Draper (aside to CW 1 & 2): OK, you two, this is Ms. Weaver, the owner of the Bedmakers bed company. They make beds. And this new Dreamweaver bed needs to be a hit, so you knuckleheads better have knocked this one out of the park. If we don’t get this account, heads are going to roll!

CW 1: No problem, boss.

CW 2: It’s our best work yet, sir.

Draper: Like I told you when you first considered hiring us, Ms. Weaver, We are an ad company that understands the idea of the Dreamweaver Bed. And this is how we’re going to sell it.

Weaver: I can’t wait to see it.

Draper: Roll it you schmucks!

COMMERCIAL PLAYS, ENDS.

(silence. Neither Draper nor Weaver seem to like it.)

CW 1 (eager): And right there it’ll say 1-800-BED-MAKE 
CW 2 (apprehensively): Understand that right now it’s more of a rough idea. We can change…  

D Draper (angry): IDEA?! You call that an idea?? 
CW 2: Well…

Draper: Because all I see is an imitation! That might be fine and dandy for the fools and children of the world, but Bedmaker beds are not beds for fools and children! 
Weaver: No, they are not.

Draper (to the CWs): Let me teach you two goofballs a lesson in advertising… You’ll never sell a darned thing if your ads are not REAL enough.
CW 1: (waving at Nemo) Hi, Nemo!

CW 2: (nudging him, whispering) Cut it out. That’s just a cartoon. You’re making us look like fools and children!

Weaver (getting up): What do I even need a commercial for?  These things sell themselves! 
Draper: Things! Things, she says! 
Weaver: Yes, I’ll just let some folks sit on the beds for free, maybe at the park, and then they’ll want to buy them.
Draper: Wrong! Our focus groups, the people who use your product, aren’t interested in things! Things thing too much! It makes them sick thinking of your beds bedding all the time.

(Blank stares all around)

Weaver (confused): Uh well, bedding’s not really my department…though we do have some contacts in that business…
Draper: Bedding doesn’t bedding, you bozo! It beddingings!! 
(more blank stares)

Draper: OK. Let me explain. There are three kinds of beds…
CW 1 (butting in, trying to impress): I got this one, boss! Twin size, king size…
Draper: No you thickheaded meatball! You’re not getting it. 
CW 2: Bunk bed?

Draper (sighing): No, no, no! Who makes the beds? 

CW 1: My mom makes my bed.
Draper: No! The Bedmakers make the beds…understand? The bed-beds…

Weaver: Damn fine bed-beds.

Draper: They stink! But they’re worlds better than the imitation beds made by you “artistes”! (suddenly losing himself in the moment) It’s the idea of the bed… now that’s perfection.
Weaver (getting up and going): I don’t have to listen to this nonsense. I’ll take my business elsewhere. 

(leaves)

CW 1 (trying to lighten the mood): Well, you can’t win ‘em all… 

Draper: And you’ll never win another one here again! You’re nothing buy imitators who imitate the real thing! You’re both fired! Beat it! Scram! (chases them out) Looks like I’m the only one with an idea as to how an ad campaign should be run. (loses himself in the moment again) …and that idea is all I need...
