
Matilda - Audition Information and Callbacks 

 
Thank you for auditioning for Spotlight Studios production of Matilda. We really appreciate your time, talent and 

patience! 
 

Callbacks will be held Thursday January 16. You will receive an email if you need to come to callbacks. Note that if you 

are not invited to callbacks, it does not mean you aren’t being considered for a role. 
 

Please be patient as we assemble the cast list. If you are to be offered a part, you will receive an email by the end of day 

Friday January 17.  
 

Please also understand that we have a limited number of parts to fill. Depending on audition turn-out, not everyone who 

auditions will be cast. We hope this doesn’t deter you from audition for future shows and we thank you for your 

understanding. 
 

If you have questions, please contact Artistic Director John Barthelmes at john.barthelmes@gmail.com.  

 
==================================================================================================== 

At the Auditions 

 
Please dress ready to dance, with shoes you can dance in. At the auditions, students will be taught a short segment of a 

song from the show as well as a short dance routine. They will be asked to perform the song, the dance (in a group) and a 

scene from the packet below. Depending on audition turn out, we may not need the student the entire time, however arrive 

promptly as the songs and dances will be taught first. 

 
==================================================================================================== 

Character List 
 

Matilda Wormwood. An imaginative girl who is clever and wise far beyond her years. She has a thirst for learning that 

cannot be quenched. 

Miss Agatha Trunchbull. The tyrannical headmistress at Matilda's school who despises children. 

Miss Honey. Matilda's kindhearted teacher. She is tired of living in fear under Miss Trunchbull.  

Mr. Wormwood. Matilda's uncaring father. A slimy, greedy used-car salesman.  

Mrs. Wormwood. Matilda's self-absorbed, negligent mother and an amateur ballroom dancer. 

Michael Wormwood. Matilda's older brother. He is not very bright and favored by their parents. 

Bruce. Matilda's classmate. He is subject to extreme punishment by Miss Trunchbull. 

Lavender. Matilda's classmate and friend. 

Mrs. Phelps. A nice librarian.  

The Escapologist. A character in a story Matilda tells to Mrs. Phelps who comes to life in their imagination.  

The Acrobat. A character in a story Matilda tells to Mrs. Phelps who comes to life in their imagination.  

Rudolpho. Mrs. Wormwood's ballroom dance partner.  

Doctor. Mrs. Wormwood's Doctor when she goes into labor with Matilda.  

Children's Entertainer. A party entertainer at the start of the show. 

Ensemble. Cook, Henchman 1, Henchman 2, Henchman 3, Kids (Amanda, Nigel, Eric, Alice, Hortensia, Tommy), 

Parents. 



AUDITION SCENE 1: BRUCE 

Okay! Look! All right! I stole the cake. And honestly, I was really, definitely, sort of, almost thinking about owning up. 

Maybe. But the thing was, I was having a lot of trouble with my belly. You see, the Trunchbull's cake was so good that I'd 

scoffed it down too quick, and now it was beginning to fight back. Oops! See! (BURP) 

It was the biggest burp I had ever done. It was the biggest burp I had ever heard. The biggest burp I had ever heard about! 

It was like the entire world went silent for that burp to exist. As a huge cloud of chocolate-y gas wafted from my mouth 

and drifted across the class. Past Lavender. Past Alice. Past Matilda. And then, my great, big, beautiful chocolate-y burp, 

which now seemed to have a mind of its own, wafted full into the face of the Trunchbull! 

 

AUDITION SCENE 2: DOCTOR and MRS. WORMWOOD 

DOCTOR: I think we should have a talk. 

(MRS WORMWOOD walks out from behind the curtain, heavily pregnant.) 

MRS. WORMWOOD: So, what is it? What's wrong with me? 

DOCTOR: Mrs. Wormwood, do you really have no idea? 

MRS. WORMWOOD: Gas? 

DOCTOR: Mrs. Wormwood, I want you to think very carefully. What do you think might be the cause of – this? 

MRS. WORMWOOD: (Gasp) Am I . . . Am I . . . Look, am I fat? 

DOCTOR: You're pregnant! 

MRS. WORMWOOD: What?! 

DOCTOR: You're going to have a baby. 

MRS. WORMWOOD: But I've got a baby! I don't want another one. Isn't there something you can do? 

DOCTOR: You're nine months pregnant! 

MRS. WORMWOOD: Antibiotics, or . . . Oh, my good Lord! What about the Bi-Annual International Amateur Salsa 

and Ballroom Dancing Championships? 

DOCTOR: A baby, Mrs. Wormwood. A child. The most precious gift the natural world can bestow upon us has been 

handed to you. A brand new human being! A life. A person. A wonderful new person is about to come into your life to 

bring love, and magic, and happiness, and wonder! 

 

AUDITION SCENE 3: MATILDA 

Once upon a time, the two greatest circus performers in the world – an escapologist who could escape from any lock that 

was ever invented, and an acrobat who was so skilled it seemed as if she could actually fly – fell in love, and got married. 

They performed some of the most incredible feats together anyone has ever seen. And people would come from miles 

around: kings! queens! celebrities! and astronauts! And not just to see their skill, but also to see their love for each other, 

which was so deep that it was said that cats would purr as they passed them, and dogs would weep with joy. 

The moved into a beautiful old house at the edge of town, and in the evenings, they would walk and take the air. And each 

night, the children of the town would wait in anticipation, hoping for a glimpse of the shiny white scarf that the acrobat 

always wore, for then they knew that they had only to cry, "Tricks! Tricks!" and the great performers would instantly 

oblige with the most spectacular show, just for them. 

But although they loved each other, although they were famous and everyone loved them, they were sad. 

 

 

 



AUDITION SCENE 4: MISS TRUNCHBULL and MISS HONEY 

MISS TRUNCHBULL: Don't just stand there like a wet tissue. Get on with it. 

MISS HONEY: Yes. Yes. Yes, Miss Trunchbull. There's, erm . . . In . . . In . . . In my class, that is, er, there is a little girl 

called Matilda Wormwood. And – 

MISS 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 and a gangster. 

MISS HONEY: Oh no, Headmistress. I don't believe Matilda's that kind of child at all. 

MISS TRUNCHBULL: What is the school motto, Miss Honey? 

MISS HONEY: "Bambinatum est magitum." 

MISS TRUNCHBULL: "Bambinatum est magitum." Children are maggots! 

MISS HONEY: Miss Trunchbull, Matilda Wormwood is a genius! 

MISS TRUNCHBULL: Nonsense. Haven't I just told you that she is a gangster? 

MISS HONEY: She knows her times tables. 

MISS TRUNCHBULL: So she's learned a few tricks. 

MISS HONEY: Oh, but she can read! 

MISS TRUNCHBULL: So can I! 

MISS HONEY: I have to tell you, Headmistress, that in . . . in . . . in my opinion, this little girl should be placed in the 

top form with the eleven-year olds! I believe that . . . Matilda Wormwood is an exception . . . to the rules. 

MISS TRUNCHBULL: An exception. To the rules. In my school? 

 

AUDITION SCENE 5: MR WORMWOOD 

Ladies and gentlemen! Hey. Before we, er, continue with proceedings, I would like to offer an apology for some of the 

things that have been going on here tonight. They are not nice things, and they are not right things. And I would like to 

state, guarrantorically, that we would not like any children who might be here tonight watching this to go home and try 

these things out for themselves. 

I am, of course, talking about reading books. Now, it is not normal for kids to behave in this fashion. It stunts the brain, it 

wears out the eyes; it makes kids ugly, stinky, fatty, sweaty Betty, boring, gaseous . . . and crucially, it gives them head 

lice of the soul. Under no circumstances do we condone such activities, and we do so utterly without reservoirs.  

 

AUDITION SCENE 6: MRS. WORMWOOD and MISS HONEY 

MRS. WORMWOOD: Who is it? 

MISS HONEY: Oh, er, hello. It's Miss Honey. Matilda's teacher? 

MRS. WORMWOOD: Bit busy right now! 

MISS HONEY: Oh, it will only take a moment. 

MRS. WORMWOOD: Oh, come in if you must. 

MRS. WORMWOOD: This is Rudolpho! Oh, it's nothing like that. He's my dance partner. We're rehearsing. What do 

you want, Miss Chutney? 

MISS HONEY: Oh, it's Miss Honey. Erm, well, as you know, Matilda is in the bottom class. And . . . And children in the 

bottom class aren't really expected to read. 

MRS. WORMWOOD: Well, then stop her reading! Lord knows we've tried. Look. I'm not in favor of girls getting all 

clever-pants, Miss Hussy. A girl should think about make-up and hair dye. Looks are more important than books. Now, 

look at you, and look at me. You chose books. I chose looks! 

MISS HONEY: But Matilda can calculate complicated figures in her head in an instant! Her mind is incredible. With a 

little help from us, she could go to university before she – 

MRS. WORMWOOD: Mind? Her mind? You really don't know anything, do you? Somewhere along the way, my dear, 

You've made an awful error. You oughtn't blame yourself now, come along. You seem to think that people like people 

what are clever. It's very quaint, it's very sweet, But wrong. People don't like smarty-pants what go 'round, Claiming that 

they know stuff we don't know. 



AUDITION SCENE 7: MISS TRUNCHBULL 

How dare you? You are not fit to be in this school madam. You ought to be in prison! In the deepest dankest darkest 

prison! I shall have you wheeled out strapped to a trolley with a muzzle over your mouth. I shall crush you. I shall 

pound you. I shall dissect you madam. I shall strap you down to a table and perform experiments on you. I shall feed you 

to the termites, and then I shall squash the termites into tiny fragments. And then I shall crush those tiny fragments into 

dust. And then I shall take the dust and feed it to the bloodworms. Then the bloodworms I shall feed to birds and the birds 

I shall release into the air and shoot them down with my 12 balled shotgun and so on, and so on, an infinitum madam, and 

infinitum. 

Miss Honey has allowed her weakness and filth to permeate through this miserable collection of excuses for children and 

you, madam, standing there before me like the squit of squids, are it’s beating heart. You are the axis of evil, you are the 

nexus of necrosis, you are a rotting lump of pure wrong. Do you hear? Are you listening? Are you listening madam? 

 

 


