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CLIENT: SWANSON HUNGRY MAN TV DINNERS  
MEDIA: RADIO
LENGTH: :60
TITLE:  “SUICIDE NOTE”

SFX:  (answering machine beep)

Joe:  April. It’s me, Joe… again.  By the time you hear this, I’ll be dead...  
But I’ve thought about your demands and I’m open to making some changes…I’m 
willing to stuff your tampons into my pockets so you don’t have to carry a purse. 
(sigh)  I’ll even pee sitting down, like you told me to…I need you, April.  I can’t even 
cook for myself.  In fact, I splurged tonight and bought a Swanson Hungry Man TV 
dinner. My last meal… 

SFX:  (microwave bell)

Joe:  Oh, wait one sec--

SFX:  (TV dinner being torn open)

Joe: (chewing) Just know that I’m— mmm!…This salisbury steak is great… And these 
potatoes!  I could eat one of these hearty meals every night for the rest of my life…
Ha!  I don’t need to kill myself, April, because you’ve been slowly sucking the life 
out of me anyway.  Well I’m done with you!  I’m a new man.  Guess what: I enjoy 
pornography!  In fact, I often imagine you kissing your sister!  Goodbye, April.  And 
good ri--

SFX:  (click.  dial tone)

NARRATOR:  Swanson Hungry Man TV dinners.  It’s time to be a man.















CLIENT:   BARON KITES 
MEDIA:   RADIO
LENGTH:    :60
TITLE:    “ZOMBIES”

SFX:  (ambient phone line static throughout)

OPERATOR: 9-1-1 Emergency.

WOMAN: Please help me!  Oh god! 

OPERATOR: I need you to calm down, ma’am. Is there an intruder in your house?

WOMAN:  Yes.  Well, no. It’s my son.

OPERATOR: He broke in?

WOMAN: No. He lives here, but he hasn’t come out of his room since last 
Christmas-- Oh God!  Brandon, put that down! 

SFX:  (gruesome roar; breaking glass)

OPERATOR: Ma’am! Ma’am!  I need you to stay with me here.  Ma’am??? 

WOMAN:  (whispering) I’m hiding in the laundry room now. 

OPERATOR: Okay, can you describe your son for me?

WOMAN: He’s twelve years old.  Dark hair.  His eyes are all glazed over. And his skin— 
it’s pasty and white.
  

OPERATOR:   Oh yeah, definitely the look of the Undead. Happens when these kids hole 
themselves up in their rooms.  Video games, TV— sucks the life right out of ‘em.  

WOMAN: Oh god-- my commemorative plate collection! 

SFX:  (SMASH!)

OPERATOR: Wow, sounds like a Code Five.  He probably won’t stop until he eats 
your heart…. Do you have any other children, ma’am?

WOMAN: Yes, a daughter.

OPERATOR: Okay, listen carefully. I need you to go out immediately and buy your daughter 
a Baron Kite. Then encourage her to play outside with it.  Do you hear me: OUTSIDE!!

WOMAN: (sniffling) Baron Kite?

OPERATOR: It’s the only way to save her.  Your son, of course, will have to be euthanized.

ANNOUNCER: BARON KITES.  BECAUSE WE SHOULDN’T HAVE TO EUTHANIZE ZOMBIE 
CHILDREN ANY MORE. 








