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(In Order of Appearance)

Singing Cowboys …………………..Allan Dick and Craig White

Christopher Smith………………………………….David Blenkle

Stan…………………………………….………………John L. Daly

Pizza Delivery Man …………………………Harlan L. Hagman

Debit McDevitt ………………...……………….John L. Robinson

Don Chang…………………………..……………..Randy W. Reid

FRONTIER ACCOUNTANT was revived on February 1, 2003 again at the Players.  It was Directed by Mark W. Habel and Produced by J. Robert O’Leary III.

THE CAST

(In Order of Appearance)

Singing Cowboys …………………..Allan Dick and Craig White

Christopher Smith………………………………….John Tintinalli

Stan…………………………………….………………Brian Bawol

Pizza Delivery Man ……………………………………... William

Debit McDevitt ………………...…………………….John L. Daly

Don Chang…………………………..……………...David Blenkle

PRODUCTION NOTES

The special effects at the appearance of DEBIT MCDEVITT AND DON CHANG were effected by mounting a red spotlight directly overhead and “beaming him in” from a blackout.

Introductory music by singing cowboys included the following lyrics by John L. Daly:

Frontier Accountant, where do you ride?

What do you fight for today?

When folks are getting’ audited, you’re on their side

Keepin’ the IRS away.

You let some revenue agent by the first one to draw.

On you speed you depend, accountant.

Every deducton you’ll defend.

Keepin’ the I.R.S.

Keepin’ the I.R.S.

Keepin’ the I.R.S. away!

The authors greatly respect the accounting profession.

FRONTIER ACCOUNTANT

SCENE:  The accounting offices of Montgomery, MacArthur and Ross, CPAs.  The staff “bullpen” area with two or three desks, each equipped with a phone and a calculator.  Bookcases contain copies of the CCH Federal Tax Guide, Internal Revenue Code & Regs and Master Tax Guide.  

Time:  Friday evening, April 13, 1984.

(Curtain up fast and lights up fast on Christopher Smith asleep at a cluttered desk.  Stan rushes in with long computer printouts on folded “green-bar” paper.) 

STAN:  (looking at Chris’ work over his shoulder) Under the accelerated cost recovery system, the allowable rate of depreciation in the fourth year is 21 percent, not 22 percent.

CHRIS:  What?

STAN:  Chris, you gotta be able to do this in your sleep, you know.

CHRIS:  I am doing this in my sleep.  I was having a nightmare that I was buried in paper.  (looks at his desk)  And look, I am buried in paper.  Damn it.  I spilled coffee all over this 1040.  I don’t have time for this.

STAN:  Send in a photocopy.  You know the machine on the 15th floor.  Press “dark original,” and the coffee stains won’t show up.  How many more of these do you have to do?

CHRIS:  I don’t know, Stan, half a dozen, I guess.  I better get going.  You know, I’ve worked fourteen consecutive Friday nights.  Since our New Year’s Eve party, I can’t remember anything but 1040s.  My social life went south for the winter.  I only see my girlfriend on Sundays.  Last Sunday she invited me over to her place for a candlelight dinner and I fell asleep in front of the TV.  I heard that tax season would be bad.  I never thought it would be this bad.  You know, this isn’t what they tell you its like when you’re in business school.

STAN:  Chris, you need a break.  I ordered some pizza.

CHRIS:  I’m working harder than I ever imagined.  This isn’t what the recruiters told me.  (Takes brochure out of his desk drawer)  Look at the pictures in the firm’s recruiting brochures:  talking over internal controls at the finest restaurants, putting in some O.T. on your balcony at the Honolulu Hilton, out at the ball park depreciating baseball players from the General Manager’s private box.  Stan, the recruiting brochures that firms hand out have nothing to do with reality.  I haven’t been out of this bullpen in weeks, and the only clients I’ve seen are little old widows who keep their receipts in a shoe box (picks up a shoe box from his desk).  I must have done a hundred 1040s.

STAN:  Yeah, but look at it this way:  you probably have enough hours in the overtime bank to take off all of July, you’ve missed most of a miserable Michigan winter, and you’ve probably saved a bundle on your own return, right?

CHRIS:  I have no idea.  I’m gonna have to file for an extension.  (Fumbles through desk drawer for an extension form)  Maybe I should have gone into advertising.

STAN:  Get real, Chris.  Think of all the people you knew in business school who went into advertising.  What were they like?  I’ll tell you what they were like.  They were all the guys that you never wanted your sister to marry, and all the women that got by on looks.  How long do you think your body could take drinking three-hour lunches every day?  (Phone rings)  That must be dinner.  (Answers) Yes?  Send him up. 14th floor, last door on the left as you get off the elevator.  (Hangs up) Do you know why the average accounting grunt makes forty percent more than the average advertising grunt?  Because accountants do forty percent more work.  How many women did you know in business school who were willing to sleep their way to the top?

CHRIS (after a pause):  Two.

STAN:  What was their major?

CHRIS:  You’re right.

STAN:  I rest my case.  Look at it this way. You’re working for America’s ninth largest accounting firm.  What better experience could you ask for?

CHRIS:  That always gets me.  Everybody in this business talks about the Big Eight Accounting firms. Big Eight this and Big Eight that. Nobody has ever heard of Montgomery, MacArthur and Ross, let alone knows we’re number nine.

(A distinguished man in a business suit enters up center with pizza and soft drinks.)

DELIVERY MAN:  Eleven dollars.

CHRIS (getting money):  There’s twelve. (As man counts, Chris is puzzled.)  Excuse me, but aren’t you a little old to be delivering pizza?

DELIVERY MAN:  Well, I’ll tell you, I used to be an accountant like you.  After twenty years of doing 1040s, I’d had enough.  Now I make my own hours, I get out of the office, and best of all, the pizza business made me a partner.  (Exits)

CHRIS:  That didn’t help my appetite any.

(Chris breaks out pizza and soft drinks, while Stan prints out several pages from a personal computer.)

CHRIS:  Do you have anything to read?

STAN:  There’s a stack of Journals over there.

CHRIS (after a time):  Did you see yesterday’s Journal?

STAN:  See what?

CHRIS:  This article, “Why you’ll never see Charles Bronson in a movie called “Frontier Accountant.”  It says, “Accountants are dull and dippy.”

STAN:  I’m sick of hearing that kind of stuff.  It’s a sad state of affairs when that’s all journalists can think to write about.

CHRIS:  What outrages me is that every bit of it is true.  Name two famous accountants.

STAN:  H & R Block.

CHRIS:  You remember those “Death Wish” movies, where Charles Bronson plays a guy who becomes a vigilante and hunts down hoods and kills them?  It says here that in the original novel those movies are based on the guy is an accountant, but t in the movies he’s an architect.  (Reading the following)  “Says Director Dino De Laurentis, “Accountants are dull and dippy.  An architect belongs to a more virile profession.  Anyway, who would believe Charles Bronson playing an accountant?”  Did you read this?

STAN:  Do you know why accountants have that reputation?  Because we deserve it.  A lot of it you can blame on our education.  Accountants are educated like scientists—another group with an image problem.  We are taught a sort of logic, a rationality, that says that, if something exists, it can be quantified.  Accountants evaluate a problem by “running the numbers,” and, when their calculations are finished, so are they. They let the numbers speak for themselves.  Numbers don’t do a good job of speaking for themselves.  They don’t tell the whole story.  In fact, they don’t tell any story at all; they only state facts.  Don’t get me wrong; you gotta run the numbers, but it’s not enough to stop there.  You have to communicate what the numbers say.  You have to communicate where the numbers say you’ve been, and most importantly you have to communicate where the numbers say you’re going, and sometimes that means saying, “the numbers be damned,” because sometimes you’ve got to throw away the numbers and forge ahead as an act of faith.  That kind of vision is what leadership is all about.  Leaders aren’t’ just people who run the numbers.  Can you imagine what the Declaration of Independence would sound like if it had been written by an accountant?  (the following as if read from the print-out he is holding)  “We have examined such records as we believed necessary under the circumstances, and, in our opinion, all men are created essentially similar.”  The fact is that every accountant in America walks into a budget meeting saying, “We’ve got to cut costs.”  What if we said, “I have a dream.”  I wish Martin Luther King and been an accountant.  This profession needs people who can think like that.  We’re always going to be viewed as dull and dippy, until we learn that there’s more than the number—until we go BEYOND THE BOTTOM LINE.  (this line is accompanied by an elaborate choreographed gesture)

CHRIS:  You shouldn’t mix coffee and No-Doz.   Every time I mention that this isn’t my idea of fun you drag that out.  And I have no idea what you mean.  By definition, the last line is the end.  How can there be anything more?

STAN:  Stick with it, and someday you’ll understand.  (Exits) 

CHRIS:  Beyond the bottom line, huh?  I’d settle for getting to the bottom of this shoebox.  (Does Stan’s choreography around a shoebox, then pulls from the shoebox some receipts some yarn and a doily)

(Blackout)

(Heroic Western Music)

(A red overhead spotlight up center finds DEBIT MCDEVITT, carrying a rifle.  He lifts a bottle of whiskey to his lips and empties it.)

(Music ends)

(Spotlight out, stage lights up)

DEBIT (to Chris):  Bartender, I’m looking for three things:  good whiskey, bad wimmern, and a game of stud poker.  Got any?

CHRIS:  This isn’t a saloon.

DEBIT (looking around, confused):  Ten minutes ago I was drinkin’ up my winnin’s in the Long Form Saloon in Texarkana.  I went out back fer a set down, and then I went upstairs for a little fun, a little fun—ya know what I’m talking about….  How’m I supposed to know she’s the Mayor’s wife?  He comes in, six guns blazin', and I make fer the window, pants around my ankles, and then everythin’ goes blank, ya know, kinda red…. (Leveling his rifle at Chris)  What’d you say, boy?

CHRIS:  This isn’t a saloon. This is an accounting firm.

DEBIT (getting his bearings):  What’d you say, boy?

CHRIS:  This is an accounting firm.  I’m an accountant.

DEBIT (putting Chris in a bear hug):  Well, put’er there, pardner.  I’m an accountant, too.

CHRIS:  You are?

DEBIT (takes his card out of this hat and wipes it off on his pant leg):  Durn tootin’.  Here’s muh card.

CHRIS (reading the card):  “Debit McDevitt, Accounting, Management Consulting and Bounty Hunting.  Have gun, will travel.”

DEBIT:  Say, you got anythin’ to drink?

CHRIS (spotting Debit’s empty bottle, hides it in a wastebasket):  No, sorry, it’s kind of frowned on around here.

DEBIT:  Durn it.

CHRIS:  Really?  If I have one beer, I can’t even foot a column of receivables.

DEBIT:  Hell, boy, that ain't no way for an accountant to talk.  When I'm out there auditin’ and balancin’ and reconcilin’, I damn well want me a man’s drink!  I remember the time me and my pardner was verifyin’ some inventory down Texas way.  A good accountant could always get him some work down ta big railheads.  Well, we was taking a break down at the local saloon and we musta put away about a quarta tequila each when this lowdown sidewinder says to us that we was miserable excuses for accountants and no use no way to no client in the shape we was in.  Lemme tell ya, I was seeing red the color of ink, and my pard was too, and he jumps up on the bar and informs the assembled multitude that we was covering all bets if we couldn't wrap up the inventory takin’ that very afternoon.  I gotta tell ya, them boys loved this, and commenced to whoopin’ and hollerin’ and shootin’ and bettin’ that we was plum loco while we grabbed us another quart each and headed on down to the corral while the whole durn town was digging their life savin’s out of their socks.

Well, me and my pard, we straddled either side of the gates of the biggest corral outside of Kansas City itself, and we throwed them gates open and I blowed my carbine off into the sign over the sheriff’s office to get them doggies running and we commenced auditin’ and verifyin’ while the stampede commenced to turn the lawn out in front of the county courthouse back into prairie.  Well, twenty minutes and a quarta tequila later the last of them steers tore on out of the corral and me and my pard both write a number of the bottom of our boot and damned if it weren’t the same number, 834.  And then there was a helluva lot more whoopin’ and hollerin’ and shootin’ and a lotta money changin’ hands.  Yeah, that were a good day!

CHRIS:  That sure beats what I’m doing.

DEBIT:  What’s that?

CHRIS:  1040s.

DEBIT:  1040s?  What are they?

CHRIS:  Sorry.  Income tax returns.

DEBIT:  Income tax?

CHRIS: You know, for the IRS?

DEBIT:  The I-R-S?

CHRIS:  Forget it?

DEBIT: Well, pardner --

CHRIS:  I'm not a partner.

DEBIT:  Well, boy, you look lower than a rattlesnake’s belly, and I’ll be durned if you can even tell me why.  I'll tell ya what, I’m gonna rustle me up a client, a drink and a card game, not necessarily in that order, and you look like you could sure use some fun.  Wanna go?

CHRIS:  You wouldn't believe how much work I have to do.

DEBIT:  Well, suit yourself.  It’s your life.  Me, I got a lot of work to do, too, and a whole great big, wild frontier to do it in.  Happy Trails!  (Exits up center)

(Chris, after a pause, follows him up center.  Stan enters with a longer roll of printouts than he had the first time.)

CHRIS:  Did you, by any chance, see a big guy—

STAN:  Nope.  We’re the only ones still here.  Why?

CHRIS:  Oh, nothing.  Maybe the security guards have new uniforms.

STAN: (explains the following while referring to the printouts):  Talk about exciting, Chris, look at this.  I’m doing the books for this guy who’s turned his father’s sleepy little brass foundry into a 15-million a year manufacturer of marine hardware, only to have his lazy brother-in-law inherit half the company.  The bum’s getting half the profits to drink his lunch and use his office couch to sober up.  You remember a couple of weeks ago at lunch you had this brainstorm for a buy-out plan?

CHRIS:  Do I?  It’s the last time I went out for lunch.

STAN:  So I gave the client your idea.  “Look,” I said, “You’re bleeding $150,000 a year out of net worth so this guy can be a liability.  Why not pay him not to show up?  Buy him out.”  He didn’t think he could afford it.  See, the place is worth three million five, and the brother-in-law plays golf on Saturday.  So I just now ran the numbers, and figure all we need to offer him is current salary plus medical till retirement.  Tomorrow I’m going to change into my alligator shirt and lime green pants and show up at the golf course about 11 a.m.  This guy will already be on the 19th hole.  I’ll have a couple of scotches with him; make the pitch; he’ll jump at the chance; we’ll be heroes; the lawyers will go to work; we’ll bill $15,000 for 80 hours work--unfortunately a lot less than the lawyers—and, as a result, the grateful client will give us four opening day baseball tickets.  (Stan puts on a Detroit Tigers baseball cap)  Wanna go?

CHRIS:  When is it?  April 16?  I’ll be sleeping.  You know, Stan, this job may be driving me crazy.  I think I just had an hallucination.

STAN  (picks up a file):  Hang in there, it’s just tax time that’s doing it to you.  (Exits saying)  God, I love accounting.

(Pause)

(Blackout)

(Science Fiction music is heard)

(A red overhead spotlight up center finds DON CHANG, dressed as a hippie businessman from the late 1960’s, with fake sideburns and a peace medallion.  He carries a book and a camera flash)

CHANG (consulting book):  Hey, bro’, what’s happenin’?

CHRIS:  Huh?

CHANG (reading):  Gimme five, Jack  (Extends hand palm downward; looks again at book, turns palm upward)

CHRIS:  What the hell are you talking about?

CHANG (hands him the book):  You speak English?

CHRIS (reads cover):  “Jive ’65:  A guide to Getting Down in Motown.”  Why do you have this?

CHANG:  Our archivist indicated that the inhabitants spoke this dialect.  See. (indicates back of book)

CHRIS (reads):  “Be cool.  Talk jive as only Detroiters do.  Learn what your Smokey Robinson records are really all about.”  This is a little dated.  I don’t think you’ll be wanting to use this.

CHANG (taking off peace medallion):  Bummer.  I guess I won’t be needing this either, or these. (takes off fake sideburns)  This is more mistakes than you’d expect in one day from the “Big One” accounting firm.  First, they set me down in the middle of a herd of stampeding cattle.  Then, one of those steers was beamed back with me.  Can you imagine what one of those longhorns can do to a control room?

CHRIS:  Well, No, actually

CHANG:  Not only that, somebody else was transported, too, by mistake, and now they can’t find him.  He is somewhere between the end of the Civil War and Mars.  (Looking around the office like a tourist) So this is a real 20th century accounting firm!  (Takes a flash picture of the audience)  That’s a ten-key calculator!  Real formica!  I must get a picture of this.  (Poses Chris with a calculator)  Don’t smile.  (Takes a flash picture)  Here, sit down and show me how you use it.

CHRIS:  Well…

CHANG:  Go ahead, add some numbers.  (Chris adds numbers very fast)  It’s so slow.  But you are immersed.  You are really doing it.  You are buried in paper.  You actually touch the numbers.  You people were real accountants.  I mean, you are good at what you do.

CHRIS:  Who are you anyway?  Let me guess.  You’re either from Los Angeles or outer space, right?

CHANG:  I guess I should fill you in.  Actually, I’m from right here in Detroit, just a long way in the future.

CHRIS:  How long?

CHANG:  A hundred years.

CHRIS:  Detroit?  A hundred years?  Right.

CHANG:  Well, actually I used to live in Bloomfield Hills, but I moved back to the city because of the suburban decay.  You know how that is:  too many Scandinavians were moving into the neighborhood.  Let me introduce myself.  I am Don Chang, Chief Historian of Frontier Accountant, Unlimited, the largest accounting firm in the known universe.  I’m here to get a picture for an article I am writing for the company newsletter for the 80th anniversary of the firm.

CHRIS:  Okay.  Just for a minute, let’s pretend I believe that.  I’m Christopher Smith, Staff Accountant for Montgomery, Macarthur and Ross, America’s ninth largest accounting firm.

CHANG:  Yes, Mr. Smith, I know, and I cannot tell you what an honor it is to meet you in person.

CHRIS:  You know, you’ve caught me on kind of a bad night, and you’re not helping.  I really don’t get any of this:  this bit with the phrasebook, time travel, Frontier Accountant, the “Big One”.  What happened to the Big Eight?

CHANG:  I’m sorry.  I’ll try to explain to you as much as I can.  Before the famous accounting crisis of 2002 all of the major firms were trying to figure out how to become another Arthur Andersen.  After 2002, they were all trying to figure out how NOT to become another Arthur Andersen.  The so-called “final four” accounting firms spent an incredible amount of time lobbying Congress and the SEC for new rules while trying to put the blame for accounting fraud on their clients.  When another surprise ten billion dollar scandal hit in 2004, the Dow dropped from 8000 to 4500 and the federal government was this close to taking over all audits of publicly traded companies.  Of course that idea died when a twenty billion dollar scandal broke in the government’s take-over of airline security.   Nobody seemed to know what to do until two partners at the number five accounting firm came up with a plan.  While the other firms were hiding behind their lawyers, these two CPAs decided to drop the protection of the corporate veil and stand behind their audits.  They went back to the origins of the accounting industry and reorganized their firm as a partnership accepting unlimited liability for their work.  Since this was a new frontier for the industry, they also renamed their firm Frontier Accountant Unlimited pledging  (hold up three-fingered Scout Sign) “our lives, our fortunes and our sacred honor” that any financial statement they put their name to was good.  Who could afford NOT to be audited by these guys?  And at only double the rates of their competitors, a Frontier Accountant audit seemed like a bargain.   The rest of the accounting industry scrambled to follow suit but soon the former (made quotation marks) “final four” accounting firms became the final one: PriceWaterhouseKPMG & Young, who was a poor step-child to the new industry leader - those who BOLDLY DARED TO GO WHERE NO BOOKS HAD BEEN BALANCED BEFORE! FRONTIER ACCOUNTANT, UNLIMITED!

CHRIS:  But I still don’t understand what this has to do with me.  Does it by any chance have anything to do with a loud guy with a rifle?

CHANG: You have seen someone who looked out of place?

CHRIS:  You mean besides you?  Yeah, kind of a cowboy-type guy.  (gestures up center.)

CHANG:  That must be him.  It has been an honor to meet you, but I really must be going.  I have to put things back in balance.  Thank you for the photograph.  I have a deadline to meet, out there, as we say at Frontier Accountant, beyond the bottom line!

(CHANG performs the same choreography that Stan did earlier, then exits up center.  After a dawn of recognition, Chris runs after him.  Stan enters up center, wearing Debit’s cowboy hat, with a roll of printouts.)

STAN: Look what I found.

CHRIS:  Beyond the bottom line!  Doesn’t that sound familiar?

STAN:  It should.  It’s what I’ve been trying to tell you.

CHRIS:  Beyond the bottom line!

STAN:  This has been a great night.  I tell you, Chris, I feel like the Lone Ranger.

CHRIS:  I wonder how I’d look in a cowboy hat?  (Stan gives him the hat.  Chris puts it on and does a terrible impersonation of John Wayne as a gunfighter.)  Well, pilgrim, are ya gonna draw.  My calculatin’ fingers is itchin’ fer action.

STAN:  You look great.

CHRIS:  But what I wonder is how we’re going to look in space helmets.

STAN:  Space helmets?  What would we need those for?

CHRIS:  To go beyond the bottom line!  I tell you, Stan, I have a dream, or else I just had one.  You wouldn’t believe how much work we have to do.  (They slap hands and resume work.)

(Lights fade fast with fast curtain)

PROP LIST

Calculator

Two mellow yellow ties

Printout paper, a lot of it

Company brochure

Pizza

pizza box

Shoebox

Yarn

Doily

Bottle of old time whiskey, one third full

Business card

Wire wastebasket with wastepaper in it

Tigers baseball cap

Small guidebook

Peace medallion

Camera flash

Fake sideburns

Stack of files
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