A Count On Reality
By

Sam Kl ei n



Q NT. ACCOUNTI NG OFFI CE
ACCOUNTANT wor ks feverishly at his desk.
MASTER. ZOOM SLOALY | NTO CLOSE- UP

ACCOUNTANT (V. Q)
As the nost hunble of nmen find
dread in ego, and the nost
egocentric of themall find fault
in nodesty, | lay somewhere in the
m ddl e of these opposing dualities.
While I honor ny position of
subservi ence to the hi ghest degree,
| as well find nyself a
braggadoci o. Now, do not find
yoursel f confused at ny position.
It is not often, or ever, that |
et slip nmy pretentiousness outside
the realmof ny mnd. No, the
average man, and even the above
average man, would not second guess
placing me in the |ikes of nodesty.
The inpossibility of know ng ny
true psyche cannot exist wthout
first balancing in and on ny
internal axiom a feat that is
truly undoabl e. Sone say ny
profession is one of intelligence
and patience, which to me hints at
bot h arrogance and bashf ul ness.
Wth that said, | am surprised that
no one can pick up on ny true
nat ure. Business is boonm ng, and as
long as | can count on reality, the
foundation of ny profession, | wll
remain in nmy good state of m nd.

| NT/ EXT. LOCATI ONS - VARI QUS. DAY/ NI GHT
Voi ce-over continues through Mont age.
MONTAGE:

Accountant writes quickly, |ooks through stacks of paper.

Account ant breaks his pencil as he wites too quickly.

Account ant wakes up in his bedroom |ooks in the mrror,
brushes his teeth, gets dressed.

Accountant drinks a cup of coffee.



Accountant enters his office building and sits down at his
desk.

ACCOUNTANT (V. Q)
For years |I’ve been in the field of
accounting. Sone say an occupation
of such sorts can drive one insane,
as ny job consists of crunching
nunbers on endl ess accounts in a
repetitive fashion, so nesnerizing
| could probably do it in ny sleep
now. But I, | disagree. The
bitter fruits of insanity are yet
to inplant their seed upon ne. The
sane old "day inthe life" is
rather refreshing to ne, as |
al wvays know where | am goi ng, what
| am doi ng, and where | am doi ng
it.

| NT. ACCOUNTI NG OFFI CE - DAY/ NI GHT
Voi ce-over continues through Mntage.
MONTAGE:

Several wealthy clients cone in and out of the office
separately, each has their own nmuted experience with the
Account ant .

ACCOUNTANT (V. Q)
| see a vast array of people during
t he heat of my season: rich people
t hat deserve wealth, rich people
that do not deserve wealth, and
even rich people that are not
really that rich, but act as they
are. These people are far from
friends of mne- nmerely inferior
mnds that | nust nutely
interactive with in order to earn a
smal | portion of their fortune. It
would be a lie for me to say that
enj oy the occasion in which these
clients visit nmy office, but this
is all a part of the job | suppose.



| NT. ACCOUNTI NG OFFI CE - NI GHT

A rainy night. Accountant works feverishly on a client’s
account. Looks flustered. The door opens and the client, DR
SCHM DT, wal ks in. Dr. Schmdt still has his white doctor’s
coat on, and is a very snobby, condescendi ng man.

ACCOUNTANT
Doctor, hello, -1, wasn't
expecting you tonight, may | help
you?

DR. SCHM DT

|, uh, trust you are nearly through
my nunbers, banker? As | nust pay
off what | owe in but a night or

t wo.

ACCOUNTANT
Doctor, unfortunately tonight I'm
havi ng sone trouble with your
nunbers, please, |let ne be and soon
| will be done

DR SCHM DT
VWhat?! | hired you for the finest
servi ce! Does your reputation
exceed your ability? You had
better be done by tonmorrow if you
wi sh to see a dine of your salary!

ACCOUNTANT
Doctor, | truly apol ogize, but if
you leave ne to it | will surely be

done by nor ni ng.

DR SCHM DT
Yeah, you’'d better be...

ACCOUNTANT
Let nme wal k you out, Doctor.

Accountant gets up fromhis desk chair and wal ks Dr. Schm dt
to the door.

EXT. QUTSI DE OFFI CE BUI LDI NG

As Dr. Schmi dt takes his first step out the door, thunder

boons and he falls to the ground. Accountant smirks at
first, then | ooks worried, and goes to give hima hand.



ACCOUNTANT
Goodness! Dr. Schm dt, take ny
hand.

Dr. Schmdt |ays notionless on his stomach

ACCOUNTANT
Dr. Schm dt?

Account ant bends down and turns the doctor over. Accountant
gasps and backs up, as he sees a scalpel in Dr. Schnmidt’s
chest and | ots of bl ood.

Account ant | ooks pani cked. He | ooks around and | ooks at Dr.
Schm dt’ s body.

ACCOUNTANT (V. Q)
What terrible odds this Doctor has
been dealt! He had rushed fromthe
hospital to ny office so quickly
t hat he never even had taken the
scal pel out of his front chest
pocket! Upon inpact with the
ground, the instrument had i npal ed
his chest, killing himinstantly.

He picks up the body, drags it to the basenent.

ACCOUNTANT (V. Q)
VWhat am | to do? | cannot report
this! | need to finish his account;
| can not rest until it is donel
am the best accountant in this city
and have never not finished the
j ob!

Account ant opens the basenent w ndow and throws the body in.

ACCOUNTANT (V.Q)
But what about all of the blood in
the street? It has already set into
t he ground, and woul d be inpossible
to expel!

| NT. ACCOUNTI NG OFFI CE

Accountant gets a nop fromthe cl osest and runs back
out si de.

ACCOUNTANT (V.Q)
But no, | could not sully the clean
reputation of ny business by having

( MORE)



ACCOUNTANT (V.O) (cont’d)
a giant pool of seem ngly human
bl ood right outside ny door!

EXT. OUTSI DE OFFI CE BUI LDI NG

Account ant nops the bl ood stained ground, but it is not
effective. He stops nopping, and | ooks up with a devi ant
gl are.

ACCOUNTANT (V. Q)
VWhat an obvi ous sol uti on!

| NT. ACCOUNTI NG OFFI CE

Accountant runs into the office and into the next room
There, his pet cat is next to the food bowl. He grabs the
cat, runs to his office, grabs a letter opener fromhis
desk, and runs back outsi de.

EXT. QUTSI DE OFFI CE BUI LDI NG
Account ant wal ks over to the bl ood stained ground.

ACCOUNTANT (V.Q)
My pet cat, a spoiled feline which
served nerely to take ten dollars a
week from nmy pocket for cat food,
woul d play in this perfectly! For
what reason did | even have a cat,
| could not say. Sone assert it is
good conpany, but in ny experience
this was not the case.

Account ant kneels down over the stain, holds the cat above
it.

ACCOUNTANT (V. Q)
Demandi ng, prudent, and unfriendly,
just like my former Ms, and now
the two can share anot her conmon
bond: bei ng discharged fromthe
conforts of nmy hone.

Accountant takes the letter opener and holds it above the
cat.

ACCOUNTANT (V. Q)
Only this tinme, ny second
di spensation is a bit nore harsh



Account ant stabs the cat to death, as it bl eeds out over the
stain. He lays the cat’s body over the stain.

Accountant calmy wal ks back into the office.

| NT. ACCOUNTI NG OFFI CE

Account ant peers out the wi ndow. He smles and wal ks back
over to his desk. He calmy begins to work again.

NEXT DAY.

| NT. ACCOUNTI NG OFFI CE - NEXT DAY

Dr. Schm dt’s SECRETARY, a pleasant, young woman, knocks on
the office door and wal ks in.

SECRETARY
Hello, is this the office of Dr.
Schm dt’s accountant? A m ster-

ACCOUNTANT
Yes, it is. To whomdo | owe the
pl easur e?

SECRETARY

|’mthe Doctor’s secretary, |-

Secretary pauses as Accountant opens his draw and takes out
two gl asses and a bottle of Scotch.

ACCOUNTANT
Let's take this to the seating area
if this is a non-business neeting.

Account ant wal ks over to the seating area, with two gl asses
and a bottle of Scotch in hand. Secretary follows. They sit
down.

SECRETARY
| was wondering if you had an idea
of the Doctor’s whereabouts, seens
he has run off again. | know,
however, he stopped by here | ast
ni ght, correct?

ACCOUNTANT
Yes, yes, he did, but unfortunately
| amof no help, as | hadn’'t heard
of where he planned to go next.



Account ant pours two gl asses of Scotch and hands one to the

Secretary.

SECRETARY

(lI'i ght heartedly)
Well, let’s not make this visit a
conpl ete waste of tine.

ACCOUNTANT
Yes, of course, this is sone of ny
finest scotch, ny pleasure to share
it with the enployee of such a fine
gentl| eman, the Dr. Schm dt.

SECRETARY
Conme on, a fine gentleman? You know
as well as | that he is a
ni ght mar e.

Accountant sips on his Scotch.

Secretary
air.

ACCOUNTANT (V. Q)
She knew! She knew what | had done
and was going to turn ne in! But
no, maybe she didn't, maybe she
sincerely disliked the man.

ACCOUNTANT (V. Q)
Yes, he is quite an irritant | do
regretfully say.

SECRETARY
What | wouldn’t give for himto
j ust -

begi ns* to cough. Secretary violently gasps for
SECRETARY
You! Help! Can’'t bre-!

ACCOUNTANT
VWhat ?! Maddam breat he! Breat hel

The Secretary, with a sharp, accusatory face, points her

finger at

Accountant and fully collapses on the floor.

ACCOUNTANT (V. Q)
Had she thought this was ny
wor k?! My luck had so recently
ceased to exist, as ny ordinary
routine I was so used to seened to

( MORE)



ACCOUNTANT (V.Q.) (cont’d)
have shunned ny being these past
f ew days.

Account ant, panics, checks Secretary’ s heartbeat, checks the
gl asses, | ooks around in horror.

ACCOUNTANT (V. Q)
Death was in ny shadow, haunting ny
exi stence! How can | escape this?

cannot! | nust wait it out, soon
normality will cast over me once
agai n.

Accountant begins to drag the body out of the room He drags
her up a set of stairs, and stops at a door. He opens the
door.

ACCOUNTANT (V. Q)
This is the only obvious sol ution!

I NT. ATTIC

Accountant drags Secretary’s body up the stairs to the
attic.

ACCOUNTANT (V. Q)
She nust remain in the deepest
dept hs of ny cl oset. Nobody woul d
go back there. | was in the clear
nmy busi ness would be fine, and this
acci dent need not be reported.

Account ant drops her body in the back of the attic. He wal ks
rapidly down the stairs.

I NT. SECOND FLOCOR - HALLWAY

Account ant wal ks qui ckly through the hallway and pushes into
t he bat hroom

| NT. BATHROOM

He looks in the mrror. He | ooks very disheveled. H's shirt
is torn, his hair is tangled, and he is out of breath.



ACCOUNTANT (V. Q)
| ook mad! | needed a change. For
once this creature of habit w shed
to rattle the cage! |-

Accountant is cut off, and falls harshly backwards. He is
shocked. He | ooks around, then | ooks at his chest. He has
been stabbed and is bl eeding.

ACCOUNTANT (V. Q)
Soneone had stabbed nme in the
chest! As | was caught off guard,
they canme from behind and sliced
right through nmy core! But who had
done it? There was nobody around;
had the secretary not actually
di ed?!

Accountant gets up and staggers out of the bathroom

I NT. SECOND FLOOR - HALLWAY

Account ant staggers down the hallway and opens the attic
door. He staggers up the stairs as he holds his chest.

I NT. ATTIC

Account ant staggers to the back of the attic, where the
Secretary’s body is. He falls a fewtines on his way over.
He gets to her body to discover she is still dead.

ACCOUNTANT (V. Q)
O course she is dead, what was |
t hi nki ng? But then who had stabbed
nme?

Account ant takes the weapon out of his chest. It is a
scalpel. He throws it away i medi ately.

ACCOUNTANT (V. O.)
Oh, the irony!

Account ant | ooks around w | dly, confused.

ACCOUNTANT (V. Q)
But, all of the doors had been
| ocked, w ndows shut, and the
ghostly silence that | so greatly
enjoy in nmy office was not
di sturbed. The possibility of
anot her intruding ny domain was not
real .



Accountant has a | ook of horror and questi on.

ACCOUNTANT (V. Q)
Then who coul d have given ne this
final blowto end ny |ife; aside
from.. nyself...?

Account ant has a | ook of horror and realizati on.
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