
MATILDA THE MUSICAL 
 
WHAT TO PREPARE: 
PREPARE ONE SONG CUT AND ONE MONOLOGUE FROM BELOW 
 
 
CHOOSE ONE SONG CUT FROM BELOW: 
 
SONGS for MATILDA THE MUSICAL 
 
NAUGHTY 
“Romeo & Juliet”…. thru… you have to put it right” 
 
WHEN I GROW UP 
“when I grow up I will be tall”… thru… “I’ll be all grown up when I grow up” 
 
THE SMELL OF REBELLION 
m36 “the smell of rebellion… thru… stop the rot from setting in.” 
 
LOUD 
“No one’s gonna tell ya when to wiggle your bumba”… thru… “loud, loud, loud, 
loud, loud, loud, loud” 
 
MY HOUSE 
“this roof keeps me dry… thru… it isn’t much but it is enough for me” jump to key 
change “and when it’s cold and bleak”… to end 
 
ALL I KNOW 
“All I know I learnt from telly… thru… “just how clever a fella I am.” 
 
 
CHOOSE ONE MONOLOGUE FROM BELOW: 
 
MONOLOGUES for MATILDA THE MUSICAL 
 
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 stunts together that anyone had 
ever seen. And people would come for miles around, kings, queens, celebrities and 
astronauts. And not just to see their skills 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 that dogs 
would weep with joy. They moved into a beautiful old house on 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 shining white scarf that the 
acrobat always wore. For then they knew that only needed 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. 
 
Look, is this going to take much longer Doctor? I got a plane to catch at three. I’m 
competing in the Bi-annual International Amateur Salsa and Ballroom Dancing 
Championship in Paris. I’ve been training four hours a day for the last two years, and I 
can tell you one thing – if Jennifer Lyttleton thinks she’s walking off with the coveted 
Golden Shoe this year, she’s got another thing coming! I’ve got a secret weapon – 
Rudolpho. He’s part Italian you know. Very subtle and he has incredible upper body 
strength. So, what is it? What’s wrong with me? Wind? 
 
I had 155 knackered old bangers on my hands all polished up but the mileage on the 
clock telling the truth that each one was knackered. How could I possibly make the 
mileage go back? I couldn’t very well drive each car backwards could I? Yeah, when 
suddenly I had the most genius idea in the world. I ran to the workshop and grabbed a 
drill, and using my incredible mind I attached the drill to the speedometer of the first 
car, turned it on and then wacked it in reverse! Now, the drill flying round backwards a 
thousand times a second, and within a few minutes I produced the mileage on the old 
dust bucket to practically nothing! I then did that to every single car! 
 
Ok - look, alright – I stole the cake! And honestly – I was really definitely sort of almost 
thinking about owning up! Well… 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 scoffed it 
down too quick. And now it was beginning to fight back…[stomach rumbles loudly] 
Oops… see?... and then right in the middle of Matilda getting blamed… [pause] It was 
the biggest burp I’d ever done! It was the biggest burp I’d ever heard. It was the 
biggest burp I’d have heard about. It was like the entire world went silent for that burp 
to exist. As a huge cloud of chocolaty gas wafted from my mouth and drifted across 
the class… past Lavender, past Alice, past Matilda, and then, my great big beautiful 
chocolaty burp took on a mind of its own… and it flew into the face of The Trunchbull! 
 
In this world, children, there are two types of human being: the winners and the losers. I 
am a winner – I play by the rules and I win. But if I play by the rules and … do not win, 
then something is wrong. Something is not working. If something is wrong, we have to 
put it right, even if it screams. What are you looking at? This class is going to have a very 
special spelling test. Any child that gets one single answer wrong shall go to chokey! 
You! spell, now let me see, spell newt. 
 
Can I ask you a question? Do all those brains in your head give you a 
headache? I mean… it’s GOT to hurt… all squished in there… Well look – I’d better 
hang around, just in case… If they start to squeeze out of your ears, you’re going to 
need help! I’m Lavender, and I think it’s probably for the best if we’re best friends! 
 



Well they don’t actually pay teachers very much. But I’m even poorer than most 
because of other reasons. You see, I used to live with my aunt and one day I was out 
walking and I came across this old shed; I fell completely in love with it. I grabbed the 
farmer and begged him to let me move in. He thought I was mad and he agreed and 
I’ve lived here ever since. I’m not strong like you Matilda. You see, my father died when 
I was young. Magnus was his name. He was very kind. But when he was gone, my aunt 
became my legal guardian. She was mean and cruel and horrible, like you can hardly 
imagine. And when I got my job as a teacher, she suddenly presented me with a bill for 
looking after me all those years. She had written everything down, every teabag, every 
electricity bill, every tin of beans. She made me sign a contract to pay her back, every 
penny. She even used a document to say that my father had given her his entire house. 
 
I tell you something you are starting school in a few days time and you will not be 
getting ‘right’ there. Oh no. I know your headmistress – Agatha Trunchbull. And I’ve told 
her all about you and your smarty-pants ideas. Great big strong scary woman she is. 
Yeah used to compete in the Olympics – throwing the hammer! Just imagine what she’s 
going to do to a horrible squeaky little goblin like you. Get off to bed you nasty little 
bookworm! 
 
I needed to learn to read words to read sentences because basically a sentence is a 
big bunch of words. And if you can’t read sentences, you’ve got no chance of reading 
books. I love books. Last week I read quite a few. Nicholas Nickleby, Oliver Twist, Jane 
Erye, Tess of the D'Urbervilles, Lord of the Rings, The Invisible Man, The Secret Garden, 
Crime and Punishment, and… The Cat in the Hat! 
 
 
 


