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MY DADDY SAYS I'M A BORE . V.G‘ ‘S.

MY MUMMY SAYSI'M A JUMPED-UP LITTLE GERM

THAT KID5 LIKE ME SHOULD BE AGAINST THE LAW.
MY DADDY BAYS | SHOULD LEARN TO S8HUT MY PIE HOLE 6

NOONE LIKES A SMART-MOUTHED GIRL LIKE ME
MUM BAYS I'M A GOOD CASE FOR FOPULATION CONTROL . M l M

DAD SAYS 1 SHOULD WATCH MORETV

MR WORMWOOD bursts in, pushing past Malilda, .
The Wormtepod's Living Room, ¢ M ' W

MR WORMWOOD

Yes, sir. That's right, sir. One hundyed and fifty five brand new luxury cars, sir.
(istenis)

‘Are they good runmers’? Let's put it this way... you wouldn't beat them in a race.
HE lmughs hugely ot s fanny joke. But there is silence from the other end of the bine.
He glops lnughing, inonedintely,

N, sir, yos, sir, they are good runners sir, yes, sin indeed, sin 50, orm... how much

exoctly =7
Swddenly theve is a scremnt, HE panics, nearly drops the phone, turns ground. MRS
WORMWOOD (the seurce of the seromn) stunds horrified, stering ad MATILDA, whe
gits medding a book,

MRS WORMWOOD
Harry!
MR WORMWOOD
Hartg ore
MRS WORMWOOD

Look at this, she’s reading a book. That's ot normal for a five year old. 1 think she

might be an idiot.

MATILDA

Listen to this "It wag Hie best of times, it was the worst of Himes, [t was the age of

wisdortme"

Her MOTHER screams, covers her enrs.
MR WORMWOOD

Stop scaring your mother with that book, boy!

MATILDA
I'm a girl.

=
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MRS WORMWOOD
it's not normal for a girl to be all thinking,..
MR WORMWOOD
{into the phone)
I'm gonna call you straight back
thangs up, turning to his wife)
Would you please shutup! I'm trying to pull off the biggest business deal of my life
and 1 have to listen to this,
SHE is shocked, but HE persists,
It's your fault; you spend us into frouble and you expect me to get us put. What am
I, a flaming escapologist?
MRS WORMWOOD
Escapologist he says! What about me then? 1've got a whole house to look after -
dinners don't microwave themselves you know! If you're an escapologist I must be
an acrobat to balance that lot—the world’s greatest acrobat. 1 am off to bleach my
roots and 1 shan't be talking to you for the rest of the evening, you... horrid little
man/
MR WORMWOOD
But I'm: going to make us rich!
MRS WORMWOQOD
(stops)
Rich?
{turns)
How rich?
MR WORMWOOD
Very rich. Russian businessmen. Very, very stupid. Your genius husband is going to sell
thern one hundred and fifty five knackered old bangers as... brand new luxury cars!
MATILDA
But that's not fafrl The cars will breal denvn, what about the Russians?
MR WORMWOOD
Fair? Listen to the boy!
MATILDA
'ty a girl.
MR WORMWOOD
Fair does not get you anywhere, you thick-headed twitbrainl All f can say is thank
heavens Michael has inherited his old man’s brains, eh son?

Cocurmnents
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MICHAEL
Mi-chael.
MRS WORMWOOD
Hmm. Well, I shall take the money when you earnit. And 1 shall spend it. Butl
shan't enjoy it because of the despicable way in which you have spoken to me

& tonight.
%’( SHE lenvies, Beat, HE rounds ort Matilda.

#la~tutre Lo Nauyvhity

MR WORMWOOD

This is your fault! With your stupid books and your stupid reading]
MATILDA

What? But 1 didn’t do anything! That's not right!

MR WORMWOOD
Right! Right! I tell you something; you're off to school in a few days time and you
won't be getting ‘right’ there, Ohno. Iknow your headmistress Agatha
Trunchbull = and I've told her all about you and your smarty pants idens.

{eoming eloser)

Great big strong scary woman she is, used to compete in the Olympics, throwing the
hammer. Imagine what she's going to do to a horrible, squeaky little goblin like you, boy.

MATILDA
' a girl..,
MR WORMWOOD
Now get off to bed you little... bookworml
MATILDA goes to her room. Alone. Picks up a book.

t2 — M “1“

MATILDA
JACK AND JILL WENT UF THE HILL
TO FETCH A PAIL OF WATER, 80 THEY SA’Y

THEY NEVER STOOD A CHANCE - THEY WERE WRITTEN THAT WAY.
INNOCENT VICTIMS OF THEIR STORY.

LIKE ROMEO AND JULIET,
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MRS PHELPS MK wl
Goodbye Miss Honey. And good luck with the Tolstoy. .

#2320 — Geod Luck With The Tol

stoy

MISS HONEY alinost brumps into Mahilde. A moment. Leaves. PM?"

As T'was saying, Matilda, F'm not hinting, but if you did happen to have a story you

wartted to tell me, I could — ‘ .k
MATILDA de

Who was that lady?

MRS PHELFPS
That lady? That was Miss Honey. She's going to be your teacher.
MATILDA
That lady... that lady is my..?
MRS PHELPS
wer, Noaw look, are you going to tell me o story o nat?
MATILDA

(still far atay)
Cnoe upon a time..

$ - ‘n.'-tf'rr‘ \{mh )

MRS PHELFS gives n squenk of delight. Runs to gef some elitivs for them to sit ot a
largu one for her a soall one for Matildy, bt MATILDA leaps up on e big one to el
the stary. With o other option MRS PHELPS sif on the small one.
Onee upon a time the byo 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 seetmed as if shie could actually fly-fell i Jove and got marred.

They performed some of the must 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 sald that cats would purr as they passed them and 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 shiny white scarf that the acrobat always
ware —for then they knew they had only to cry "tricks, tricks” and the great
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performers would instantly oblige, with the most spectacular show, just for them,

them, they were sad,
ACROBAT
WE HAVE EVERYTHING..
MATILDA
"We have everything that the warld has to offer’ said the wife
ESCAPOLOGIST
WE HAVE EVERYTHING...
MATILDA
‘But we do not have the ane thing in e world we want wost’,
ESCAPOLOGIST & ACROBAT
BUT THE ONE THING..,
MATILDA
‘We dp uot have a oild.’
ESCAPOLOGIST
PATIENCE, MY LOVE.
MATILDA
“‘Patience, my love’ the husbund replied " is on our side. Eves tinre loves ne’
MRS PHELPS
Oh Matitdal
MATILDA
But time is the one thing no-one is master of. And as time passed they grew quite
old and still they had no child. At night they listened to the silence of thelr big
enpty house and they would imagine how beautiful it would be if it was filled with
the sounds of a child playing,
MRS PHELPS
Matilda, this is very sad.
MATILDA
MRS PHELPS
Don't you darel

MATILDA
Their sadness overwhelmed them and drew thern on to ever more dangerous feats,
as their work became the only place they could escape the inescapable tragedy of
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their lives. And so it was they decided to perform the most dangerous feat ever
known to man.
MATILDA & ESCAPOLOGIST (OFF)
It is called' ...
MATILDA
said the husband, announcing the event to the world's press who had gathered to
listen with bated breath..,

“The Burning Wennan Hurling Through The Air With Dynamite In Her Hoir Over Sharks
And Spiky Objects, Caught By The Man Locked In The Cage. AND... it is the most
dungerons fent ever known to mm’
Applruse, dwers, fanfare. Pause.
MATILDA & ACROBAT (OFF)
‘It is onr destiny,*
MATILDA
said his wife smiling sadly and slipping her hand into his
MATILDA & ACROBAT (OFF)
‘it is where the loneliness of life hus led us'.
MRS PHELPS gusps, Stlence
MRS PHELPS
Well? What happened?
MATILDA

L.. 1 dori’t know. Not yet, anyway.

MRS PHELFS
What? But L., isn't there some more, T mear just & little bit. Isn't there a little bit
more?

DA gets up to go. MRS PHELPS gels a grip, stinds,

Well. I suppose your mother will be waiting for you. Is she here? I'd love to meet
her actually, maybe I could -

MATILDA
Bye, Mrs Phelps. I'll see you tomorrow.
MRS PHELPS
After your first day at school.
The schvol gates.

Sound of a klaxon. SMALL KIDS come on, shaking, scared, lovking around.

=
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Suddendy SHE kitocks.

— TRUNCHBULL . ,rY “/w\" b\l\“

For n second SHE considers runming away, but then SHE goes it
Well don't just stand there like o wet tissue, get on with it

[rienciibend] Qffiee

MI155 HONEY
Well, yes, Miss Trunchbull there's, in, in, in, in my ¢lass that is, there is, Mat, a little
girl called Matilda Wormwood, and -
TRUNCHBULL
Daughter of Mr Harry Wormwood who owns Wormwood Motars. Excellent man.
Told me to walch 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?
Beat,
HONEY
Bambiniatum est miaggitum.
TRUNCHBULL
Bambinatum est maggitum, Children are maggots,
Int faet it must have been her who pat that stink bomb under my desk this morning,
U1l have her for that, Thank you for sugpesting it.
MISS HONEY
But I didn't...
Miss Trunchbull; Matilda Wormwood is & genius,
TRUNCHBULL
{heut)
Nonsense! Haven't I just told you that she Is a gangster?
MISS HONEY
She knows her times tables.
TRUNCHBULL
So she's learnt a few tricks..

=
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MISS HONEY
But she can read!
TRUNCHBULL
So can I
MISS HONEY
I have to tell you, Headmistress, that in my opinion this little girl should be placed in
the top form with the eleven year olds.
TRUNCHBULL
What? But she is a squib, a shrimp, an un-hatched tadpole. We cannot just ‘place

her in with the eleven year oldy’ —what kind of society would that be? What about
rules, Honey, rules?

I believe that Matilda Wormwood is an exception to the rules.
TRUNCHBULL
An exception?

do-o he Hamaoey

\ To the rules?

In my school?
o LOOK AT THESE TROPHIES,
SER HOW MY TROFHIES

GLEAM IN THE SUNLIGHT?
SEE HOW THEY SHINE?

WHAT DO YOU THINK IT

TOOK TO BECOME ENCGLISH
HAMMER-THROWING

CHAMPION 1964

DO YOU THINK IN THAT MOMENT
WHEN MY BIG MOMENT CAME
THAT I YREATED THE RULES

WITH CASUAL DISDAIN?

WELL?
LIKE HELL.

ASISTEPPED UP TGTHE CIRCLE, DID § CHANGE MY PLAN?
HUH? WHAT?
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HE goes to take Jtis hut off; bt finds it s stuck to lis head, podls at hat, Again but

finds it is stuck. @ m \NM
What the? \S g

Furious bout of pulling off trying to pull hat off. Yonks it down, then np, but nothing.

HE begins to panic, yanking his hat ferocionsly. Remerybers wechaic, whe is stmwling © Q,‘Xb O
Hhers staving ot him. Pause,

I'm gonna leave this on. Looks like rain,

MISS HONEY gt the WORMWOQOD'S FRONT DOOR,
Hesitates, kiocks.

MRS WORMWOOD
Who is it?

: MISE HONEY
Oh, yes, er hello, my name is Miss Honey, - Matildn's teacher?
MRS WORMWOOD
Bit busy right now..
MISS HONEY
It will only take @ moment...
Oh, well, come in if you must,
SHE shots Miss Honey in. RUDOLPHO is inglife. He wears very tight fronsers and
wtiery so oftent a litle dartee move bursts out of hitw like o nérpous éaction. He looks
shightly miffed at being dishorbed,
This is Rudolpho. s nothing like that, lie's my dance partner. We're reheatrsing,
RUDOLPHO
Ciao,
Miss HONEY
Ah, parle ltalfano? Bene. Clao, Rudolpho, piacere. Come stai?
RUDOLPHO
{beat)
What?
(to Mrs Wormoed)
Who is this, babe? You know what interruptions do to my energy flow.
MRS WORMWOOD
What do you want, Miss Chulney?

=
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MI155 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 stap her reading then, Lord knows we've tried,
RUDOLPHO
I'm in the zong, doll. 1can feel it in my hips. Don’t waste this.
MRS WORMWOOD
V' not in favour of gitls getting all dever pants, Miss Hussey. A girl should think
about make-up and hair dye, Looks are more important than books, Now, look at
you, Jook at me. You chese books, I chose locks,
L. beg your pardon?
RUDOLPHO
Babus, F'm on five here, pleasel
MIS8 HOMEY
But Matilda can caleulnte complicatod figures in her head in an instant!
RUDCGLPHO
Calenlate this!
HE does & particalarly extrovagant nowe.
MRS WORMWOOD
{applastding)
Oy, fantasticol
MISS HONEY
Her mind is incredible, with a little help from us she could —
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 1O THINK THAT PEOPLE LIKE PEOPLE WHAT ARE CLEVER,
T8 VERY QUAINT, F1"S VERY SWEET, BUT WRONG.

PEOFLE DON'T LIKE SMARTY PANTS WHAT GO
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Pm not guilty, I didn't do anything!

TRUNCHBULL
You are guilty because you are a fiend! You are a crovk, you are a thief and I'shall
crush youl I shall pound youl
Rumbie.

Rumble,

You shall be destrayed!
BRUCE lets aut a trioly enormous Iirp, but really, really enovmous, it goes on for ever.
It hovers abowe i

BRUCE
It was the biggest burp 1 had ever done. It was the biggest burp I had ever heard,
the biggest burp 1 had ever heard about. It was like the entire world went silent for
that burp to exist, ns a huge cloud of chocolaty gas wafted from my mouth and
drifted... across the class...

It drifis aervoss the dass,
Past Lavender..
Past Alice...
Past Matilda...

Dirifis past Matilda.
and then, my great big beautiful chocolaty burp, which now seemed to have a mind
of its awn, wafted full into the face of the Trunchbull.

MI8S TRUNCHBULL is hit by the hitrp. Pause.

TRUNCHBULL

Bruce Bogtrotter..,

The TRUNCHBULL forgets Matildn, advances on Bruce,

BRUCE

Yes, Miss?

TRUNCHBULL
You liked my cake, didn’t you, Bruce?
BRUCE
Yes, Miss Trunchbull, and I'm very sorry, but—
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TRUNCHBULL
Oh, as long as you enjoyed the cake, that's the main thing,
BRUCE
Isit?
TRUNCHBULL
Yes, Bogtrotter, it is.
BRUCE
Oh. Well.. I did.
Beat,
Thank you,
TRUNCHBULL
Wonderful. Marvellous. That makes me so happy, it gives me x warm glow in my
lower intesting.
{enlfing aut)
Oh, Con-ook!
The COOK enters, carrying o massive chocolnte coke with one stice missing. SHE
planks the eake in frant of Brace, HE stores at it
What's the matter, Boglrotter? Lost your appetite?
BRUCE
Well, yes. I'mfull.
Oh, 1o, you're not full, 1 will tell you when you are full and T say that criminals like
you are not full until you have eaten the entire cakel
BRUCE
But-
TRUNCHBULL
No, buty, you haven't got time for bul: eat!
BRUCE
But [ can't eat it all!
MI8S HONEY
Headmistress, he'll be sick...
TRUNCHBULL
He should’ve thought of that before he made a pact with Satan and decided to steal
iy cake!

EATT
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LAVENDER
Hello, 'm Lavender by the way. Matilda's best friend, There's a bit coming up
that's all about me.

Well, not exactly about me, but I play a big part in it. But I'm not gonna say what
happens because T don't want to spoil it for you.

Pase,
Alright, look, what T do is I volunteer to get the Trunchbull a jug of water. And
then...

No! Idon't want to tell you any more becanse | don't want to ruin itl
Pause, Btarts to go. o
Well on the way back I find a niewt. Anewtis like a really ugly Hzard that lives in
water, se I pick it up and~Nol Iwill not say any more!
Stnrts to go, but really this time.
l-ﬁrigaing to put the newt in the Trunchbull's jug! It's going to be brilliamt!

#15 - Wien'l 7,,_(57'.*"‘ oo Ll '

BRUCE

WHEN I GROW UF

{ WILL BE TALL ENOUGH TO REACH THE BRANCHES

THAT I KEED TO REACH

TEF CLIMA THE TREES YOU GET TO CLIME WHEN YOU'RE GROWN UR
BRUCE & TOMMY

AND WHEN [ GROW UP

1 WILL BE SMART ENOUGH TO ANSWER ALL

THE QUESTIONS THAT YOU NEED TG KNOW

THE ANSWERS TO BEFORE YOU'RE GROWN U
ERIC & AMANDA

AND WHEN I GROW UP
1 WILL BAT SWEETS EVERY DAY DN THE WAY TO WORK
AND I WILE GO TO BED LATE EVERY NIGHT
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TRUNCHBULL .
Quiet! T()mmy

LAVENDER hands over the jug

o

I don't think this is teaching at all, I think it's just cruelty! e ‘ h
That is because you, Miss Honey, are pathetic.
Pours water, Drinks "(m M\/\bW\(‘ |

You are wet. You are weak.

- .
Pours waker. Drinks ‘ MC
You are, in fact, a snivelling... little... e
Pours water. The newt plops in. ‘ M A—h AA

v BEWE?

gather roured.
Newt! Newt! 1t ae

NIGEL
What is it?
TOMMY
Oh, it's disgusting! It's a snakel
HORTENSIA
Watch out Miss Trunchbull, it's gotng to bitel
4 ALICE
I bet it's polsonous
MIS5 HONEY
Quiet, children, please!
Stlence, The TRUNCHBULL is transfixed.
Suddenly SHE whirls and points a hmge finger e only child who has not moved
{roho happens o be ERIC).
TRUNCHBULL
You
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ERIC
What? No, not me, I didn‘t—
TRUNCHBULL
Cockroach! You did this, you vile, repulsive, malicious little sinner!
SHE grabs Eric by the ears.
ERIC
Owl No, stop!
TRUNCHBULL
What's that, Maggot? Stop? When we're only just getting started...
SHE begins to yank on Eric’s eqrs.

ERIC
Ah, ah, ow!
- MI88 HONEY
Miss Trunchbull don't, pleasel You'll pull his ears off!
TRUNCHBULL
{Hhrough the exertion)

I have discoverid, Miss Honey, through many years of experimentation that the cars
of small boys do not come off =they stretch. In fact I think I can feel these ones..,
stretehing... now!

MISS HONEY
Miss Trunchbull, no!
TRUNCHBULL yanks, and Eric’s ears do in fact stretch,
ERIC
Ahhkhlhhhl Stop, stop!
But SHE readies herself for wnother yank, another strekcht. Suddenly MATILDA stinds up.

MATILDA

{standing up)
Leave him alone, you BIG FAT BULLY

C#18 = Qued

Gasp from Hie CLASS, TRUNCHBULL too, ke aback. SHE drops Evie, wito
scampers back to fds seat. For a moment she s speechless.
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Anodilter yelp, runs somewhere else. * WSS lﬂl'm

I've got a newt in my knickers! '
SHE ruts at the kids, desperate fo get the newt ont M k“l A
®
Pve got a newt in my knickers! A
Runs off scremming, with o newt in her knickers.
Pause, MISS HONEY looks back at H class,
MISS HONEY

Well, That was interesting.
I think we'd all better go home, While we still con,

CLASS chicers vuns off. All excopt MATILDA who hasn't moved a mascle,
Matilda?
' MATILDA
Watch,
MATILDA goes fo the glass, stands it up.

MISSE HONEY
Matilda, I think it would be wise to go before..,
MATILDA
Watch, Please.
Concmitrales. Silence, The glass tps over. MISS HONEY jionps. Sl goes vver fo
the glass, Picks it wp, Exomrines i Looks under the desk. Looks af the glass again.
Looks at Matilda.
I moved it with my eyes.
Am Istrange?
Beat. MISS HONEY stares at her, dumbifnmnded. Thea..,

MI155 HONEY
How do you fancy a nice cup of tea?

#IS{!L—. Walk to ‘.‘\”Ifii:?".}ifﬂl.‘rv‘."llj."_ﬂ .

THEY walk, Hrrough hedgerows, woods, gledes with flowers.

MATILDA
What do you think it is? This thing with my eyes?
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MI55 HONEY
... can’t pretend that 1 know, Matilda. But [ don't believe we should be frightened of
it 1think 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?
Beat.

MI8S 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. Very, He is very proud. He's very, very, very proud. He's always saying
‘Matilda, I am very proud te have a daughter as...
Beat.
That's not true, Miss Honey. That's not what he says. He's not proud at all. He calls
me a fiar and a cheat and a nasty little creep.
Miss HONEY
I sew,
THEY hawe arrived at the cottage. They enter,
Heve we are; home, sweet hame,
MATILDA
Ara you poor?
MISS HONEY
Yes. Yes, [am. Very
MATILDA
Don't they pay teachers very much?
MISs HONEY
Well, they don't, actually. But L am even poorer than most, because of...

g0 My Housel Dol

other reasons. You see I used fo live with iy aunt. But one day I was out walking
and [ carme across this old shed =1 fell completely in love with it 1ran to the farmer
and begged him to let me movein, He thought I was mad! But he agreed and I've
lived here gver since.
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MATILDA
But Miss Honey, you can’t live in a shed!
MISS HONEY
I'm ot strong like you, Matilda, You see, my father died when | was young,
Magnus was his name, He was very kind. But when he was gene, 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. She‘d written everything down: every tea bag, every electricity bill,
every Hin of beans. And she made me sign a contract to pay her back every penny.
8he even produced a document that said my father had given her his entive house,
MATILDA
But did he really do that? Magnus, | mean, Did he really just give her his house?
MISS HONEY
1 don't know. But I find it hard to believe. Just like 1 connot belivve that he would
hawve... killed himself, which is what she sald happened.
Sudden gasp from MATILDA, renlisation.

MATILDA
You think, you think she... did him in, don’t you, Miss Honey?
MISs HONEY
L.. cannot say, Matilda. All 1know is that years of being bullied by that woman
minde me... well, pathetic; I was trapped.
MATILDA
And that's why yon live here,
MI18S HONEY
THIS ROOR KEEPS ME DRY WHEN THE RAIN FALLS.
THIS DOOR HELFS TO KEEP THE COLD AT BAY,
ON THIS FLOOR I CAN STAND ON MY OWN TWO FEET.

ON THIS CHAIR [ CAN WRITE MY LESSONS

ON THIS PILLOW | CAN DREAM MY NIGHTS AWAY
AND THIS TABLE, A5 YOU CAN SEE,

WELL, IT'% FERFECT FOR TEA

IT ISN“F MUCH, BUT I'f 18 ENOUGH FOR ME.

1T BN'T MUCH, BUT IT 35 ENOUGH

MATILDA

But Miss Honey, she’s got your father's house, she's got everything that's yours.
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MISS HONEY
That wouldn't work, Matilda, it'd be my word against hers! And they would never

believe she was capable of murder. . H * Y
MATILDA O ran

But why? She was so cruel to you, she beat you, she shouted at you, she locked you .
up in tiny cupboards and threw you in cellars, ° M

MI18S HONEY
Stop Matilda, pleasel ° uom AW

MATILDA
Miss Honey, your aunt’s a murderer! She killed Magnus, whe is she? m & I
AUNT / TRUNCHBULL

a contract Is 8 conkract is a contract! M &
MATILDA

Miss Trunchbulll ‘r m
Thet Kaxow sounds, The TRUNCHBULL, wadting, her medals eletched lo her bosom, [ I l . \i

The CHILDREN file in, shocked, l
- |C€,
TRUNCHBULL

. : ’ ’ x ) °
In this world, children, there are two types of human being. The winners and the . M “h ‘ A A

losers. Tam a winner, [ play by the rules and I win. Butif 1 play by the roles and ...
do not win, then something is wrong, something is not working, And when
something is wrong you have to put it right. Even if it screams.

MISS HONEY stiids glarfitg at the TRUNCHBULL, SHE notices.
What are you looking at?

MIS5 HONEY

You,

Beat. TRUNCHBLILL is momentarily fakers aback, but curries on,
TRUNCHBULL
This class is going to have a very special spelling test. Any child who gets one single
answer wrong, shall.., go.. to chokey.

Tl CLASS e horrified,

(Poluting at Erie)
Youl Spell, oh now, let me see.. Spell newt.

ERIC

{shauds)
Newt, N-E-W-T. Newt.
Bent.
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TRUNCHBULL
What?
ERIC
Miss Honey’s taught us, She's very good at teaching,
TRUNCHBULL
Nonsensel Miss Honey is too soft and peachy to be good at anything, any moron
can see that!
{pointting nt Hortensin)
You! Stand up, turn aveund and spell the one thing that you all are... revalting
HORTENSIA
Revolting, R-E-VORL-T-1N=G, Revolting,
TRUNCHBULL
You're cheating!
MISE HONEY
OF course she's not choating, she's simply spelling the ward!
TRUNCHBULL
These litte specks of dust can’t be this clever, they are worms!
MISS HONEY
I've taught them, that's all. With kindness and patience and respect.
TRUNCHBULL
How dare you bring those words into my classroom, madam? You know nothing of
teaching and I shall prove it.
{pointing at Lavender)
You! Filthbog! Stictnose! Bpell.. Amchellakamanialseptricolistimosis.
MI1SS HONEY
What? But that's not a word, you just made it upl
TRUNCHBULL
8pell. Or go to chokey. And I should warn you; it has silent letters...
LAVENDER
CAM-CH-E. LLA
LAVENDER hesitates.
TRUNCHBULL
Oh dear. Oh deary, deary, dear—
LAVENDER

K?
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TRUNCHBULL

Im sosorry. It was asilent Z, You're. Going. To chokey!

#I0h — Nigel's Tl

The TRUNCHBULL begins to drag her off.
Suddenly NIGEL stands.
NIGEL
Cat; C-A. B Cat.
The TRUNCHBULL turns, glares at hipt.

L. 1 got it wrong, Miss. You have to put me in chokey too.

TRUNCHBULL
Whaaaot..2?
ERIC
(shamding)
Dog: D-Y-F. Dog. And me,
AMANDA
(starding)
Table; X, A, B EY. And me.
TRUNCHBULL
What are you daing? What's going on? Stop this!
HORTENSIA
{stariding)
You can’t put us all in Chokey, Banana; GeT-A-A«B-L
TRUNCHBULL
Noy, na, what are you doing, stop, this, do you hear?
TOMMY
‘ (stamding)
Maggots; T-5-P-A-D-Y-F
LAVENDER
(standing)
Snotnose U-T-0-0-0-0-0
TRUNCHBULL

Stop stop, this is—
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ALICE
(starding)
Naughty P-U-F-T-Y-X-N
MATILDA
{stamding)
Big fat bully, P-Y-T-L-F-D-RV-5-W
ALL

{standing)

Revolting! P-X-Q-Q-0Q-AST-1-2-3-4-82-X! REVOLTING!
fogf: eacophony of bad spelling all shouted at THE TRUNCHBULL. For a moment
SHE loaks defented, everypohere she furns, a vebellious squit. Then suddenly she pulls

ot a lever. Muossive clunking sound all wronnd. THEY frevze, begin to climb down off
iy desks, scared, an enovmous mechardenl change tikiug ploce around them. 1t stops.,

ﬂw TRUNCHBULL
{rimvicking)

“Your have to put me in chokey toe. "You can't put us all in chokey, Miss’,

Cotne now maggots. Did you think Ibadn't thought of that?
SHE pulle out a vemote control, flips o doot. There {8 a bwtion,  She presses the bution,
to reveal o wwhole arvay of chokeys. THEY are stunited, THE TRUNCHBULL turns to
the audience,

I've been busy...
(betck to i kids)
A whole array of eliokeys! One for each and every one of youl And now that our

little spelting test s aver I con tell you that esch and every one of you lias failed!
You see children in this world there are two types of human beings,

winners and losers and T am a...
NIGEL
The chalk! Look, the chalk!
THEY all stop and follow his gaze. At the othier end of the roon the chalk is floating in
the air Iy the blnckbonrd.

TRUNCHBULL

What..?
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SERGEI
I like you Matilda; you seem smart. Sadly, in my line of work [ don't often get to
meet smart people like you, Mest of the people I deal with, their thinking is all

backwards. .
MICHAEL ' N

Backwards!

Sin o H#Td = Backiardsi g e PR

Buat. EVERYONE furus to the bookshelves. SBERGE nods o s wen ond they drag
The Worsrwoods out, throwing Mr Werwood at Serget’s feet. He glowers at lim,
then looks back ut Matildo.,
SERGE!
E¢ Dajzn Pukrevde siemyvo wnere Tsabsa uisa, Do, Priygtno poznakgmitsa s takey pomn-noy
de-rachikoy,
{(And she even covers for her rat of a father. Yes, itis a pleastere to meet such a child)
MATILDA
Spasecha. Mne to-zhe privetna paznahomitse sVami.
{Thank you. And it is a pleasure to mect you, too.)
Stiddenly the RUSSIANS stop. THEY titrn fo Matilda.

SERGE]
Ty.. by gavarish pa-rooski?
{You... you speak Russion?)
MATILDA
Ne-tak farashe kak-be uine hatelns'. E-ta krastout yazik, poctamin g budy staratsa izuchat’
e 1 dal'she,
(Not as well as [ would like to. 1t's a beautiful language so 1 hope to learn as much
a5 1 can)
SERGEI]
Matilda, whe taught you how to speak Russian?
MATILDA
Well I taught myself, I suppose. I was reading Dostoyevsky and 1 just thought it
would be better to read it in the language it was written in.

Hatee times), The MEN all how,

SERGEI]
I am Sergei.
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(SERGE])

It is truly an honour to meet you Matilda Wormwood.,

Beat. HE considers, looks at Mr Wormwood, then Matilda,
Matilda, your father has been stupid and rude to both of us, yes? 1can very easily
have one of my friends, . teach him manners, And one day, when he leaves hospital,
he will still be stupid, but not so rude, 1 think, | give this as a gift to you, What do
you say?

Paise, MATILDA frinks. Really thinks,

MATILDA

Mr Serged, this Is a very tempting offer. But he is my father. And I am his daughter,
I think I've had enough of revenge.

SERGET congirlers, Secms fo be finding the idea of letting go of Mr Wormzmood very

difficutt. But HE kneels, takes Mutilda's hand,

BERGYI
THIS LITTLE GIRL,
THIE MIRACLE,
MATIL... DA,
HENCHMAN 1

Da?t

HENCHMAN 2 & 3
Dn?
HENCHMAN 4 4 5
DAY
THEY Tift iheir bats to pound Mr Wornrwood,
SERGEI]
Nol
THEY Stap.
Stotee dilayeslt
{What are you doing?)
HENCHMAN 1
Yu dummel voysknzalay ‘da’
(I thought you said ‘yes").

HENCHMAN 2
Ya toezhal dustinel stohon kuzal “de’
(1 thought he said "yes as well).




