not in favor of girls getting all clever pants, Miss Hussey.
Looks are more important than books. Now, look at you, look at me. You chose books, I
chose looks. Good day!



SIDE 5: Trunchbull, Matilda, Bruce, Miss Honey

TRUNCHBULL: This morning this foul carbuncle sneaked like a serpent into the kitchen
and stole a slice of my private chocolate cake from my tea tray.

MATILDA: No I did not!

MISS HONEY: Miss Trunchbull, Matilda’s been here all morning.

TRUNCHBULL: Standing up for the little spitball are you? Well this crime took place
before school started. Therefore she is...guilty!

BRUCE: (to audience) Okay, look, I stole the cake. And honestly I was really, definitely,
sort of almost thinking about owning up...maybe? But I was having a lot of trouble with
my belly. The Trunchbull’s cake was so good that I’d scoffed it down too quick and now
it was beginning to fight back. (his belly rumbles) See?

MATILDA: I didn’t do anything!

TRUNCHBULL: You are a thief and I shall crush you.

(BRUCE burps)

BRUCE: (to audience) A huge cloud of chocolaty gas wafted from my mouth and drifted
full into the face of the Trunchbull.

(TRUNCHBULL is hit by the burp. Pause)

TRUNCHBULL: Bruce Bogtrotter…

BRUCE: Yes, Miss?

TRUNCHBULL: You liked my cake, didn’t you, Bruce?

BRUCE: Yes, Miss Trunchbull, and I’m very sorry, but--

TRUNCHBULL: Wonderful. Marvelous. That makes me so happy, it gives me a warm
glow in my lower intestine.



SIDE 6: Matilda, Mrs. Phelps, Escapologist, Acrobat

MRS. PHELPS: Matilda, thank God you’re here, I’m dying for the next part of the story! I
haven’t slept a wink.

MATILDA: Mrs. Phelps, where’s the revenge section?

MRS. PHELPS: What? Is there a child at school who’s behaving like a bully?

MATILDA: Not a child exactly. Do you want to hear the next part of the story?

MRS. PHELPS: What are we waiting for?

MATILDA: As they prepared themselves for the most dangerous feat that had ever been
performed, the Acrobat gave her husband a kiss--

ACROBAT: Smile-- we have done this a thousand times.

ESCAPOLOGIST: First, I escape from the cage, lean out, catch you with one hand, grab
a fire extinguisher with the other, and put out the flames on your specially designed
dress before they reach the dynamite and blow your head off!

MRS. PHELPS: (screams) Ahhhhhh! (beat) Sorry. Go on.

MATILDA: The trick started well. The moment the dress was set alight, the Acrobat
swung into the air. She hurled over the sharks and spiky objects--suddenly the padlocks
pinged open and the huge chains fell away--the door flung open and the Escapologist
reached out to catch his wife and the child--

MRS. PHELPS: Oh, I can’t look!

MATILDA: He grabs her hand and suddenly the flames are covered in foam before they
can both be blown to pieces.

MRS. PHELPS: Hooray! So the story does have a happy ending!

MATILDA: No.

MRS. PHELPS: No?



MATILDA: No. The Escapologist used just a touch too much foam and suddenly their
hands became slippy...and she fell.

MRS. PHELPS: Did she survive?

MATILDA: She broke every bone in her body except the ones at the ends of her little
fingers. She lived long enough to have their child.

ACROBAT: Love our daughter with all your heart. She is all we ever wanted.

MATILDA: And then she died.



SIDE 7: Mr. Wormwood, Matilda, Mrs. Wormwood, Michael

MR. WORMWOOD: Everyone, gather round; I want my family to share in my triumph.
(to MATILDA) Not you, boy.

MATILDA: I’m a girl!

MR. WORMWOOD: One hundred and fifty-five old bangers on my hands. How could I
possibly make the mileage go back? I couldn’t very well drive each one backwards
could I?

MICHAEL: Backwards.

MR. WORMWOOD: When suddenly I had the most genius idea in the world! I grabbed
a drill and, using my incredible mind, I attached the drill to the speedometer of the first
car, turned it on and whacked it in reverse.

MICHAEL: Back... wards.

MR. WORMWOOD: Exactly! Within a few minutes I had reduced the mileage to
practically nothing.

MICHAEL: Backwards!

MR. WORMWOOD: Ten minutes later the Russians show up. Expensive suits, dark
glasses---

MRS. WORMWOOD: Russians are nocturnal; I saw it on a program last night.

MATILDA: That was a program about badgers.

MRS. WORMWOOD: Same thing (to MR. WORMWOOD) And? Did it work? (MR.
WORMWOOD opens a suitcase full of cash. They scream with joy) Fantastico! Now I’ll
be able to afford Rudolpho all day long!

MATILDA: But they trusted you and you’ve cheated them!

MRS. WORMWOOD: What have we done to deserve a child like you?



MR. WORMWOOD: You know what I’m going to do tomorrow? I’m gonna go down to
that school and tell your teacher you’re never to be let in again!

MATILDA: What? No--

MR. WORMWOOD: And if she does… I’ll have her fired! And you will never read
another stinking book as long as you live young man!

MATILDA: I’m a girl!

MICHAEL: (to MATILDA) Backwards.



SIDE 8: Miss Honey, Matilda
MATILDA: What do you think it is? This thing with my eyes?

MISS HONEY: I… can’t pretend that I know, Matilda. But I don't believe we should be
frightened of it. I think it’s something to do with that incredible mind of yours.

MATILDA: You mean there’s no room in my head for all my brains, so they have to
squish out through my eyes?

MISS HONEY: Well, not exactly but, yes something like that. You certainly are a special
girl Matilda. I met your mother. She’s...unusual. What about your father? Is he proud to
have a daughter as clever as you?

MATILDA: Oh yeah. He’s always saying ‘Matilda, I am very proud to have a daughter
as…’ (beat) That’s not true, Miss Honey. He’s not proud at all. He calls me a liar and a
cheat and a nasty little creep.

MISS HONEY: I see. (arriving) Here we are; home, sweet home.

MATILDA: Are you poor?

MISS HONEY: Yes. Yes, I am. Very.

MATILDA: Don’t they pay teachers very much?

MISS HONEY: Well, they don’t actually. But I am even poorer than most, because
of...other reasons. I used to live with my aunt. But one day I was out walking and I came
across this old shed--I fell completely in love with it. I ran to the farmer and begged him
to let me move in. He thought I was mad! But he agreed and I’ve lived here ever since.

MATILDA: But Miss Honey, you can’t live in a shed!

MISS HONEY: I’m not strong like you, Matilda. My father died when I was young.
Magnus was his name and he was very kind. But when he was gone, my aunt became
my legal guardian. She was mean and cruel like you can hardly imagine. And then,
when I got my job as a teacher, she presented me with a bill for looking after me all
those years. And she made me sign a contract to pay her back every penny. She even
produced a document that said my father had given her his entire house.

MATILDA: But did he really do that? Just give her his house?
MISS HONEY: I find it hard to believe.


