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AUDITION -- for 9 flex 
 
In this scene, Bernie, Mr. Henthorne’s assistant, is trying to 
complete the window display. 
 
(BERNIE rushes in. He is frantic and disheveled. He holds a 
few spruce branches.) 
 
BERNIE: Gone. They're all gone. Every single Christmas 

tree in the entire city. I tried to cut down a pine tree. But it 
was on private property. I nearly got arrested. Time is 
running out. It's over. I may as well give up now. Mr. 
Henthorne is going to walk through that door and say: 
“Bernie, you're fired.” I can hear him say it. I know the 
sound of his voice. “Bernie, you're fired.” (BERNIE sinks to 
the floor. He covers his eyes, weeping.) 

HENTHORNE: (Entering). Bernie, you're fired. 
BERNIE: I can hear him saying it. “Bernie, you're fired.” Any 

minute now, he's going to rush in and say... 
 
(HENTHORNE taps BERNIE on the shoulder. Bernie looks 
up.) 
 
HENTHORNE: Bernie... 
HENTHORNE and BERNIE: You're fired. 
BERNIE: I knew it. And I tried so hard. I worked all night. 

And all day too. I fixed all the ornaments... 
HENTHORNE: Ornaments? (Finally notices.) Ornaments! 

These are incredible ornaments. These ornaments look 
fabulous! Bernie, it's a miracle. This is going to be the 
most wonderful window display ever! Just look at them! 
Quick, Bernie, where is the tree? 

BERNIE: (Sadly.) The tree. 



HENTHORNE: Yes, Bernie, the tree. A window display at 
Henthorne's Department Store is nothing without a 
Christmas tree. 

BERNIE: Mr. Henthorne... 
HENTHORNE: Yes, Bernie? (BERNIE shrugs.) You don't 

have a tree. Is that it? (BERNIE nods sadly.) Bernie... 
HENTHORNE and BERNIE: You're fired. 
BERNIE: I know, Mr. Henthorne. I'll empty my desk. It will 

just take a minute. (BERNIE turns to go, but then turns 
back.) I worked very hard. I really did. 

 
(HENTHORNE glowers at HIM.) 
 
BERNIE: (Cont’d.) I'm sorry, Mr. Henthorne. I really am. 
HENTHORNE: Well, your regrets aren't worth a thing, 

Bernie. 
BERNIE: I guess not. (Crosses toward the exit.) 
ANGEL: Psst. 
NARRATOR: The Angel, Joe, had an idea. He pulled Bernie 

aside while Mr. Henthorne arranged the ornaments, 
muttering all the time about “Henthorne's window display 
always has a Christmas tree.” 

 
(ANGEL and BERNIE engage in an animated discussion.) 
 
HENTHORNE: (Muttering.) That idiot Bernie... Should have 

got rid of him in July... Christmas tree... Where can I get a 
Christmas tree at this late date? 

BERNIE: Mr. Henthorne! Mr. Henthorne! 
HENTHORNE: Are you still here? I thought you were 

clearing out. 
BERNIE: Mr. Henthorne, I have a Christmas tree! It's right 

here. It has been here all the time. 
 
(BERNIE brings out the LITTLE TREE. HENTHORNE 
stares.) 
 
 



HENTHORNE: That? That is your Christmas tree? It's barely 
a branch. It's hardly a twig, a mere pine needle of a 
sapling. We need a tree, Bernie. Do you even know what a 
tree looks like? 

BERNIE: Yes, I do know what a tree looks like. And this one 
is the finest Christmas tree I have ever seen. It's 
absolutely perfect. 

HENTHORNE: (Angry.) Well, you take that perfect little 
hemlock out of here. Take it out of here before I— 

ANGEL: (Stepping forward.) Before you what? 
HENTHORNE: Before I— Huh? 
ANGEL: This kid, Bernie, is right; the tree is perfect. And if 

you want a window display this season, you had better 
feature this tree. 

HENTHORNE: That tree cannot be featured in Henthorne's 
window display. It's too small. Who would see it? (Stops, 
horrified.) I can't believe it; I'm talking to a talking angel. I 
really am losing my mind. It's the stress. It has to be the 
stress. Now get out of here, Bernie, and take that potted 
plant with you. 

ANGEL: Just who are you calling a potted plant? 
HENTHORNE: Not you. I would never... But that tree can't 

be part of the display. We'd be a laughing stock. 
ANGEL: Listen, either that tree becomes part of this display, 

or we walk. 
HENTHORNE: That's the silliest thing I ever heard. How can 

Christmas ornaments just walk away? 
ANGEL: How? You just watch us. We're out of here. 
ORNAMENTS: Yeah... We're out of here... Good-bye, 

Henthorne... We'll find another store... etc. (The 
ORNAMENTS start to exit.) 

HENTHORNE: I can't believe this is happening. Wait. Wait! 
Come back! 

 
(The ORNAMENTS stop. They look at HENTHORNE.) 
 
 
 



HENTHORNE: (Cont’d.) Okay. Anything you say. The tree is 
in; it's part of the display. We need you for the window. 

ANGEL: You sure do. Oh, and there's one more thing. 
Bernie here gets to keep his job. But why he'd want to 
work for the likes of you I have yet to understand. 

HENTHORNE: Okay. Anything. Just… Bernie, arrange the 
window. Put the display together. I am just going to...GO. 
(Exits quickly.) 

BERNIE: Okay, everybody, you heard him. Let's put this 
display together! I've got a job. And this Little Christmas 
Tree is in. 

 
(EVERYBODY cheers. The LIGHTS fade.) 
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