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POP GOES THE AD MAN 

 
SYNOPSIS:  A very creative but dictatorial Ad Agency President has 
assigned his team of writers to create a series of national television 
commercials for the agency’s largest and most prestigious client. The 
future of the Agency is riding on these commercials.. Unbeknownst to the 
“boss”, all did not go smoothly They got stuck, so they have took 
themselves on a “retreat” to a resort Near Mexico named “Rancho Notorious” 
where they have spent a week and are now returning with the fruits of 
their labor. 
 

 

TIME: 1970s – 80s 

LOCATION: Ad agency board room – large table. 

 

CHARACTERS: 

BOB – 70-something advertising agency president. Stylish, 
“leading man” type. 

EARL – 40-something executive. Wears brown suit, tie and brown 
shoes. 

PAT – 40-something Irish writer. Real wise ass. A writer. Wears 
a sombrero, squeeky sea serpent inflatable pool toy. 

MOLLY – 20-something female writer. Very sharp. From a big 
agency in Chicago. Wears a sundress and big hat.  

BUNNY – 30-something female writer. Business woman, executive on 
rise. She wears a swim suit, carries a beach ball and has zinc 
oxide on her nose. 
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UP FROM BLACK. 

BOB is sitting at conference table 
with a yellow pad and pencil. 

WRITERS enter dressed in resort 
garb -- shorts, t-shirts, sun 
hats, etc. MOLLY in a sundress and 
big hat. BUNNY carries a beach 
ball and has ZINC OXIDE on her 
nose.  PAT wears a sombrero and a 
kid's inflatable "sea serpent" 
which makes squeeky noise. EARL in 
a BROWN SUIT and BROWN SHOES. 

BOB: 
The copywriters return! 

Writers take seats around 
the table.  

 
(surprised) 

What's with the sombrero and pool toys? 

EARL: 
(handing scripts to BOB) 

The network TV concepts, boss!  Here they are! 

BOB: 
Y'know, I went by the conference room here last Thursday, and it 
was mighty quiet.  I listened at the door a while and couldn't 
hear anything.  Where were you? 

BUNNY: 
Well, we brain stormed and wrote in here for about 3 or 4 hours 
on the first day.  

PAT: 
I mean, the whole future of the agency was riding on these 
network TV scripts!  You put us under so much pressure to 
perform! 

MOLLY: 
We had a group writer's block kind of thing. 
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BOB: 
(skeptically) 

Group writer's block.  All four of you? At once? Never heard of 
such a thing. 

EARL: 
We took the corporate jet and flew down to a resort in Near 
Mexico. 

BUNNY: 
Actually, it is a dude ranch called "Rancho Notorious"! 

PAT: 
We spent the last four days there.  That's where I got "Cecil 
the Sea Serpent". 

(makes squeeky noise) 

BOB: 
Four days at a resort called "Rancho Notorious"? Did you 
authorize this, Earl? 

EARL: 
You did, Bob.  Your final words to me were, and I quote -- 
"These scripts are so important!  The future of the agency – and 
my reputation in the ad industry is riding on this! What ever it 
takes for you to get great network television commercials do 
it!"  And so we did! 

BOB: 
Sandwiches and coffee in the conference room wasn't good enough? 
The corporate jet plus four days at a dude ranch Near Mexico.  

(a beat) 
By the way, why aren't you dressed more casual like everyone 
else, Earl? 

EARL: 
I am dressed casual, Bob! I'm wearing brown shoes. 

BOB: 
(gestures with scripts) 

Well, you're the creative director, these scripts better be 
good! 

PAT: 
I know mine is good, boss.  I wasn't in the bar at that dude 
ranch more than 15-minutes when a hooker came up to me and said 
that for $100-bucks she would do anything my heart desired.  I 
asked her if she was experienced and she said she had 20 years 
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of experience! That she had done it all!  So, I gave her a $100-
bucks and told to go to my room and write a CLIO award winning 
network television commercial. 

BOB: 
I must say you give me a great deal of confidence, Pat.  I 
always think to ask a hooker to write my scripts for me.  How 
about the rest of you?  I hope you were at least as creative and 
resourceful as Pat. Thank you, Pat.  You've been a real 
inspiration. 

PAT beams. 

BOB: 
You did expense that hooker, didn't you, Pat? 

PAT: 
Of course, boss!  Plus several re-writes. 

BOB rolls his eyes then leans back 
and gets puts on his glasses and 
takes a toothpick out of his shirt 
pocket.  BOB picks up the first 
script from the pile. 

BOB: 
Well, here's the first script...  

BOB looks at the name in the top 
left corner.   

 And who wrote this...? 

He begins reading the script while 
working the toothpick.  He begins 
sucking his teeth and making mouth 
noises.  At one point he looks 
around the table and then back at 
the script.  He makes some notes 
on a yellow pad.  He puts the 
script down on the table. 

BOB: 
(neutral) 

Uh-huh.  Well, then.  
(puts that script down to 
one side) 

That was the first one. 
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(a beat) 
Um-huh.  That's the first one, boy-o-boy!  Am I excited! 

BOB takes a second script 
from the pile. 

BOB: 
Here's the second one!  Same size paper.  Same typewriter 
characters.  I wonder if this one will be as dynamic? 

BOB closely peers at the name in 
the top left corner.  

BOB: 
Oh!  This must be Pat's.  It's in Spanglish. 

BOB begins pulling his ear with 
his free hand.  He gets a very 
skeptical look on his face.  BOB 
glares at the writers on one side 
of the table.  They begin to 
fidget.  BOB's brow furrows.  He 
looks concerned.  He pulls his 
ear.  He makes a note on the 
yellow pad.  Finally he puts the 
script on top of the first one. 

 

BOB: 
(intensely) 

A hooker in a bar at a dude ranch called Rancho Notorious, huh, 
Patty Cake? 

PAT beams. 

BOB: 
(gesturing with script) 

If you paid $100-bucks for this, Pat, that hooker screwed you! 

PAT: 
Absolutely!  And, I think it was "gratuitous" sex! 

EARL: 
Pat, do you know what gratuitous sex means? 

PAT: 
Sure, Earl. Being grateful.  And, believe me, I was. 
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BOB: 
(glaring) 

Did you get that hooker's name, Pat?  'Cause in about fifteen 
minutes there might be an opening in this agency for a trainee 
copy writer. 

BOB takes the third script and 
peers at the name in the top left-
hand corner. 

BOB: 
Oh... 

He begins reading and moving his 
lips.  He gives a very pained 
look.  BOB begins sucking air 
through his teeth as if he is 
being pained or burned.  He makes 
a note on the yellow pad -- and 
then draws a line through it.  He 
makes another note and crosses 
that one out more vigorously.  He 
slams the script onto the table.  
Finally BOB looks up wildly in 
BUNNY's direction. 

 

BOB: 
"And she hands him a trout"...? 

BOB shakes his head 
sorrowfully. 

BOB: 
Where in the world did you get that, Bunny?  "And she hands him 
a trout"?! 

BUNNY: 
Actually, Bob, I didn't have a punch-line for the commercial so 
I just wrote "And she hands him a trout" as a place holder. 

BOB: 
(chuckles ruefully) 

"And she hands him a trout?" 
(disbelief) 

The future of our ad agency. The reputation I have carefully 
built over 20 years. Our future clients – if any – my prestige, 
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my ranking in the creative industry – all is riding on these 
scripts and this woman writes, "And she hands him a trout."  I 
have a sinking feeling in my stomach. 

BOB suddenly sits up and glares at 
the writers. 

BOB: 
(angrily) 

Who are you?  Where are my copywriters?  

BOB picks up the fourth script and 
peers at the name in the top left 
hand corner. 

BOB: 
(hopefully) 

Ummm.  The last script.   
(gestures with page) 

Earl, this is the last script.  
(a beat) 

Our future is riding on this one sheet of paper.  Will it be a 
happy future, Earl?  Will it be a bleak future?  What do you 
think? You’re the Creative director...  Any side bets? 

(a beat) 
This one script is the last one! 

PAT: 
A hundred bucks says it's stink-o. 

EARL: 
Pat! 

PAT: 
Sorry. 

BOB begins reading.  BOB puts the 
script down and rolls his eyes.  
He takes off his glasses and looks 
around.  He picks up scripts and 
tosses them into the air. 

BOB: 
Twenty years of building an agency down the crapper!  I'm 
ruined! 

PAT: 
You don't have to pay me, boss.  You'll need the money. 
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BOB glares at him. 

He sits up abruptly and turns over 
the yellow pad sheet to a clean 
page. 

BOB: 
Maybe you got distracted by the swimming pools, cleavage, hunky 
waiters or sunshine, I don't know.  But, these were the most... 
the most... most... 

(gestures "I don't know 
the word") 

I've ever seen.  Maybe there wasn't enough pressure. Maybe you 
had too much leisure! So, let's try pressure, shall we? 

(a beat) 
First, I want you to stand up and line up over here. 

(points to side of table) 

EARL: 
You want us to... what? 

BOB: 
Stand up. 

(nobody moves- he SHOUTS) 
Stand up! 

WRITERS leap to their 
feet. 

BOB: 
Get into a line right here! 

(he points) 

BUNNY: 
Bob!  You're acting crazy!  You're scaring me! 

MOLLY: 
Is he going to shoot us? 

PAT: 
He has a pad, he could give us paper cuts. 

EARL: 
Easy, Bob! 

WRITERS stand and line up single-
file to side of table.  MOLLY, 
BUNNY, PAT and EARL. 
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BOB: 
(barking like drill 
sergeant) 

Stand at attention!  
(they stand rigidly) 

You're my writers, right? 

WRITERS nod.  

BOB: 
(pacing around them) 

Well, here's the drill!  
(faces each one) 

Molly!  When I cue you, you will say something funny, you got 
it? 

(Molly nods) 
Bunny, you understand? 

(Bunny nods) 
Pat, you will say something funny, you got it? 

PAT: 
Uh, let me see... 

BOB: 
Shut up!  Earl! 

 

EARL: 
Got it, boss. 

BOB returns and sits 
behind the table. 

BOB: 
When I point, you will say something brilliant!  Funny!  
Creative!  And I'll write it down here on my legal pad, okay? 

EARL: 
Now? 

BOB: 
(barking like a drill 
sergeant) 

Now! 

MOLLY: 
Right now? 
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BOB: 
(menacing) 

Now. Not Christmas.  Not New Year's.  Not 4th of July.  Not 
Halloween... 

(menacingly) 
N--o--w.   

(sweetly) 
As if your job depended upon it.  Because it does. Is that 
enough pressure? 

BOB sits at table with legal pad.  
He licks the end of his pencil. 

ALL stand in silence. 

BOB: 
(pointing at MOLLY) 

Mol-ly?  You're the hot-shot from Chicago! Say something funny! 

MOLLY: 
Bob, I...  

BOB: 
(escalating) 

FUNNY! Say something funny! 

 

MOLLY: 
I can't think of anything funny. 

BOB: 
(jabbing pencil at BUNNY) 

Bunny!  You say something funny! 

BUNNY: 
(shakes her head and looks 
down) 

Nothin'. 

BOB: 
(pointing to PAT) 

Pat! 

PAT: 
(sorrowfully) 

Sorry, Bob. 

BOB: 
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(pointing to EARL) 
Earl!  You're the creative director!  You're the leader of this 
band of mental dwarves!  Say something funny! 

EARL: 
(brightly) 

O-kay! 
(a beat) 

Here's the set-up, boss.  The head of an ad agency asks his 
creative team of brilliant writers to create breakthrough tv 
commercials... then he call them all together in his office. He 
reads the scripts. They suck. He lines his writers up!  And he 
says, menacingly - "Be - funny - now!" 

(a little hysterical 
whispering) 

And, nobody says anything!  
(a beat - normal voice) 

The only sound you can hear... and which the television audience 
will hear ... is the sound of their ass holes slamming shut! 

(EARL loudly claps hands) 

BOB: 
(slowly writes on tablet) 

The - sound - of - their - ass holes - slamming - shut.  
(coldly with growing 
intensity) 

Tell me, Snow White, I don't think you can base a successful 
network television campaign and move millions of viewers to take 
action based on the sound of ass holes slamming shut! 

(a beat) 

PAT: 
(thoughtfully) 

I hate to disagree, boss; on Madison Avenue that's called 
"resonance advertising".  Remember the 1964 Barry Goldwater / 
Lyndon Johnson campaign?  Johnson ran a commercial with the 
little girl picking daisies which paid off with a nuclear 
fireball - implying that Barry Goldwater would use the nuclear 
bomb? According to the research, Lyndon Johnson was elected 
President by the votes of several million viewers whose ass 
holes slamed shut. That was an ad created by Roger Ayles – who 
went on to head up Fox Network! 

LONG PAUSE. 
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BOB: 
(plaintively) 

Geezus!  The guy that paid a hooker in a bar at Rancho Notorious 
to write a network commercial, gives me a lecture on advertising 
theory and history! 

(slow, but escalating 
anger) 

Corporate jet. Four days at Rancho Notorious.  And ass holes 
slamming shut?  The future of my agency down the crapper! 

(BOB stands) 
You want to see a nuclear explosion? I'll show you a nuclear 
explosion! 

BUNNY: 
Bob, don't do this!  I just read in a grocery store tabloid that 
a man got so angry he actually blew up!  

PAT: 
I can see the headline: "Pop Goes Ad Man". 

BOB: 
(SHOUTING "Honeymooners" 
style) 

One of these days ... One of these days! Pow Zoom! 

PAT: 
Great concept, boss!  A Honeymooners spoof!   

EARL: 
You’ve done it again! 

 

FADE LIGHTS TO BLACK. 

   CURTAIN 


