
Trifles Audition Sides 

SIDE #1: MRS. PETERS/MRS. HALE  

MRS HALE: She liked the bird. She was going to bury it in that pretty box. 

MRS PETERS: (in a whisper) When I was a girl—my kitten—there was a boy took a hatchet, and 
before my eyes—and before I could get there—(covers her face an instant) If they hadn't held 
me back I would have—(catches herself, looks upstairs where steps are heard, falters weakly)—
hurt him. 

MRS HALE: (with a slow look around her) I wonder how it would seem never to have had any 
children around, (pause) No, Wright wouldn't like the bird—a thing that sang. She used to sing. 
He killed that, too. 

MRS PETERS: (moving uneasily) We don't know who killed the bird. 

MRS HALE: I knew John Wright. 

MRS PETERS: It was an awful thing was done in this house that night, Mrs Hale. Killing a man while 
he slept, slipping a rope around his neck that choked the life out of him. 

MRS HALE: His neck. Choked the life out of him. 

(Her hand goes out and rests on the bird-cage.) 

MRS PETERS: (with rising voice) We don't know who killed him. We don't know. 

MRS HALE: (her own feeling not interrupted) If there'd been years and years of nothing, then a 
bird to sing to you, it would be awful—still, after the bird was still. 

MRS PETERS: (something within her speaking) I know what stillness is. When we homesteaded in 
Dakota, and my first baby died—after he was two years old, and me with no other then— 

MRS HALE: (moving) How soon do you suppose they'll be through, looking for the evidence? 

MRS PETERS: I know what stillness is. (pulling herself back) The law has got to punish crime, Mrs 
Hale. 

MRS HALE: (not as if answering that) I wish you'd seen Minnie Foster when she wore a white dress 
with blue ribbons and stood up there in the choir and sang. (a look around the room) Oh, I wish I'd 
come over here once in a while! That was a crime! That was a crime! Who's going to punish that? 

MRS PETERS: (looking upstairs) We mustn't—take on. 



MRS HALE: I might have known she needed help! I know how things can be—for women. I tell 
you, it's queer, Mrs Peters. We live close together and we live far apart. We all go through the 
same things—it's all just a different kind of the same thing. 

 

SIDE #2: MRS. HALE/MR. HENDERSON (COUNTY ATTORNEY) 

COUNTY ATTORNEY: (with the gallantry of a young politician) And yet, for all their worries, what 
would we do without the ladies? (the women do not unbend. He goes to the sink, takes a dipperful 
of water from the pail and pouring it into a basin, washes his hands. Starts to wipe them on the 
roller-towel, turns it for a cleaner place) Dirty towels! (kicks his foot against the pans under the 
sink) Not much of a housekeeper, would you say, ladies? 

MRS HALE: (stiffly) There's a great deal of work to be done on a farm. 

COUNTY ATTORNEY: To be sure. And yet (with a little bow to her) I know there are some Dickson 
county farmhouses which do not have such roller towels. (He gives it a pull to expose its length 
again.) 

MRS HALE: Those towels get dirty awful quick. Men's hands aren't always as clean as they might 
be. 

COUNTY ATTORNEY: Ah, loyal to your sex, I see. But you and Mrs Wright were neighbors. I 
suppose you were friends, too. 

MRS HALE: (shaking her head) I've not seen much of her of late years. I've not been in this house—
it's more than a year. 

COUNTY ATTORNEY: And why was that? You didn't like her? 

MRS HALE: I liked her all well enough. Farmers' wives have their hands full, Mr Henderson. And 
then— 

COUNTY ATTORNEY: Yes—? 

MRS HALE: (looking about) It never seemed a very cheerful place. 

COUNTY ATTORNEY: No—it's not cheerful. I shouldn't say she had the homemaking instinct. 

MRS HALE: Well, I don't know as Wright had, either. 

COUNTY ATTORNEY: You mean that they didn't get on very well? 



MRS HALE: No, I don't mean anything. But I don't think a place'd be any cheerfuller for John 
Wright's being in it. 

COUNTY ATTORNEY: I'd like to talk more of that a little later. I want to get the lay of things upstairs 
now. (He goes to the left, where three steps lead to a stair door.) 

 

SIDE #3: HALE/HENDERSON (COUNTY ATTORNEY) 

COUNTY ATTORNEY: Let's talk about that later, Mr Hale. I do want to talk about that, but tell now 
just what happened when you got to the house. 

HALE: I didn't hear or see anything; I knocked at the door, and still it was all quiet inside. I knew 
they must be up, it was past eight o'clock. So I knocked again, and I thought I heard somebody 
say, 'Come in.' I wasn't sure, I'm not sure yet, but I opened the door—this door (indicating the 
door by which the two women are still standing) and there in that rocker—(pointing to it) sat Mrs 
Wright. 

(They all look at the rocker.) 

COUNTY ATTORNEY: What—was she doing? 

HALE: She was rockin' back and forth. She had her apron in her hand and was kind of—pleating 
it. 

COUNTY ATTORNEY: And how did she—look? 

HALE: Well, she looked queer. 

COUNTY ATTORNEY: How do you mean—queer? 

HALE: Well, as if she didn't know what she was going to do next. And kind of done up. 

COUNTY ATTORNEY: How did she seem to feel about your coming? 

HALE: Why, I don't think she minded—one way or other. She didn't pay much attention. I said, 
'How do, Mrs Wright it's cold, ain't it?' And she said, 'Is it?'—and went on kind of pleating at her 
apron. Well, I was surprised; she didn't ask me to come up to the stove, or to set down, but just 
sat there, not even looking at me, so I said, 'I want to see John.' And then she—laughed. I guess 
you would call it a laugh. I thought of Harry and the team outside, so I said a little sharp: 'Can't I 
see John?' 'No', she says, kind o' dull like. 'Ain't he home?' says I. 'Yes', says she, 'he's home'. 
'Then why can't I see him?' I asked her, out of patience. ''Cause he's dead', says she. 


