
JON

Peacock-faced secretaries:

SECRETARY [SUSAN]

I'm sorry, he's in a meeting and can't possibly be reached.

JON

Temps in wrinkled khakis.

TEMP [MICHAEL]

Uh, I think the fax machine is jammed.

JON

And my favorite -- the perfect women -- the hard driving, highcheeked power
haircut girls who cruise the Avenues like sleek, silver bullets.

JUDY [SUSAN]

Jonathan? Hi! Judy Wright. Michael's told me all about you. Come with me, I'll be
leading the session. Help yourself to coffee...

JON

Tick...tick...tick...

JUDY

We are so glad you've come in! We love "creative" people. It's what we're all about!

JON

BOOM! BOOM! BOOM!
Conference room. Faux wood grain table. Aqua naugahyde chairs.

JUDY

Everybody, this is Jonathan.

[The MARKET RESEARCH GUY (Michael) introduces himself to Jon by saying his
name.]

JUDY

He's going to help us out today. He writes musicals. You know, like Andrew Lloyd
Weber.

(JON reacts)

Okay, let's get started! Today we're embarking on a major endeavor. We're devel-
oping a name for a breakthrough new product. A chemical to be used in cooking as a
fat replacement! It's tasteless, has no calories, no fat, no cholesterol. In fact, it can't be
absorbed into your digestive tract. This is going to give Americans a whole new kind
of freedom in the way they live and snack, and we need a name that will capture all
of the --

(Jon’s hand is up)

-- Yes?
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JON

How about "Nutrafat"?

JUDY

(beat)

Jon, At this point in time we're really just idea-generating, OK? We're brainstorming,
free-associating ... It's a creative-process-unlocking session. We're not at the naming
phase yet. Okay: concepts, people?

ALL

(slow, then faster:) 

STEPHEN [KEYBOARD] 

Health.

M.R. GUY 

Goodness.

KONRAD [BASS} 

Freedom. 

MATT [GUITAR]

Dawn. 

STEPHEN 

New Dawn.

JUDY 

Hello!

(beat) 

Free-Dawn. 

STEPHEN 

(aside) 

She's good. 

(Everyone's looking at Jon.)

JON 

(hesitantly) 

Hope. 

M.R. GUY 

Hm?

JON 

Hope.
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