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CONFIDENTIAL: EYES ONLY


ZoomCorp Proprietary Advertising. X3418 - Revision 3. Do not distribute. 





Helping The Planet Breathe Easier


The ZoomTech A-37 AirAtomizer  answers the modern-day question: Is it safe to inhale?

Air pollution has been a problem since the dawn of the industrial age. Our planet finds itself at a crossroads. People can literally see air, and perfectly modern societies are still breathing in the same old carbon dioxide from their great-great grandfather’s ’57 DeSotos. In major cities, air now has a special, smoky flavor and allows its citizens to ingest the equivalent of a pack of cigarettes a day by simply breathing. While for some people that may be a financial savings and a time-saver, it’s not the way air was designed to function.

The ZoomTech A-37 AirAtomizer eradicates pollution from your city, one block at a time. Restoring the oxygen levels that society needs to remain living, and restoring simple things like winter to planet Earth.

The A-37 AirAtomizer


Making Air Invisible Again ™


Caution: Read the operation manual thoroughly. Only use the A-37 in outdoor environments. Using the A-37 indoors can implode dwellings. Stand very far away from the A-37.

ZoomTech ®


Our Future Is In Great Hands! ℠











  
  

AND NOW, OUR STORY


Lance Zoom and the Corporate Overlords





Norman Spindle preened in his massive office, admiring himself in a full-length mirror. Long, bony fingers ran through his thinning hair, dyed far too dark for his older frame. He had to look his best for the upcoming events. The events of his own design. He stopped and frowned. 

The Zooms were coming.

Chaos always preceded the arrival of Lance and Layla Zoom. Panic spread through the Halls of ZoomCorp like unwarranted rumors. Executives cleaned desks. Administrative assistants panicked over to-do lists. Janitors buffed floors until they were absolutely dangerous. 

Norman sniffed disdainfully at the tumult just outside of his door. This was unacceptable. The reputation of ZoomCorp was paramount; these antics hindered operations. The world saw the Zooms as heroes. Norman Spindle saw them as a threat to his company’s bottom line.

That’s right. His company.

The Zooms’ storied inventions always raised insurance premiums. It may be spectacular to witness the maiden voyage of a gleaming flying thing that runs on water, but then it wraps itself around the Chrysler Building and quarterly profits drop through the floor. Rolling Stone interviews Lance Zoom, while the Federal Aviation Administration grills Norman Spindle.

His frown in the mirror became a steely gaze of determination. No more.

With one last pull to his lapels, he burst out of his office and cut a path through the labyrinthine halls, ignoring the terrified yelps of underlings diving out of his way. He kept his singular focus. It was time to hold the Zooms accountable for their actions. They always attended the annual board meeting, and Norman would take full advantage of the situation.

He entered Conference room 3-B and looked it over carefully. Everything was in place and ready. The nameless lackeys from janitorial had adjusted the environment to his exact specifications. Good.

After all, the Zooms would not go down quietly. He needed to set expectations and be sure there was no fight left for the boardroom. That was why he had arranged this room for an—early lunch.

A crooked smile slowly played across his lips. Finally, a meeting agenda he could sink his teeth into. Lance Zoom would meet his demise before the caterer served dessert.


      [image: ]In another place, a darkened room, a boy hunched over a computer keyboard. The room was his sanctuary. His domain. His secret lair. His castle.

Actually, it was his bedroom.

He had a mission. The dark helped him focus. Carefully watching his screen, his hands blazed across the keys, a symphony of skill and stealth. With each response from the host, there were new parameters to consider. He constantly shifted, creating new music, a new dance. Thinking fast was paramount. He interpreted. He improvised. He vibed. Finally he received the response:

Are you certain you want to do that?

What a silly question. “Of course I want to do that,” the boy confirmed aloud, typing the sentence as he spoke.

And the symphony continued.


      [image: ]If the door of conference room 3-B were sentient, it would have witnessed the arrival of Lance and Layla Zoom. It would have been excited to see them, because neither member of the power couple had ever been down this particular hallway.

It would have also told them that conference room 3-A had a better sound system, and that 3-C was always rude, and it really wanted to move farther down the hall, where there was much less drama.

Sadly, the door was just a piece of composite plywood, with a rather singular function. It was currently keeping the Zooms from seeing the terrible fate awaiting them just a few feet past its threshold. 

Lance Zoom struck a majestic pose, his standard resting position. He simply couldn’t help it. Layla had to smile. The proverbial complete package stood before her: Brains and brawn. Beef and brilliance. Despite his gifts, however, he looked rather constrained in his business suit. Doubt cluttered his mind. He was a fish out of water in the grinding, slow moving wheels of a corporation.
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