ACCOUNT RENDERED

 

A 2-ACT PLAY FOR TELEVISION

 

LIST OF CHARACTERS

 

 

 

	John Graham

	Manager of Alfred Reid (Exports) Ltd.  In his mid-thirties, he is  in regular conflict between the standards of ethics and morality he seeks to apply in his business life and those he constantly fails to achieve in his private life.

	George Mitchell
	Graham’s assistant.  Late forties, he is less concerned with abstruse moral issues than with ensuring the regularity of his pay cheque.

	Alfred Reid
	Graham’s boss.  In his sixties.  A self-made man, who will not face the reality of the fading dynamism that took him where he is.

	Julie Grant
	A friend of John Graham, who had hoped to be rather more than a friend, and who has been treated rather shabbily by him.  She is aged 26.

	Raymond Bernstein
	A bluff, good-natured, American newspaper correspondent in his forties.

	Helen Bernstein
	Raymond’s wife.  His junior by about ten years.  Not completely vacuous, but incapable of probing beneath the surface of emotions and situations.  She wants everyone to be happy.

	Evelyn Hamilton
	A friend of the Bernsteins.  Extremely attractive thirty-year old.  Inclined to hardness of manner: she knows what she wants and will not be diverted from it, but is determined to keep her freedom and independence.

	Lucy
	Graham’s office clerk.  Late teens.  Does not hide her admiration for Graham as a man.

	Claude Dumard
	A 53-year old Frenchman.  He probably has no greater probity than Alfred Reid, but is considerably more subtle in his business methods, and certainly more charming in his manner.


 

 

ACT 1

FADE IN.  Film clip.  Exterior.  Day.  A typical City of London street, e.g. Moorgate.  It is morning rush hour.  Camera pans up to street clock showing 9:10.

DISSOLVE TO.  Street door.  Exterior.  Day.  Door reveals several brass nameplates.  Camera pans down plates to names: ALFRED REID (TIMBER) LTD in large, bold letters, and ALFRED REID (EXPORTS) LTD in rather smaller letters beneath.

CUT TO.  Interior.  Day.  We are facing double-fronted swing doors, with both names repeated, once again in order of size.  We move through doors and along passage, passing door on right marked ALRED REID (EXPORTS) LTD – General Office and stop before the next door marked ALFRED REID (EXPORTS) LTD – Private.  We open door and enter.  Facing us is a large, executive-type mahogany desk on which stand a telephone, intercom, perpetual calendar, and blotting pad with a some sealed envelopes on it.  Above the desk a clock shows 9:15.  To the right of the desk is a door leading to the general office.  On the immediate right of the door to the passage is a second desk, somewhat smaller than the first, at which is seated George Mitchell.  A smile, rarely absent, is on his cheerful, rotund face.


Mitchell looks up from the books of account on which he has been working, and swivels round in his chair to follow the progress of John Graham who enters past camera, until he is seated at the larger desk.  Graham is a good looking man in the middle thirties.  In contrast to Mitchell his expression is glum and irritable.

MITCHELL:  [Grinning] Good morning, John.

GRAHAM: [Brusquely] Morning!
MITCHELL: [Still grinning] You’re late this morning.  Mail’s on your desk.  Five minutes more and I’d’ve opened it myself.

GRAHAM: [Resting his elbows on desk and putting his head between his hands] For heaven’s sake . . .  Do you have to be so damned cheerful in the morning?

MITCHELL: Oh, oh!  Like that, is it?  Been burning the candle at both ends.  [He titters]  Aah, it’s all very well for you youngsters.

GRAHAM: [Looking pleadingly at Mitchell] George . . .  Do me a favour . . . [Mitchell smiles his willingness]  Drop dead!

MITCHELL: [Turning back to his work with a grin] All right.  I think I can take a hint.

Graham stares at Mitchell’s back for a few seconds, half annoyed, half pityingly.  Then he shakes his head as if aware he has been boorish and is being petty.  He seems about to say something when the intercom buzzes.  He flicks a switch.

GRAHAM: Graham.

VOICE ON INTERCOM: Good morning Graham.  Anything in today?
GRAHAM: [Hastily riffling through the envelopes] No, sir.  It’s all internal mail . . . except for some invoices and receipts.

VOICE: Come over here when you’ve finished.  [Click of intercom being switched off]

Graham flicks off his own intercom switch, open a desk drawer, removes a paper knife, and proceeds to open envelopes as Mitchell turns to face him again.

MITCHELL: The old man seems to have a thing about Dumard.

GRAHAM: Wouldn’t you, if someone owed you six thousand quid?

MITCHELL: Well he’s going to pay, isn’t he?

GRAHAM [Irritably]: If that were certain, d’you think we’d be worried?  You’d better concentrate on your book-keeping, that’s more your mark.  [He sighs, suddenly annoyed with himself]  Sorry, George . . .   I’ve no right to speak to you like that.  You’re quite right.  I did overdo it last night.
MITCHELL [The smile which had temporarily vanished, now returns]: When don’t you?  You ought to settle down . . .. get married . . . [He raises his hand, warding off Graham’s threatened outburst]  All right!  I won’t go on.  Look, if you want to go over to Reid, I’ll finish opening the mail for you.

GRAHAM [Forcing a smile]: Thanks, George.

Graham gets up and walks over to door.  Mitchell watches him leave, then goes to Graham’s desk and starts opening envelopes.

CUT TO.  Interior.  Day.  Reid’s office.  Alfred Reid, a large, florid man, is seated at an extremely large executive desk, writing.  The desk occupies the centre of the large office which is wood-panelled and heavily carpeted.

There is a knock at the door which Reid ignores.  After a moment the door opens and Graham enters.  He walks over to the desk and stands silently before it.  It is several seconds before Reid glances up from the papers he is reading.

