October 19, 2021
Dear

,

Congratulations! You have been asked to participate in a callback audition for SFE’s Winter
Musical—Matilda, Jr. As stated in the information packet, callback auditions will be held on
Thursday, October 21 from 4:00pm-6:00pm on the stage. You must stay for the entire time.
In order to prepare for this callback, you will be asked to learn new speaking lines and songs.
The new speaking lines and songs do not have to be memorized, but do come prepared and practiced.
Callbacks are performed in front of and with all callback auditionees. Though you might not get to
sing every song provided, or speak every line provided, please have ALL of the following materials
practiced and ready for performance on the stage:

NEW song: “Naughty”—memorized or learned
NEW song: “School Song”—memorized or learned
NEW Selection #1: Mr. Wormwood, Mrs. Wormwood, Matilda, Michael—memorized or learned
NEW Selection #2: Miss Honey, Nigel, Lavender, Matilda—memorized or learned
NEW Selection #3: Trunchbull, Matilda, Miss Honey, Bruce—memorized or learned
NEW Selection #4: Mrs. Phelps, Matilda, Acrobat, Escapologist—memorized or learned
NEW Selection #5: Mrs. Wormwood, Miss Honey, Rudolpho—memorized or learned

Please practice this material and come as prepared as possible! Remember, the more you practice, the
stronger your callback will be. The callback materials and audition accompaniments are also posted on
Mrs. Leigh’s website. See you Thursday afternoon!
Thank you,
Mrs. Leigh, Mrs. Inker, Ms. Carducci & Mrs. Palm

CALLBACK SONG #1—“Naughty”

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------CALLBACK SONG #2—“School Song”

NEW SELECTION #1—Mr. Wormwood, Mrs. Wormwood, Matilda, Michael
Be ready to read for any of these roles.
MR WORMWOOD: (Mr. Wormwood speaks into a telephone.) Yes, sir. That’s right, sir. One hundred and
fifty-five brand new luxury cars, sir.
MRS WORMWOOD: (Screams noticing Matilda reading a book.) Ahhhh! Harry!
MR WORMWOOD: Hang on—
MRS WORMWOOD: Look at this, she’s reading a book. That’s not normal for a five-year-old. I think she
might be an idiot.
MATILDA: (Reading out loud.) Listen to this: “It was the best of times, it was the worst of times…”
(Mrs. Wormwood covers her ears.)
MR WORMWOOD: Stop scaring your mother with that book, boy!
MATILDA: I’m a girl.
MRS WORMWOOD: And she keeps trying to tell me stories, Harry. It’s not normal for a girl to be all
thinking—
MR WORMWOOD: (into the telephone) I’m gonna call you straight back. (Hangs up, to Mrs. Wormwood)
I’m trying to pull off the biggest business deal of my life and I have to listen to this?
MRS WORMWOOD: What about me? I’ve got a whole house to look after, dinners don’t microwave
themselves you know! I am off to bleach my roots and I shan’t be talking to you for the rest of the
evening.
MR WORMWOOD: But I’m going to make us rich!
MRS WORMWOOD: How rich?
MR WORMWOOD: Very rich! Russian businessmen. Very, very stupid. Your genius husband is going to
sell them one hundred and fifty-five old bangers as…brand new luxury cars!
MATILDA: But that’s not fair! The cars will break down, what about the Russians?
MR WORMWOOD: Fair? Listen to the boy!
MATILDA: I’m a girl.
MR WORMWOOD: Fair does not get you anywhere, you thick-headed twit brain! All I can say is thank
heavens Michael has inherited his old man’s brains, eh son?
MATILDA: (watches TV) Mi-chael.

MRS WORMWOOD: Well, I shall take the money when you earn it. And I shall spend it. But I shan’t
enjoy it because of the despicable way in which you have spoken to me tonight.
MR WORMWOOD: (to Matilda) This is your fault! With your stupid books and your stupid reading!
MATILDA: But that’s not right!
MR WORMWOOD: You’re off to school in a few days and I know your headmistress Agatha Trunchbull.
I’ve told her all about you. Scary woman she is, used to compete in the Olympics, throwing the hammer.
Imagine what she’s going to do to a horrible little goblin like you, boy.
MATILDA: I’m a girl.
MR WORMWOOD: Now get off to bed you little…bookworm!
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------NEW SELECTION #2—Miss Honey, Nigel, Lavender, Matilda
Be ready to read for any of these roles.
MISS HONEY: Good morning, children. My name is Miss Honey. And today is a very special day: your
first day at school. Now, can anyone read this? (Miss Honey underlines “I can now read words.”)
(Nigel, Matilda and Lavender raise their hands.)
NIGEL: Me, me me, ooooh, ooooh, me pick me miss, I can, memememememe—
MISS HONEY: Very well, Nigel. (Nigel opens his 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: Is the first word…tomato?
MISS HONEY: Um, no. But tomato is a very good word.
LAVENDER: Yessssss!
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 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.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------NEW SELECTION #3—Trunchbull, Matilda, Miss Honey, Bruce
Be ready to read for any of these roles.
TRUNCHBULL: Matilda Wormwood! Where is—
MATILDA: Yes, Miss Trunchbull.
TRUNCHBULL: Aha! So you admit it do you?
MATILDA: Admit what, Miss Trunchbull?
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 the 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 scoffed it down too quick and now it was beginning to fight back. (His belly
rumbles.) See? (It rumbles again.)
MATILDA: I didn’t do anything!
TRUNCHBULL: You are a crook, and a thief and I shall crush you!

(Bruce lets out an enormous burp.)

BRUCE: (to the audience) A huge cloud of chocolaty gas wafted from my mouth and drifted full into the
face of the Trunchbull.
(The 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: Oh, as long as you enjoyed the cake, that’s the main thing.

BRUCE: Is it?
TRUNCHBULL: Yes, Bogtrotter, it is.
BRUCE: Oh. Well…I did.

Thank you.

TRUNCHBULL: Wonderful. Marvelous. That makes me so happy, it gives me a warm glow in my lower
intestine. (calling offstage) Oh, Coo-ook! (The cook enters, carrying a massive chocolate cake with one
slice missing. The Cook plonks the cake in front of Bruce. He stares at it.) What’s the matter, Bogtrotter?
Lost your appetite?
BRUCE: Well, yes. I’m full.
TRUNCHBULL: I will tell you when you are full, and I say that criminals like you are not full until you
have eaten the entire cake!
BRUCE: But—
TRUNCHBULL: No buts. Eat!
MISS HONEY: Headmistress, he’ll be sick—
TRUNCHBULL: He should have thought of that before he decided to steal my cake!
(Bruce finishes the ENTIRE cake…Miss Honey jumps up and screams.)
MISS HONEY: Go on Brucie! Yes! Yes! (The kids gasp.) (Miss Honey says to Trunchbull…) Sorry, Miss
Trunchbull. I got carried away.
(Trunchbull smiles and heads to Bruce.)
TRUNCHBULL: Oh, that’s alright, Jenny. We all get carried away sometimes. Even me. Well done,
Bogtrotter. Good show. (Bruce has no idea what to say. So he nods a smile to her. She returns it and
then heads to the door. He has got away with it…But…the Trunchbull stops. Turns. Looks at him.)
Well? Come along, Bogtrotter.
BRUCE: What? Where?
TRUNCHBULL: Oh, did I not mention? That was the first part of your punishment. There’s more. The
second part. And the second part is…chokey!
BRUCE: What?

MISS HONEY: No, Miss Trunchbull please, you can’t!

TRUNCHBULL: Do you think I would allow myself to be defeated by these maggots? Did you? Who do
you think I am, Miss Honey? A weakling? An idiot? You? (The Trunchbull storms back to Bruce and grabs
him by the wrist.)
BRUCE: No, please! Not that! Don’t take me to chokey. Not that! Nooooo!
MATILDA: That’s not right!

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------NEW SELECTION #4— Mrs. Phelps, Matilda, Acrobat, Escapologist
Be ready to read for any of these roles.
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!

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. (Mrs. Phelps blows her nose, devastated.) And then…things got worse.
MRS PHELPS: Worse? Oh, no, Matilda, they can’t get worse!
MATILDA: I’m afraid they did. Because the Escapologist was so kind that he never blamed the evil sister
for what happened. In fact, he asked her to move in and help look after his daughter. She was nothing
but cruel to the little girl, beating her if she ever did anything wrong. But always in secret, so that the
Escapologist never suspected a thing
MRS PHELPS: (jumping up) Let’s call the police!
MATILDA: Mrs. Phelps, it’s…it’s just a story.
MRS PHELPS: What? (remembering herself) Oh, yes, of course. I’d better go.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------NEW SELECTION #5—Mrs. Wormwood, Miss Honey, Rudolpho
Be ready to read for any of these roles.
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 want. (inviting Miss Honey inside) This is Rudolpho, he’s my
dance partner. We’re rehearsing.
RUDOLPHO: Ciao.

MISS HONEY: Ah, parle Italiano? Bene.

RUDOLPHO: What? (to Mrs. 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 class 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. Looks are more important than
books. Now, look at you, look at me. You chose books, I chose looks. Good day.

