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‘A book about your ideas? What!? Are you stupid?! . . .
Do you really think anyone is going to be interested in
your pathetic escapades! Of course not!

And they're certainly not going to care about your crazy
theories, like the way you think "every person can be a
creative powerhouse” . . . Don't be ridiculous . . . ha ha!

Anyway, it's such a hassle sitting down to write — so why
even make the effort! Watch some TV instead, The
Simpsons is on — you like that . . .’



IDEA 0
My Attempt To Get You
Hooked

So. Hello. Great to meet you — even though I'm not really
meeting you, more that you're meeting me I suppose. It's a
pity I can't meet you, as I love encountering interesting
new people, but unfortunately I just can't — the technology
for books to do that isn't quite there yet. Ah well, not to
worry. I'll introduce myself quickly anyway.

My name is Sheridan Simove. But please call me
'Shed'. I know 'Shed' sounds weird, but to me it's my
name. Everyone calls me that, even my parents, the
people who came up with the shortening. I wonder if they
realized I'd have a lifetime of people being puzzled and
making jokes when I introduced myself? Probably not.

'No, my brother is not called "Greenhouse",' I often
remark when I've just told someone my name and they
question whether it's the same as the place in a garden that
stores tools. I always half chuckle after they've made that
same joke I've heard so many times before. I explain that
the only time I've ever been called 'Sheridan' is when my
parents told me off as a child — 'Sheridan! Stop your
nonsense!' — and so to me 'Shed' is absolutely what I'm
called. So that's that.

Anyway, I hate books where there's a load of waffle at
the start. So let's plunge straight in . . .



The ideas started relatively small, but even the early
ones changed things, as you'll soon see. It would take a
while until I came up with larger, more ambitious
schemes, and it would be a very long while before I had
'the big one', the 'bright' idea for a TV programme that
really changed my life and landed me on the front pages
(I'm the guy bottom right on the newspaper below).

| Dec claims
| Will's victim
| of pop plot

I made the programme when I was thirty and posed as a
sixteen-year-old to try to attend high school for the second
time round. To my surprise, the plan worked and I spent a
whole term as a sixth-former. When I finally revealed my
true age to the teachers and my fellow pupils, a whole
town wanted to lynch me. But, hey, I'll get to that story a
bit later . . .



So, what's this book all about then? Well, here's my
cunning plan:

I'm hoping to keep you interested with the tales that
have arisen from an amazingly simple two-stage process.
It's something we all do and it goes like this:

First: you think about doing something . . .
and then . . .
... you make it happen.

This empowering, life-affirming couple of steps has
taken me on all sorts of adventures — adventures I'm about
to share with you.

I am chronically addicted to having an idea, no matter
how ludicrous (and it's been mentioned that some of the
ideas you'll read about here are certainly ludicrous], then
acting upon that idea until something happens. You'll see
what occurs when I turn thoughts into reality: sometimes
the consequences are great, sometimes not so wonderful.
You'll be the judge of which ones you reckon are any
good. Hopefully you'll find all of them vaguely
interesting. They just might even be a little bit inspiring to
you (if you're in need of inspiration, of course), because if
I can make these things happen, then anyone can.

Anyway, nice to have you with me, in spirit if not in
body. Enjoy the trip.

'"Thousands of people want to work in television . . . loads
of candidates applying for this amazing job will have
more experience than you . . . and . . . ha ha! . . . you're
rubbish in interviews! . . . the application form is huge . . .
why even bother? . . . you won't get the job . . . give up
now and save bads of time . . .’



IDEA 1
The Pizza That Changed
Everything

'‘Cheesy' self-promotion at its finest

I didn't know it then, but it was going to be a special day.
It started normally enough: my dad shouted from the hall,
waking me from my beauty sleep.

'Shed! Shed! Come on Shed — don't stay in bed all day!'

My dad hated me sleeping in, believing it to be a waste
of the day. I wearily dragged myself downstairs to find a
solitary piece of mail from my college. Bless the people
who work there, for in that envelope was a piece of paper
that would change my life.

Ripping open the envelope, I instantly recognized the
contents: a white A4 booklet covered in black print. A
careers newsletter. I scanned it with a heavy heart, having
seen many similar bulletins in the last few months. I just
didn't want to go through yet another one, reading all the
jobs that were on offer — the dozens of accountancy firms
offering great salaries, the law practices, the merchant
banks — and then guiltily realize that none of them turned
me on in the slightest.

So now I stared at the newsletter, daring it, willing it to
come up with something that would vaguely capture my



imagination. 1 scanned the first page, ballpoint-pen
poised, ready to ring any job that was even vaguely sexy.

Nothing on page one. Nor on page two. Oh dear. A
position in an ad agency on page three got me slightly
excited, but not ecstatic.

Then, on page four — bingo! I saw it, the paragraph that
held my future. If this scene had been in a movie, angels
would have sung and the block of words on the page
would have shone brilliant gold.

But it wasn't a movie. I was in Cardiff, the capital of
Wales and my home town, and it was raining outside. Yet
these words were now catching my eye and my
imagination at the same time. They seemed like a
wondrous portal into another world, one I wanted to jump
right into.

Ten years later, when [ started to write this book, I tried
to find out exactly what this life-changing advert had said.
I called up the university careers service. Even though
they told me that old newsletters weren't on computer in
those days (how old did that make me feel!), they thought
they still may have a hard copy in their archives. After a
labour-intensive search, they found the newsletter and the
advert in question. It was sandwiched between an
opportunity to work at a merchant bank and an offer to
join a systems personnel firm (whatever the hell that is).
Here's the ad that had such a big impact on my life:



Planet 24

W Television Production Trainess.
.| Further to their presentation on 27 April st The Old Fire Station,
Planat 24 will be laking on two graduste Praduction Trainces, [he
campany produces Big Breakfast, The Word, and Surf Potatoes. They
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for lots of hard work’, Sumcessful applicants will spend & year (rom
September 1994 at their London offices. To apply send a stamped
sddrpssed envelope to Mary Durkan ot the address overleaf. [Jon't
cafl,

Salary: £13,000

to: Mary Duckan, Per i Maenager, Planet 24, Norex Cour,
195 Marsh Wall, London E14 98G.
Letter. Closing Date; 05-MAY-9%4
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Now it's fair to say that back then Planet 24 was the
hottest television company in the UK. They specialized in
making highly entertaining and highly original television
shows. The oft bandied-about word 'groundbreaking' was
frequently used in the same sentence as their name and
this was well deserved.

Planet 24's first breakout programme was The Word, a
frenetic, spiky, late-night, live show packed full of
memorable hosts, great music, outspoken guests and
shocking features. In one notorious segment called 'The
Hopefuls', the producers exploited the fact that people
would do anything for the chance to be on TV. Viewers
were invited to appear on the show only if they would
perform extreme tasks in return for airtime. The grim
images of a young man puking up into a beer glass and
then promptly drinking his puke back down stay with me
even now.



Predictably enough, the Daily Mail and indeed anyone
over thirty-five hated the show — which, in turn, made it
even more attractive to young people. It was a programme
for the young, made by the young — a no-rules paradise of
unpredictability. To many of the nation's youth, it felt as if
a gaping hole had been filled — finally this was television
that directly engaged with a younger generation. It spoke
to me too. I watched in awe at this seemingly glamorous
world crammed full of gorgeous, naughty and amusing
shenanigans. I was, like many other people, wowed. Little
did I know I'd be standing in the studio as part of the
production team only four years later, feeling the hairs on
my neck stand up as the show's opening music started.

As if making one groundbreaking show wasn't enough,
at the time the ad came out Planet 24 had also recently
launched another seminal programme that changed the
face of British TV for ever. Fresh from the success of The
Word, the Planet 24 bosses joined the race to win the
lucrative breakfast-show slot on Channel 4. They
managed to attract hot, new, talented presenters and set
their programme in a real house. Their pitch document
was delivered in a specially created cereal box, a detail
that I learned when I saw the box in one of the bosses'
offices years afterwards. Planet 24 won the contract for
the breakfast show, despite competition from much bigger
companies, and so The Big Breakfast was born. It was a
two-hour non-stop burst of energy that included the
biggest celebrity guests, hilarious gags and two alien
puppets. It also dared to do something that had never been
seen before — it crossed the 'fourth wall'. The Big
Breakfast turned the camera round to show the crew. They



in turn became characters on the programme. It was
daring, exciting, fresh — and a massive success.

So to say I was excited at the idea of getting a job at
this company was an understatement. After reading the
advert, I knew it was the place for me. Suddenly
everything was clear. I wanted to work there. No, it was
stronger than that — my whole soul yearned, ached,
screamed to work there.

My heart sank as I read the ad. It mentioned a
presentation that Planet 24 had given at my uni before the
ad was placed. I'd heard nothing about this and so hadn't
attended.

It was frustrating that I couldn't travel back in time so I
could show up to gather any tips. I felt I was already
playing catch-up to the people who had been there,
because I reasoned that any knowledge about a goal
you're aiming for is always helpful. Would everyone who
attended have a much better chance than me? I couldn't let
that bother me. I just had to power on.

I immediately wrote off for the application form and
was on tenterhooks the whole time I waited for it,
completely stressed out. All my hopes seemed invested in
this one dream. I didn't want anything else.

My obsession with getting the job just grew and grew.
This all-consuming focus would reoccur at other times in
my life when I really wanted to get something done. Once
a new idea or goal has captured my imagination, I find
myself hurtling almost uncontrollably towards the
completion of that goal. It is an enjoyable state of being,
but it's also scary, as it sometimes seems as though I'm not



the master of my own destiny. It's not just a case of
wanting to do something; it suddenly becomes clear to me
that I have to do it.

I sometimes beat myself up in a psychological way to
spur myself on to try harder to make something happen. I
play a perverse game with myself which goes like this: I
imagine that somebody (it doesn't matter who) says to me,
'Shed, in one year's time I will cut off your arm unless you
have achieved X'. In place of 'X' I put any one of my
dreams: writing a book, launching a toy, doing an
amazing speech, winning an Oscar.

Is that weird? But my logic does sort of make sense,
doesn't it? If someone really was going to cut off your arm
in a year's time unless you had succeeded in some goal,
then you'd spend every waking moment making that goal
happen, wouldn't you?

So that's the sort of focus I had when I was trying to get
the Planet 24 job. My obsession started to accelerate out
of control. When I say I became obsessed, I really was
consumed, like you'd poured some strange kind of idea
gasoline over me and set it alight. Virtually every waking
thought was concerned with working out how to get the
gig. [ began to formulate a detailed plan.

I figured a lot of people would be going for this job.
The world of TV was, and is, a draw to many. The Planet
24 position was an opportunity for someone to be
fast-tracked through a company making the two best
youth shows in the country. The same advert appeared a
week later in the Guardian (a friend of the family cut it
out for me) and that meant even more people would
apply. I knew I had to raise my game in order to get



noticed by the Planet 24 team. I also wanted to give the
bosses some physical proof that I was a good bet, rather
than relying solely on the application form.

The form finally arrived. It was five pages of questions
with huge gaping spaces for me to fill in my answers. One
of the spaces asked about 'the most interesting thing
you've ever done'. I talked about the year I'd just spent in
Florida working for Disney as a sixteenth-century
gentleman. But there were two more tough spaces to fill
that were going to pose me a much bigger challenge. The
first one was headed '"Write down an idea for a new
segment on The Word'. The second was even harder:
'Come up with an original concept for a TV show.'

There I was, someone who'd never worked in television
before, and I was being asked to come up with a new
programme. How the hell was I going to do that? Sure, I'd
watched a lot of TV, but just because you come into
contact with something doesn't automatically make you an
expert in it. Even though I now know it's not exactly brain
surgery coming up with a new TV show, it's most
certainly an identifiable skill that involves specific
techniques and knowledge.

Anytime you're looking to come up with something
new, you have to know what has been done before. This is
important for all original idea creation — you need to
immerse yourself in the subject, see what's been done
before and then do something different! It's as simple — or
as difficult — as that.

So I tackled the first challenge first — a new strand for
the cutting-edge youth show The Word. 1 approached this



in a strategic manner, with the following thought
processes:

a. The Word is a TV show that likes to shock
b. it's a sexy show
c. it's also a show with a sense of humour

Therefore, my strand needed to fit in with these three
qualities. My final offering (at which I now cringe) was
this:

Strand Idea for The Word:

True or Falsie?

The idea: Ten female models dressed in bikinis stand in a
row. One celebrity guest must then go along the line and
judge whether the girls' breasts are real or false just by
looking at them.

After each guess, the girl reveals their boob status by
holding up a sign which says '100% GENUINE' if they're
real — or 'YOU'VE BEEN SILICONNED!' if they're false.

I groan at the thought of this idea now, and yet I'm sure
I've seen it on cable TV sometime in the last five years.

My suggestion for a new TV show also involved a
cringeworthy play on words. In fact, a lot of my ideas do,
as you'll see. But it was rather less tasteless. At the time,
the cookery show MasterChef had been running for a
while. It was a hit programme that involved members of
the public cooking meals for a celebrity judge. Working
on the premise that 'cookery' shows were about to be big
in the UK, I just twisted this idea into another form, or
'ripped it off' if you prefer! My entry read:



FasterChef

A chef creates a fantastic meal while under time
pressure. The expert has just half an hour to cook a
three-course meal. This would show the viewers
that it's possible to cook good food in a short
amount of time.

Now, unknown to me at the time, a half-hour
programme with a slightly similar theme was in
development at a rival television company. It hit the air
soon afterwards and was hugely successful. The show is
called Ready Steady Cook and involves two members of
the public giving two chefs some ingredients that they've
purchased to a budget. The chefs must create a wonderful
meal in just twenty minutes out of the food they've been
given. The studio audience then decides which chef's meal
is more impressive. It has been an extremely popular
daytime programme ever since it launched and is still
shown on BBC2 and in many other parts of the world
today.

I remember watching Ready Steady Cook soon after it
aired, feeling delighted that it was slightly similar to my
'FasterChef' idea. I was at least thinking along the right
lines.

Back then I was unaware that getting a TV programme
on the air involved far more than just having a basic idea.
But still, the idea of ever creating a TV show from scratch
was so completely thrilling to me that I took pleasure in
the fact that, because my idea wasn't a million miles away
from something that was now being broadcast, perhaps I
could just possibly make my own show one day. Little did
I know then that one day I would get that chance.



I typed out the ideas for the application form on to a
computer, printed them out, stuck them on to the paper so
it would look beautifully neat (yes, I've always been anal)
and proudly sent off the application. Then I waited.

I called Planet 24 a couple of times to see if there was
any news and spoke with the busy but polite girl on
reception. I could hear in her voice that she was rather
stressed by similar calls that she'd received from other
super-keen applicants. She told me that there had been a
huge response to the advert and that someone would get
back to me. It was my first experience of the old 'don't call
us, we'll call you' routine so prevalent in the media.

While I waited impatiently, my obsession raged
onwards. I wanted the job so badly I could feel it in my
bones.

During this period I was doing part-time jobs to keep
myself financially solvent. It was while I was working in
a novelty shop stacking luminous condoms that I felt a
strong surge of desperation go through me. I knew at that
point that I had to spend my life doing something
fulfilling (and stacking luminous condoms was definitely
not doing it for me). I had to chase my dreams. So it felt
like every cell in my body ached to get the Planet 24 job.

I began to worry about how I could get the
powers-that-be at the company to notice me and how I
could prove to them how much I wanted the job. So I
started to hatch a plan to find out everything I possibly
could about Planet 24.

I needed to find out every detail about the people who
ran the company, so that then perhaps I could know what



would impress them. A job interview is an exercise in
selling yourself. In fact, you literally are 'selling yourself
because you're the product and you need to sell that
product to prospective buyers. Now I've always believed
that it most certainly makes sense to know who you're
selling to, so you can address their needs and give them a
product that they're looking for.

At the time, I felt completely detached from the
television world and pretty much alone in Cardiff with my
hopes and dreams. I had no connection to the media
whatsoever — my mum was a dentist and my dad ran
bingo clubs. So when I decided to try to get hold of
information on Planet 24 I had to think laterally. My
thought process was this: 'Who would know about this TV
company?', and given that the internet wasn't around at
the time, there were only three sources for getting
information about Planet 24: the company itself, friends
and families of the bosses, and, lastly, the press.

Now I didn't know how to reach anyone personally
connected to the bosses' families at that stage (and also
that's called 'stalking', isn't it?), so first off I called the
company. | was getting to know the receptionist quite well
by now and asked her to send me any company
information that they had. A glossy brochure arrived,
listing their programmes and displaying gorgeous shots of
all their presenters and the celebrities that had appeared on
their programmes. Unfortunately, it didn't really contain
anything I didn't already know from watching the
programmes. But just holding it felt glamorous and
strengthened my steely determination to work there.



The only route left to me at the time was to try to obtain
all the press information written about Planet 24 and its
bosses. But how was I going to get a dossier of all the
articles published about this relatively young company? I
wanted all the press cuttings I could find. On a hunch, I
rang Directory Enquiries and was surprised to find there
were a number of companies that ran a press-cuttings
service. The name they gave me was for a firm in London
called Cutting It Fine (another great pun, I'm sure you've
noticed). I excitedly tapped in the numbers, getting that
adrenalin rush that comes when you feel you're making
progress.

'Hello, Cutting It Fine,' a polite female voice said.

I launched into my spiel. 'Yes, hi. I'm applying for a job
— my dream job — and I need to find out everything about
Planet 24. Can you help me please?'

The person on the line explained that, yes, they could
perform a search on Planet 24 and that yes, they could
find many articles about the company, compile them into
a file and send them to me. Superb. She also told me that
this service would cost a fair amount of money, much
more than I had saved at the time from my mindnumbing
temporary jobs. Demolishing fruit machines and sweeping
hair up in a hairdresser's are jobs that unfortunately just
don't bring in the big bucks.

My heart sank.
'Oh,' I sighed when I was told how much it would cost.

I really needed that information, but it seemed out of
my reach. And then something amazing happened.



The lady on the other end of the phone must have heard
the desperation in my voice and felt sorry for me.

'Give me your address and I'll see what I can do,' she
said. So I did.

Two days later an A4 envelope dropped through the
letterbox. It was an inch thick and bore the postal stamp of
Cutting It Fine.

Hallelujah praise be! My heart sang. I immediately
knew it was the Planet 24 cuttings and ripped open the
envelope as quickly but as carefully as I could. Inside
were pages and pages of photocopied articles about the
company [ was so obsessed with. I laid them out on the
floor near my front door and started reading them eagerly.

I never knew who that kindly person was who sent me
the articles for free, but years later, whenever I was
working in a company where the opportunity arose to
choose between using one press-cuttings service or
another, I would always use Cutting It Fine and tell
everyone around me that they were the best in the
business. That one act of kindness secured my eternal
loyalty.

When you're moving towards a goal there will always
be a lot of obstacles, not only the practical ones involved
in making something happen, but also hurdles created by
other people. Some people may not want to be involved
with your project; much worse, others may submit reasons
why you can't reach your goal. So when you find someone
who's willing to give you a leg up with no thought to how
it will affect them, then that person really shines. The kind



lady at Cutting It Fine who sent me the articles helped
alter the course of my life and I'll never forget that.

I devoured the press cuttings voraciously, poring over
every word, drinking them in ten to the dozen. I started to
learn a great deal about Planet 24 and it was fascinating.

I learned that the company had been founded by three
men. The first was named Charlie Parsons, a visionary,
energetic producer with a passion for groundbreaking TV.
After building up and eventually selling Planet 24, he
made even more millions from creating the hit reality
show Survivor. The next founding partner was Waheed
Ali, a financial whizz-kid who'd made his fortune in the
City at the age of sixteen. Soon after setting up Planet 24
he was made the youngest Lord ever, and now sits in
parliament as Lord Waheed Ali no less. The triumvirate
was completed by Bob Geldof, who of course you
probably know: he's the ex-pop star turned businessman
and Live Aid 'Give us your fucking money' maestro.

The press cuttings delivered great bits of detail on all
these three clever power-players, but I wanted even more
information. By a stroke of luck, one source of research
was very close by.

Companies House is a building where the records of
every company in the country are kept. By a wonderful
coincidence, it's based in my home town of Cardiff. Even
back then I'd always been interested in setting up my own
company so | knew exactly where it was and what it could
offer me.

I called them up and asked them what information they
could send me on Planet 24. They said they could only



release the company accounts and the annual report for a
small fee. At the time, I didn't even know what these
formal documents were, but I readily agreed and paid for
them over the phone with my mum's credit card, which
she had kindly permitted me to use.

When the envelope from Companies House arrived two
days later, I thought they'd made a mistake. The envelope
was so small and thin that I figured it must contain a letter
telling me they were unable to find the information.
Instead, I opened it to find four postcard-sized pieces of
wafer-thin clear plastic covered in blue squares. Each
square contained a slightly different intricately etched
pattern. I held the plastic sheets up to a window and could
make out that the pattern was in fact tiny words and
tables. This was the information — it was a microfiche, a
clever way of storing a lot of information in a small space.
Marvellous. There was just one snag. I needed a
microfiche reader to read it.

Another call to Companies House told me that
microfiche readers were available for use on their first
floor. I quickly jumped into my mum's car and she
whisked me off to decipher the little plastic squares. I
rushed up the stairs to find the microfiche machines lined
up in two rows of three. They looked quite space-age,
rather I should say 'retro space-age': huge, deep, sloping
screens with plastic fronts and lots of knobs everywhere.
A friendly woman on reception showed me how they
worked and at last I could unearth the treasure of
information in the blue squares.

As I studied the Planet 24 records, I was confronted
with lists of business figures which weren't that



interesting. Far more fascinating, though, were the
nuggets of info littered through the miniature files. I
discovered that the name Planet 24 came from an
amalgamation of two previous companies, 24 Hour
Productions and Planet Productions. I learned that Bob
Geldof's middle name was 'Xenon' and I found out that
Charlie Parsons lived in the Islington area of London. I
began to feel much closer to the people I was trying to get
a handle on, much more armed for the way I was going to
impress them.

Back home, I started to formulate a plan about how to
use all the information I'd gathered.

I figured that if you're applying for a popular job and
your aim is to get noticed, then all you have to do is have
a look at what everyone else is doing and then work out a
way to raise your game above theirs.

Most people just send a CV or fill in the application
form. How could I do something that would mark me out
for special attention so that I could have the very best
crack at getting the job? I didn't know how I was going to
wow them, but I felt sure that my research would reveal
the answer.

So I went back to the press cuttings and decided it was
time to try to create something very personal for the top
boss, Charlie Parsons. One of the gems of information
hidden in the press cuttings was the fact that Charlie was
an avid Coronation Street fan. It was mentioned in many
articles that he loved populist television and that he
believed that some of the characteristics of this northern
British soap opera could be found in all great TV.



Up until the point of reading the cuttings, I'd never
really liked Coronation Street. 1 had flippantly dismissed
it as being visually unappealing; it was a bit 'brown'
looking and full of old people. However, once I learned
Charlie was a worshipper of 'The Street', as it is
commonly called by fans, I wanted to see what all the fuss
was about. I started watching the show, hoping to spot the
allure that makes millions upon millions of avid viewers
tune in every week, putting it consistently at the top of the
viewing polls.

Even today, when I'm trying to think up new TV
programmes, | try to break Coronation Street down into
its basic components to find out exactly why it engages so
many millions of people. Then I apply these principles to
my shows. Is it so popular because it deals with people the
audience identify with? Perhaps it's enjoyable for people
to watch the characters having a worse time in life than
they themselves are? Is it the wonderfully camp humour
that runs through the show? Or maybe it's the superb
writing that creates the wonderful drama? Whatever it is,
Charlie was a fan, and his love of the show would lead me
to think up my first promotional stunt.

One article about how Charlie Parsons adored
Coronation Street contained the answer. It offered a key
piece of information: that Charlie's favourite character in
the soap was a middle-aged wheeler-dealer and ladies'
man named Mike Baldwin. The character was played by a
seasoned actor called Johnny Briggs.

My mind immediately started working on how to use
this information and out sprang an idea. I thought it would
be fun to write to Johnny Briggs and get him to sign a



photo endorsing me for the job. I thought Charlie would
be impressed that I'd found out that his favourite character
was Mike Baldwin and perhaps he'd be amused that I'd
bothered to write off to get a photo from the actor who
played him.

Thus began my quest to reach Johnny Briggs. It wasn't
easy and I only partially succeeded, but sometimes the
partial fulfilment of a goal can still lead to success.

Here's what happened: I drafted a letter to Mr Briggs,
asking him to send me a photo with a message for Charlie.
I managed to track down the address of the Coronation
Street studios, but I was concerned my letter would just
get lost in the sacks of fan mail I imagined all the cast
received. So to be sure, I sent another letter to the Press
Office, hoping they'd feel sorry for me and circumvent the
usual route.

In the end it took a while to achieve any result, but
eventually I received two separate envelopes, each
containing the same thing — a standard signed postcard
photo of Johnny Briggs, the traditional cards that many
actors are given by the show so they can give them to
adoring fans. These 'autograph cards' traditionally show a
slightly cheesy photo of the actor, and in those days they
usually had a separate section at the bottom with a space
for the actor's signature.

I was a bit gutted that [ hadn't achieved exactly what I'd
set out for, but I just had to think laterally to finish the
personalized idea to my satisfaction. So I stuck the Mike
Baldwin postcard to a sheet of A4 and printed out a
speech bubble in which I'd typed some words. I then sent
the finished montage to Charlie.



I've managed to find an autograph card on eBay like the
one I used back then, so I can show you what I sent all
those years ago. Hold your sides and brace yourself for
the joke:

Hire Shed -
He's right up
your ‘Street’]

I carefully placed this cracker of a Baldwin joke with
all the photocopies I'd made of the microfiche and popped
them into a neat little folder. I hoped this collection of
paperwork would show the bosses that I was committed to
their company in some sort of way and that I was different
to all the other candidates who simply completed the
application form. I just wanted them to see I was going
the extra mile.

Looking back, the microfiche-postcard folder was
simply a way of me screaming, 'HERE'S PROOF THAT I
REALLY WANT THE JOB!" In fact, that wording may
have been an appropriate label on the envelope itself, but
hey, I didn't want to appear too desperate! Instead I just
labelled it up 'Research On Planet 24' and sent it off to
Charlie Parsons.



Then came another agonizing wait. About a week later,
I got a call. It was Planet 24 and they wanted me to come
to London for an interview. Abso-bloody-lutely brilliant. I
was ecstatic.

I nervously travelled up to London in my sober Marks
& Spencer suit to the barren industrial wasteland of
Docklands. When I was called in for the interview I was
taken past a glass door behind which I spied dozens of
staff working in an open-plan hive of activity. I sucked in
this brief glimpse — everyone rushed around with such
determination and seemed so young, trendy and gorgeous.
It looked like a thrilling place to work.

I was interviewed by one of the top guys in the
company, a blond Adonis specimen of a man in his
mid-twenties named Adam Wood. He took me into a
small office on the third floor. As we got out of the lifts,
there were numerous huge pictures of celebrities lining
the wall. Very 'showbiz' indeed.

We sat down in his office and Adam tried to put me at
ease. 'So Sheridan, welcome to Planet Twenty-four.'

'Um . . . please call me "Shed",' I nervously requested,
then I quickly blurted out the whole 'Shed' thing — that
'Shed' was my real name as I'd never been called anything
else, blah blah blah.

'OK . .. Shed,' he chuckled.

He then went on to say how he'd been impressed with
my application. As he did, I was thrilled to spy the
proposal containing the microfiches and the Baldwin
postcard in front of him on his desk.



Adam was delightfully warm (what a relief!) and
proceeded to ask me questions about the application form
I'd sent in. He asked me about my recent year working for
Disney.

I told him how I'd recently got back from Florida after
working as a sixteenth-century gentleman in the Epcot
Center theme park, where [ sold British goods to
Americans who often hadn't considered that anywhere
outside the States even existed. We Brits were quite a
novelty in our costume of Olde Worlde frilly shirts, short
trousers with long (itchy) socks, buckled shoes and of
course our very own one-hundred-percent-genuine British
accents.

I told Adam that I would often get asked the most
astonishing questions by American tourists.

'Oh my gaaad, Sheridan — do you really talk like that?'
they'd drawl.

Sometimes I'd cheekily reply with a completely straight
face, 'No, Madam, I'm really from Ohio — and Disney has
trained me to talk like this.'

I used this line one day on a male tourist who was
wearing an oversized Goofy hat. He paused after I'd said
it, computing the false information, then seemed to accept
its plausibility:

'Gee, that's so awesome! Aren't Disney amayyyzing!
They can do anything!'

Quite.

I told Adam that after the best year of my life up to that
point, partying hard in Disney World, I had actually



bought in to some of the Disney way of thinking. The
scope of the wonderful, inspirational ideas the Disney
'imagineers' (short for 'imagination engineers') had put
into the theme parks and the attention to detail in the
name of entertainment was simply phenomenal.

I had started out very cynical, assuming that the
organization was a lucrative money-making operation.
But then I began to see firsthand the amazing standard of
entertainment on offer and, more powerfully, the effect it
had on kids and adults alike. I suddenly reached a very
significant conclusion. I reasoned that, if you're going to
run a business, then why not run one where you can have
fun coming up with new concepts and give others
pleasure at the same time? Disney made great films, yes,
but I saw much more in my year away: the stunningly
huge theme parks, the beautifully lavish parades, the
imaginative rides and the educational but also fascinating,
engaging themed pavilions. Everything, from the Mickey
Mouse shaped butter on the dinner table to the sprawling
amusement parks, was done with panache.

With my socialist ideals still reverberating from my
Sociology A-level years, it seemed that in the grand
scheme of capitalism it wasn't the worst way to go. Even
more significantly, my time at Disney World showed me
that anything was possible given the starting point of a
thought.

I rambled on to Adam about my American adventure,
hoping he didn't think I was mentally unhinged. My
passion for the core values of Disney was sincere — it
totally inspired me to believe anything was possible,
especially in the entertainment arena. Even to this day, I



still draw strength from Walt Disney's quote: 'If you can
dream it, you can do it".

Call me cheesy, but I truly believe it. (I even included
this powerful ethos on a banknote I created when I
launched my own currency years later.)

Adam then asked me to explain how I'd put together the
programme ideas I'd written about, so I dissected each
one, getting rather embarrassed when I had to describe my
silicone-breast guessing game, True or Falsie?'

I recall that I had to dab my forehead with a
handkerchief I carried in my inside pocket because I was
so nervous. Apart from that, though, the interview was
fairly uneventful and was over incredibly quickly. In half
an hour I was out and back on the train to Wales.

In the hours and days that followed, a huge insecurity
weighed heavy on my mind. I constantly worried that I'd
come across very weakly in the interview and that I'd
blown the chance to go to the final round of interviews
with the big bosses. I was concerned that, perhaps due to
my nerves, | hadn't shown them the best of me, whatever
that is. These thoughts hounded me so badly that I
decided there was only one thing to do: I had to prepare
something else, anything to get the people at Planet 24 to
see my passion again, just in case they were wavering
about putting me through to the next stage. Once again I
started to rack my brains.

The answer came after a chance conversation with a
friend. We were out in a pub in Cardiff. It was one of
those faux pubs with lots of random objects on the wall
like fishing rods and American licence plates, placed there



to give the atmosphere of a characterful drinking hole that
has been open for years, when in reality it had probably
been put together by a corporate interior designer six
months ago.

The American licence plates were strangely
appropriate, because the friend with me was a guy from
the States named Scott, one of the blokes I'd worked with
at Disney World. He was over in Wales on a flying visit
and decided to look me up. I suppose I should have taken
him to a traditional British pub to show him a bit of real
'culture’, but he didn't complain. We were happily chatting
away over a drink and I mentioned that [ was applying for
a job sought by many people and that I needed to get
noticed.

Scott said that a friend of his had been in a similar
situation and apparently had sent a box to the office of a
big-shot boss he hoped to work for. When the boss
opened the box, loads of balloons floated up, each one
bearing a picture of the friend's face. I can't remember
how the story ended, but I do remember that my own
internal angels started singing again and an inspirational
light hit me. I quickly became excited about how this
person had thought of another way to challenge the
'normal’ rules of applying for a job.

This was a pivotal moment that crystallized my
thinking. The thought that there was one common way of
doing something, and then another completely novel way,
really caught my imagination. It has stuck with me ever
since. I didn't quite realize it at the time, but sending the
Coronation Street photo had been the start of many



attempts to get something done by simply doing
something unexpected.

So now my mind started firing in a million different
directions. What could I do next? I didn't want to repeat
the 'balloons in a box' idea — I figured that if I'd heard of
it, then maybe the people at Planet 24 had as well. I
needed something original.

Over some more drinks we tossed around various ideas
and I suppose this was my first 'brainstorm' — a
managerial word for what is essentially a positive
interchange of thoughts that moves in a direction to solve
a certain challenge, or at least that's what it should be. I've
been in many brainstorms that were decidedly
non-positive, if that's a phrase, but that night I was just
excited that the door of possibilities was open. I decided
that I too would send something, this time to the guy who
had just interviewed me.

My budget was low so I had to think cheap, but I also
needed the idea to be highly attention grabbing. I wanted
to send the team at Planet 24 a message and to do it in a
new and hopefully amusing way.

We chatted for a bit, but couldn't come up with a good
idea. Then Scott said something out loud, almost to
himself.

'Hmm . . . what could you deliver to them that they'd
like?'

That was the spark. I replayed his words in my mind: '. .
. what could you deliver . . ."' The word 'deliver' leapt out
at me. It was the key. My mind instantly leapt from
'deliver' to 'delivery', then to 'pizza delivery'.



Once this trigger had popped into my mind, it stuck
fast. Ideas tumbled in at lightning speed.

T've got it!' I blurted. 'I'm going to send them a pizza!'

'Um — go on,’ Scott replied, sounding not entirely
convinced.

I quickly explained that I didn't want to send just any
pizza. Oh no — I wanted the decision-maker at Planet 24 to
receive a hot pizza, ready to eat, with a message on. And I
wanted the message written in olives.

Once I'd decided on this goal, I began to take the steps
to make it happen. First, the logistics needed to be worked
out. I was in Cardiff and the company was in London. So
I called Directory Enquiries once again and found the
nearest pizza-delivery place to the Planet 24 offices. Next,
I called the pizza place and explained what I wanted. It
wasn't a call they were used to receiving.

'Hi there. I'm trying to get a job and, uh . . . I want to
write a message on a pizza in olives . . . and then please
can you deliver it to a company around the corner from
you?'

A short pause on the end of the line.
"You want to do what?' the pizza guy said, puzzled.

I repeated my odd request for a pizza greetings card and
once the guy realized I was serious, he began helping me.
But there was a snag. When I told him the message I
wanted, he said it wouldn't fit and that anyway, olives
might sink into the cheese, making the message very
messy and hard to read.



So, OK, a small challenge to overcome. The pizza man
suggested | write the message on the box. '"Hmmm, not
bad . . .'I thought. But I needed something with a bit more
finesse. I said I'd get back to him.

Thinking cap back on, I decided to follow his advice
and use the pizza box as the location for the message. But
I wanted a twist. I expanded on the idea that I was going
to send this out of the blue, with no real explanation
except the message. | thought it had a tiny connection
with how a ransom note would arrive. I'd found my
inspiration.

The traditional movie image of a ransom note is a piece
of paper covered in letters cut from newspapers — the
concept being that the villain doesn't then use his
handwriting to create the letter and thus leaves fewer clues
to connect the criminal with the crime. I decided to create
my own ransom note that could be stuck on the pizza box.
I rushed over to my parents' magazine rack and began
plundering the glossy publications, spreading dozens of
papers and magazines over the floor and painstakingly
cutting out different letters to make my message. I made
swift progress, enjoying putting the oddly differing letters
next to each other.

My mum came into the messy room and asked me what
I was doing. When I told her I wanted to put a ransom
message on the front of a pizza box with the person's
name on and another one on the underside of the box lid,
she looked at me quizzically for a second, then asked
something very perceptive.

'But won't the tomato sauce from the pizza go all over
the message and ruin it?'



Well, sometimes my mum is absolutely right. So, once
I'd stuck all my letters down on two pieces of card, I
walked down to a nearby printing shop and got them both
laminated in clear, wipe-clean plastic. Now even the
sauciest of sauces couldn't harm those beauties and
nothing would stop my messages being read. The two
beautifully laminated ransom-note cards looked really
neat.

Another quick phone call to the pizza man in London
and I was set. I asked him if I could send him a cheque,
the laminated cards and some instructions where to stick
the cards. He agreed, saying he'd deliver the pizza
whenever [ wanted. I excitedly packaged up the laminated
messages, wrote out the cheque, drew instructions
describing where to place each bit of card and then took
the full envelope down to the post office where I sent it on
its way.

I called the pizza place next day, but they hadn't
received my package. I was so impatient for the pizza
message to be delivered, completely revved up about this
one little stunt. To me it was part of a bigger goal that I
just had to reach.

The next morning I called the pizza shop again and
discovered that my package had arrived. I decided to have
the pizza delivered just before lunch, settling on a time
around 12.15 p.m. when it was unlikely the bosses would
be out. Only later would I discover that most of them
never went out to eat anyway — the hard-working TV
executives usually worked through lunch and often dinner
too.



I was told that the Italian message meal was to be
delivered that day and I waited all afternoon for a phone
call from Planet 24. No one rang.

The next day my mind raced. I fretted that perhaps the
pizza hadn't been delivered, so I phoned the pizza man
again (who by now must have thought I should be
committed to a mental asylum), but he confirmed that the
pizza had indeed been delivered the day before.

I called the receptionist at Planet 24 who recognized my
voice. I asked her if they'd received 'anything'.

'Hi Shed. Yes, we got your pizza. Thanks a lot.'

I scoured the tone of her voice for any hint of
enthusiasm, but she was quite matter of fact. I asked her if
the powers-that-be had liked it, but she said she didn't
know. At least I knew it was there. Then, once more, I
waited.

The pizza stunt certainly couldn't have harmed my case
because two days later I got a call for the final round of
interviews. Superb.

I was so close to my dream job that I could taste it. That
just made me all the more anxious. When you want
something so badly, it's exhausting. But the adrenalin was
also pumping. I knew that I couldn't blow this chance and
felt that I had to have some more proof of my passion for
this post to take to the next interview. I started compiling
a list of new programme feature ideas.

When the day of the interview arrived, I donned my
only suit once again and British Rail helped me get to the
Planet 24 offices for the big final meeting with the top



echelons of the company. I was ushered into a large
boardroom this time. Uh-oh.

Sitting at the table was the big cheese himself, Charlie
Parsons, plus three of his top people. I was rather
star-struck to be in Charlie's presence for the first time.
Here in front of me was a man I'd seen in countless
photos, obsessed about for hours and idolized from afar as
a TV genius. I remember my heart beating like the
clappers and that the people in front of me kept laughing
whenever I spoke. Afterwards I wondered if they were
laughing with me or at me. Perhaps I was just laughably
rubbish in the interview. I just couldn't work it out.

During the grilling, one of Charlie's sidekicks asked me
if I would accept the position of 'runner' at Planet 24,
rather than a position on the Graduate Trainee course. I
didn't know it then, but this was a test. At the time, I was
really thrown by the question. Frankly, I would have been
delighted by any position in the best television company
in Britain, but I hesitated before I answered and then
remembered all the work and thought I'd put into reaching
the goal of a place on the fast-track scheme. Nervously, I
spoke.

'l came to get a place on the Graduate Scheme and that's
what I'm focused on,' I replied.

The faces in the room didn't give me a clue whether
they were pleased with this answer or irritated.

As with my previous meeting at Planet 24, the
interview seemed all over quite quickly. As I left the
room, I handed Charlie the folder containing my new
programme ideas, hoping that at least if I'd mucked up the



final interview, they'd know I was still super keen to do
the job. The folder was full of bits of script I'd written for
The Big Breakfast, brand-new items for The Word and
various formats for new TV shows.

I caught the train back home, sitting there completely
dazed. Well, at least I could say that I'd given the job
application my best shot over the last three months. I'd
invested so much of my mind, body and soul into one
goal. I'd been a man possessed.

I didn't dare think about getting turned down for the job
— the thought chilled me to the bone.

A few weeks after the final interview, I got a phone call
to say I'd landed the role. I was to start as a Graduate
Trainee Producer in four months' time. I was ecstatic. All
at once, my life seemed to have direction and meaning.

I later found out that over two thousand people had
applied for that job. And Charlie later told me that my
pizza trick was one of those things that could work both
ways — a risky strategy that, luckily, in my case was part
of an overall package that got me the job.

Thus began a new chapter in my life. I thrived on
working with the voracious ideas-eating monster that is
magazine television. It gave me the most incredible
schooling in the skill of taking a thought and then making
it happen in a structured and, hopefully, entertaining way.
This skill would come in very useful after I left. But I
loved it so much I stayed there for six years.

'An invention? Get out! . . . You reckon you can think up
something and get it made? Don't make me laugh! My



sides are splitting . . . who do you think you are — Thomas
Edison? Please! . . . just forget it ...’



IDEA 2
A Champagne In The Arse

Is this a corker of an idea?

The years at Planet 24 passed quickly while I made
fast-paced youth television every day. I began to realize
the sheer power of 'ideas' and how they could be
translated successfully into the real world. However, it
was one thing to turn a mere concept on paper into a
feature on a TV show, but quite another to turn a thought
into something more lasting, more solid.

As a lowly researcher on a youth magazine show, I was
constantly being sent package after package of the latest
toys, games and novelty goods, their senders all hoping
that their product would end up on air and receive some
free publicity. This flood of plastic novelty nonsense
amused me, sometimes amazed me and then began to
inspire me.

I began to wonder whether the skills I was learning at
Planet 24 could be transferred to other areas of business.
My time working on The Big Breakfast gave me a
fantastic schooling in the art of transforming a thought
into a television programme segment. The way this
fast-turnaround, daily morning show was made meant that
it ate up ideas very quickly. I wondered whether the
process could, in fact, be used for something slightly
different. I started to become engrossed with the idea of
getting a product made.



My first attempt at trying to turn an idea into a product
was to teach me a vital lesson.

The idea, inspired by the king of drinks, champagne,
was born when I was lying awake in bed thinking about
the year 2000, which at the time was just under three
years away. I'd read an article that day about how sales of
champagne were going to hit the roof over the millennium
and this intrigued me greatly. My immediate reflex was to
dream about launching my own brand of millennium
champagne to make a quick killing.

I pondered on how you could launch a new champagne
that would capture the public's imagination. I reasoned
that it would need to offer the customer something more
than normal champagne. Most manufacturers rely on
brand recognition to sway customers, or on the quality of
the bubbly inside, but I was trying to create another
reason you'd want to buy one champagne over another.

So I thought, "What if a certain champagne bottle had
an extra feature that made it more attractive than another
one?'

Lying in bed, I began to go through the features that
currently made up a champagne bottle: the bottle itself,
the champagne, the label on the bottle, the foil around the
cage bit, the cage, the cork — the cork! Eureka! It popped
(yes, good gag) into my head: 'Let's make the cork
different!'

So now my mind began firing again: "What happens to
the cork on a champagne bottle? Well, it flies through the
air most of the time . . .’



In my mind's eye, I saw the cork exploding out of the
bottle, flying upwards and then falling back down. Ding!
An idea appeared: 'What if, on the way down, the cork
was slowed by a parachute?!

And so, praise the god of lame ideas, the concept for
'"The Paracork' was born — a champagne cork with a tiny
parachute attached so that once the cork was popped it
would float down to the ground.

I fantasized that maybe the Paracork could be
customized to relate to a specific person. I thought it
would be fun if you could order a champagne bottle for
someone called Russell so that when the cork was popped
the parachute read 'Happy Birthday Russell!'

Immediately, a couple of other cork ideas sprang into
my mind, and boy were they tacky: a cork covered in
beautiful, twinkling coloured lights that started flashing
once the foil and wire cage were removed, and a musical
cork that played a tune relevant to a special occasion.

I wanted to protect these ideas, and having heard that
you have to get a patent for new ideas in order to stop
other people just copying them, I called the Patent Office.

The man on the end of the phone explained that there
are a number of stages involved in being granted a patent,
plus loads of forms to fill in. He went on to explain that if
these forms weren't drafted correctly with the technical
wording, then the product wouldn't be adequately
protected. I commented that the process seemed rather
complex, so the Patent Office guy suggested that I should
find a patent attorney to draw up my application.



Out came the Yellow Pages and to my delight I saw
that there were three companies near me listed under
'Patent Attorney'. I called one up and arranged a meeting
right away. The whole patent arena was new for me and I
found it exciting that I was about to meet a professional
with such a niche expertise.

The patent attorney was located above a posh women's
shoe shop in an old shopping arcade. The man who came
out to greet me introduced himself as Mr Eric Barnard. He
was around fifty, shorter than me, with a shiny bald head
complete with neat bits of hair by his ears. His cuddly
build was housed in a well-worn dark brown suit. I
instantly liked him.

We sat down in his small, cream office and I described
my wondrous cork ideas. Mr Barnard explained that he'd
have to draw up the application carefully and that we
needed some diagrams as well, ideally technical drawings.
He also told me that we'd have to avoid any words in the
title of the application that limited the effectiveness of the
patent. For example, he said that the word 'cork' shouldn't
be used because then it would allow someone to make a
stopper for the champagne bottle out of plastic and thus
dodge the patent. Mr Barnard suggested the term 'closure
member' instead, as that would encompass any material
used to seal the champagne. He also said that the word
'bottle’ was similarly constraining, so this became 'a
pressure vessel'. So my 'champagne cork' ideas suddenly
magically transformed into 'closure members for a
pressure vessel'. Little details like those really rock my
world.



There's something marvellous about working with
someone who's very passionate about a business that
hitherto you haven't come across. It always makes me
chuckle to think that certain people have jobs where they
make something really obscure, say rivets, and that this
person is an absolute expert in that product. When they
were young, did that person know they'd work with
rivets? Is there a magazine called Rivet World? Who are
the innovators in the rivet market? And does the rivet
expert go home and talk to their family about rivets? How
on earth do you end up working with rivets anyway?
There certainly wasn't a career option for it when I was
coming up through the system.

But I was more interested in corks than rivets. Armed
with the clear goal of working up the patent application
for the champagne corks, I forged ahead with rewriting
the wording and preparing the drawings for Mr Barnard.
Budget was tight, so I bashed out some diagrams on the
computer as best I could and put my obsession with
ClipArt to good use.

As I'm sure you know, ClipArt is the name for the
prefabricated 1illustrations that were bundled with
Microsoft software in the early days of computers.
They're now available all over the internet, of course.
With the invention of ClipArt, suddenly anyone who
couldn't draw could be a designer, because it was easy to
incorporate the ready-made diagrams and drawings into a
presentation.

Thus, they got used and abused in boring PowerPoint
presentations and on home-made posters all over the



world. Just in case you're interested, here are my favourite
pieces of overused ClipArt:
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Coincidentally, when you place them together like this,
they make up a tableau of what normally goes on when I
meet someone and pitch them my ideas.

I may mock the wonders of ClipArt, but the myriad
illustrations available on the internet have helped me
enormously many times. My cork application was no
exception. With a couple of deft clicks, I suddenly had
some great pictures of corks, marvellous parachute
diagrams and some delightful musical note images with
which to grace my application write-up.

Mr Barnard added the technical specs in his
patent-attorney language and I filed off my first patent
application. You can see it below.



I would deal with the Patent Office again several years
later, this time to register the trademark for my brand-new
range of rude confectionery, which was part of a huge
number of products I came up with for the 'adult' market.
I'll tell you all about them in the next chapter. Bet you're
excited.

Once I'd lodged the cork applications with the Patent
Office, I tackled the next stage of the plan to get the
Paracork and the other novelty cork concepts to market. I
spent every spare moment I had compiling a huge folder
of research all about champagne and sparkling wines.
Slowly, I became an expert in the whole production



process of bubbly, from the pressing of the grapes to the
turning of the bottles, to the process of 'disgorgement' in
which the yeast in the sparkling wine is frozen and
removed as a solid clump.

I began to realize that the lead time in producing
champagne meant that there was little chance I'd get the
cork ideas off the ground in time for the millennium. It
takes years for champagne to be made, simply the time for
the whole 'champenoise’ process to take place. This was a
tough realization to swallow, given that the year 2000 had
inspired the ideas, but I swiftly moved on, believing that
the core concepts could still be something people would
enjoy at any time.

Other issues cropped up too. As I researched the
champagne market more and more, I began to have
nagging doubts about whether my novelty corks were
exactly right for an upmarket drink like champagne
anyway.

So, as with any journey towards a goal, there was a
need to adapt to overcome the challenges. I changed
direction slightly, aiming at the cheaper end of the
sparkling wine market. A shopping trip to my local Tesco
furnished me with a crate of various cheap sparkling
wines that sat on my desk, inspiring me.

At that stage, what I really needed was a prototype of
one of my cork ideas, but it would require a technical
build to produce such a thing, which would cost money. I
decided to find some help with the finances.

I figured that I needed a backer who knew the ins and
outs of business, plus someone who would also be willing



to invest in the project, enabling us to take it to the next
stage and hopefully beyond. So who the hell was I going
to get to invest in ideas that were just on paper? Sitting at
my desk at The Big Breakfast late one night, I drew up a
list of criteria for a potential partner: they had to be a
business expert and, most importantly, someone I'd like
working with. I realized that the process of making a new
idea happen is full of stresses and hurdles and so it's
vitally important to have someone you get on with so you
can face these challenges together and have fun whenever
possible.

This brings up one of my fiercest beliefs — that 'work'
should be enjoyable. It may seem like an obvious
statement, but I feel the need to shout this philosophy
from the highest mountains, because sometimes in our
culture we forget to let our kids know that it's one of the
ultimate prizes in life to reach a position where you can
do something you're paid for and also find the activity
you're doing exciting, fulfilling and really fun. The
concept of 'work' is far too often given negative
connotations. Certainly in the UK work is often seen as a
necessary evil, an activity getting in the way of life, rather
than as a pursuit that can enrich and fulfil. I've spent a lot
of my life trying to turn my 'play' — activities I thoroughly
enjoy — into 'work', so that the end result will mean I get
paid for having fun. If you're fortunate enough to be able
to choose what you do (and I realize not everyone can),
then shouldn't you choose something that you adore
doing? After all, 'work' takes up so much of our time, and
we have only a limited time on the planet, so shouldn't we
tell our kids to aim to spend it pleasurably?



As well as having to find someone who was a business
expert and great to work with, I needed someone who
believed in me. The list of people I knew who fulfilled all
these requirements was worryingly short.

At the top of the list was a man named Gerry
McGuinness. Gerry was very high up in the echelons of
Planet 24 — a financial wizard who was the right-hand
man of one the founders, Waheed Ali. He'd helped
Waheed build the firm up from nothing and now it was
worth millions. So it was no surprise that Gerry looked
like he'd had a good life so far. He was a short man in his
early forties with a little pot belly which he carried well
and which had probably come from lots of very fine, very
expensive business lunches. He had a round face with a
good head of hair, neatly parted at the side and slightly
greying round the sides. He had a sort of Santa look about
his face, with rosy cheeks and a twinkle in his blue eyes.

Being a lowly researcher at the time, I hadn't had many
dealings with Gerry — he was far too high up in the
company — but I'd watched him and the rest of the board
in awe from afar. I hoped that they had noticed me too.

I'd been working my socks off in the company for a
couple of years and it was starting to pay off. The genuine
unbridled passion I had for making TV, and especially an
ideas-hungry show like The Big Breakfast, had meant I
was constantly in the office with the rest of the team,
trying to make the best programmes possible.

Gerry in particular had always been very kind to me,
stopping in the corridor for a brief chat about the latest
crackpot segment for the show I was working on, and he



seemed genuinely interested in my progress. [ hoped that
maybe he'd listen to me witter on about my corks.

I found his name on the internal company email and
sent him a cryptic message about wanting to show him an
idea. Gerry emailed straight back and said I should
arrange a meeting with his PA, then pop upstairs to the
fourth floor to see him. The fourth floor was where the top
brass worked and it had a real buzz about it.

A week later I was in his office — a small but neat room
with a view of the water and some industrial cranes. Gerry
greeted me warmly. I began my pitch.

'T won't take much of your time Gerry. I'm here to tell
you about an idea I've got and I need your help.'

I was pleased to see he looked slightly intrigued. He
was smiling, so at least that was a good sign. I then told
him briefly how the millennium celebrations had got me
thinking about champagne and excitedly described the
idea of a cork flying upwards with a parachute popping
out of it as it flew through the sky.

T call this contraption the "Paracork" Gerry,' 1 said
enthusiastically.

Gerry let out a small 'Ha!' It was going well.

With a flourish, I pulled out my lever arch file
overflowing with champagne research. I used the tabs on
the side to find the patent applications and unclipped them
as I spoke. Gerry listened carefully as I told him how I'd
filed for the patents and that my aim now was to get his
help to make some prototypes so we could get the cork
ideas to market. Then I paused. A beat passed.



'Shed, you've come here today . . ."' Gerry started. Oh no
— was he going to go mad with me for wasting his time? .
. . and you've brought me something really special. I love
it!" he said, his eyes wide.

'Oh yeah!' I thought. 'Bullseye!’

We discussed what to do next. Then Gerry said the
magic words: 'Yeah, Shed, I'll invest in this project.'

Nervously, I broke the news that we'd need a
four-figure sum to enable us to get a good prototype
made. Amazingly, that didn't scare him off. We
hammered out a deal for our share of any profits from the
cork and, hey presto, Gerry was on board.

He agreed to put in the seed money — the most cash
anyone had ever invested in me until that point. That was
daunting because I didn't want to let him down. But that
wasn't all. He also said his brother had contacts in Hong
Kong with whom we could liaise for the prototype build.

The meeting had been a joyous success. I left the office
on cloud nine. The next part of the story then played out
over nearly a year. It took a long while to source the right
partner in Hong Kong. We ended up working with a man
called Mr K. T. Lam who had a small electronics factory
in the fishing district of Kowloon. I'd speak with him at
very odd hours of the day (given the time difference
between the UK and Hong Kong], trying to convey my
vision for the new corks. Mr Lam told me that the first
stage was to produce some technical drawings. I sent him
my rough ClipArt designs, but what came back pretty
much blew them away.



An envelope arrived at my offices one day, addressed to
me and covered with Chinese symbols in red ink. That got
me very excited. Inside were some beautifully produced
drawings illustrating the 'musical cork' idea. You can see
them over the page.

Gerry and I met whenever we could, but even though
we worked in the same building the meetings were few
and far between as we were both incredibly busy. I often
had to get a show together for the next day and he was
running the finances of a




multi-million-pound organization. This meant it was
months before we were ready to commission any
prototypes.

In our discussions with our Hong Kong technical
wizard Mr Lam, it transpired that it would be
exceptionally complicated to produce the Paracork itself.
Apparently there were just too many variables. How did
the parachute know when to deploy? What if the cork
didn't go high enough? Would this version be useless if
someone popped the champagne indoors? Of course, all
these challenges are solvable, it's just that, at the time, we
didn't have enough time or resources to tackle the
problems doggedly enough.

Undaunted, I decided that we should concentrate on the
most tacky (and most promisingly mass market) version
of the cork ideas: the musical, flashing cork. I called Mr
Lam.

'Hi Mr Lam. Thanks for the drawings — they're great. So
now we want to build a version of the musical flashing
cork. Is that possible?'

'‘Sure, no problem!' he replied. The phone line was
remarkably clear considering he was across the other side
of the world. We chatted for a while about important
considerations such as materials and functions until Mr
Lam was satisfied he had enough information to start
manufacturing a mini cork.

Six weeks later, a brown box not much bigger than a
shoebox arrived at my flat. Once again, the Chinese
writing on the outside got my heart beating faster. I
carefully opened the box. Inside, I found lots of plastic



bubble-wrap taped up in a bundle with something deep in
the middle. I peeled back the layers, finally revealing a
small, but quite lovely, contraption.

I held it in my hands. It was a traditional cork with a
solid brown plastic top. The words 'HAPPY NEW YEAR'
were carved into the top of the plastic top. A small piece
of clear acrylic protruded from a slit in the side of the
plastic and a gold ribbon was attached to it. I pulled the
plastic tag out with a feeling of great anticipation.

Wonderfully, very tinny music started to play. I
immediately recognized it as an electronic version of
'Auld Lang Syne'. What's more, the 'HAPPY NEW
YEAR' wording on the top of the plastic attachment
started to flash. Wow! Cool! I loved it.

This is the marvellous creation that Mr Lam sent:

T

The prototype was perfect. It was a simple physical
manifestation of the idea. Of course, when we eventually
went to market, the extra part of the cork would be much
smaller or even built into a plastic cork so it was hardly
visible, but for the moment this was a wonderful proof of
concept.



I'm rather embarrassed to tell you that my pursuit of the
novelty champagne corks pretty much stalled at this point.
We discovered that in order to launch in America (a large
target market) any 'closure member' had to be approved
by the FDA — the Food and Drug Administration — and
this is a process that takes years. What we didn't realize
then was that there was another solution to the problem
that would have circumvented the annoying FDA
bureaucracy. It's just frustrating that it was solved by
someone else . . .

Some years later, a friend of mine called me up with
some interesting news.

'Shed, have you seen the Daily Mail today?' she asked.

It certainly wasn't my usual newspaper of choice, so I
hadn't.

'No. Why?' I asked, puzzled.

'Look in the centre pages,' she said.
"'What? Go on — why?' I countered.

'Just have a look Shed!' and she was gone.

I put the phone down and jumped up. I was working at
Channel 4 at the time and my department always had the
whole rack of daily newspapers readily available. I
grabbed the Daily Mail and started flicking through the
pages. There on the centre spread, underneath a big
headline which read 'NAFFY CHRISTMAS', I was
bombarded with dozens of images of various novelty
goods. Centre page was a plastic Jesus action figure and
top right were some sumo wrestler 'fat suits'. The article
was about gloriously tacky presents you could buy for



Christmas. As my eyes scanned the page more carefully,
they settled on something at the bottom.

Oh. That was it.

There, in all its glory, was a picture of the neck of a
champagne bottle, complete with cork. Stuck on to the
cork was some kind of attachment that had a parachute on
the end. Crikey.

The text next to the photo explained that the product
was called the 'Champi Chute' — great name — and that the
item simply stuck on to a normal cork. When the
champagne was popped the cork would shoot out of the
bottle with the Champi Chute attached, then the cork
would float to the ground and display the message on the
parachute at the same time. Here's the picture that graced
the article:
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So there it was. Someone had not only had the same
idea independently of me, but they had also successfully
cracked the problems I'd encountered in order to make the
idea work. Impressive.

The powerful lesson this taught me was that even
though it may seem that an idea has hit a very high brick
wall, there's always a way round the wall. I'd approached
the problem of getting my Paracork from the point of



view that I needed to make a closure member — either a
cork or plastic stopper — with a mechanism already
attached. This plan had caused me to encounter the hurdle
of needing to get approval from food and drink safety
boards. The absolute genius of the Champi Chute was that
the contraption was attached to the cork of a shop-bought
bottle of champagne. This meant there was no need during
manufacture to alter the closure member of the
champagne at all. It was an elegantly simple solution to
the problem. Ingenious.

I kicked myself for being so shortsighted. Why hadn't I
thought of that? Well, to be fair, I had considered an
external attachment — in fact, the very first prototype had
stuck into the cork with metal prongs. I'd just been blind
to the possibility of its working and so ditched that route
early on.

Although I was gutted not to have solved the many
challenges myself and not to have launched a product, I
was actually delighted to see the problem solved at all.
The Champi Chute looked like an extremely well-made
item. I ordered a couple immediately and vowed to be
even more open minded the next time I hit a snag while
trying to get something off the ground.

Next up though, some ideas that I did manage to launch

'Oh, here we go again . . . You still reckon you can try
your hand at designing products do ya? Pah! . .. but you
failed last time! It takes years at college to be a proper
product designer — and even if your ideas are any good
(ha!}, you'll never find someone who likes these concepts .
.. They'rejust...so...tacky...'



IDEA 3
Adults Only

Is a rude poem a . . . perverse?

It's incredibly childish I know.

The first 'adult' idea that I came up with spurred a
whole slew of related products and it seemed to come
from nowhere in particular.

If I were an amateur psychologist, I'd hypothesize that
the ideas you're about to hear about come from the primal
side of my brain, but maybe that's just an excuse. Perhaps,
like all men, I'm just inherently, perpetually juvenile.

After I left Planet 24, I worked at various production
companies, developing new shows and producing
established ones, like the huge reality franchise Big
Brother. This work not only provided the much-needed
stimulation of having bright minds around me, it also gave
me the chance to pursue my personal projects in the
periods between contracts.

One day, while I was travelling home on the tube after a
day at the BBC creating new television programmes, I had
an idea out of the blue. It was an idea for a new range of
'rude’ sweets.

I don't know where the inspiration came from. It's
certainly unusual to be inspired on the rat-infested,
smog-clogged, moving sardine can that is a London



Underground train, but I was. Well it has been said that
innovation comes from adversity, I suppose.

I'd like you now to imagine a drum-roll, please, before |
tell you the idea. Here we go:

It was a sweet range called 'Clitoris Allsorts'.

The joke was a simple one, based on the famous
confectionery brand Liquorice Allsorts. With another pun
coming into my head came another all-consuming
obsession. The idea of making a sweet in the shape of
something socially taboo with a rude name ticked all my
strange boxes.

Plus, I did actually believe that a line of sweets called
Clitoris Allsorts was a commercially viable prospect — I
reckoned that some people might find the range mildly
amusing and would therefore buy them for their gimmick
value, or even for hen nights and parties. I got to work
straight away.

The first challenge I tackled was protecting the brand
name. The idea was simple and copiable, so I had to try to
get as much protection for it as possible. It amused me to
think that if I asked the Trademark Office for a trademark
for this brand name, then someone in a grey building
sitting at a desk under fluorescent lights would have to
process my odd request. So that's what I did.

I employed a trademark specialist and filed straight
away, hoping to become the extremely proud owner of the
words 'Clitoris Allsorts®'. The big aim was to obtain the
tiny 'R' in the circle — this denotes a registered trademark
rather than the '"™' which indicates an unregistered
trademark.



While 1 waited for the bureaucratic process to go
through the motions, I turned my attention to designing a
prototype for this new type of sweets. I knew at some
point I'd have to show my concept to someone working in
the adult novelty-gift sector, so I needed something
tangible to get them excited. My vision was a classily
packaged confectionery range that would be sold in adult
shops such as Ann Summers, with the actual sweet
resembling the female private parts with an extended
appendage at the top, the anatomical embodiment of the
brand name.

I designed a logo immediately and coined an
appropriate strapline for the range — another play on
words. It looked like this:

A couple of months later, I got a phone call from the
trademark specialist. The result of the first stage of the
application had come back. Bad news.

It was a flat rejection. In the opinion of the Trademark
Office, there were two main reasons why I was to be
denied the trademark. First, they said the name was
'obscene'. Second, they said that because the product was
confectionery, there was a chance that kids could come



into contact with it and therefore the name might
potentially 'warp' youngsters.

I discussed these points with the trademark specialist,
who recommended we write back pointing out that the
term 'clitoris' was actually a correct anatomical term,
therefore it wasn't technically 'obscene'. We'd also explain
that we'd always intended that the sweets would be sold
only to over-eighteens in 'adult-only' outlets. I mean,
please! Did they really think I'd try to sell them in the
local newsagent's next to the Mars Bars?

Tl have a pint of milk, two Lottery tickets . . . and,
oooh — give me a packet of those Clitoris Allsorts please,’
says the old lady in the corner shop. Hmm. Not likely.

We sent the letter off to the Trademark Office, hoping
that we had addressed the objections that they'd raised so
that they would reconsider and grant us the mark.

But they weren't reassured at all. Once again, they
rejected the mark on the grounds that it was offensive.
Determined not to let the bureaucracy scupper the goal, I
deliberated whether to throw good money after bad and
pay for a hearing with the Trademark Office. At a
trademark hearing, a patent attorney gets to argue the case
with a trademark officer in person.

I knew I could fund a hearing by taking advantage of a
healthy overdraft facility. The cycle of 'boom' (when I was
gainfully employed in the TV industry) then 'bust' (as I
pursued my personal passions) was to become a common
pattern in my life. To this day it's a nerve racking situation
to be in, never really knowing whether I'll get a job to take
me back into the black and pay my mortgage. But I try not



to worry about money — I always believe that it will arrive
if I follow my passions. My theory is this: if you love
doing something, it means you'll most likely become good
at it — and people will always pay for someone who's good
at what they do.

The whole process of getting the name trademarked
was really dragging on. It had already taken months and
months, and I was no further forward. However, it was a
big decision to carry on, and I deliberated for days. Was |
mad spending money on a lame gag? And for a product I
hadn't even launched yet?

Well maybe, I concluded. But I wanted to complete this
goal. So I paid for my patent attorney to attend a hearing.
Later he relayed to me that the meeting hadn't gone well.
Apparently, the trademark officer had explained how the
Trademark Office had received a huge amount of flak for
granting the infamous and inspired FCUK® name. This
trademark had brought UK fashion brand French
Connection huge global success, allowing them to
emblazon the subversive (and thus attractive to the young)
slogan all over their garments. Some people deemed the
FCUK® slogan offensive: it was clearly an anagram of a
rude word. For the very reason that young people liked
the idea that they could wear a swear word without it
actually being a swear word, some critics found it
obscene. A furore ensued and the Trademark Office was
blamed as part of the problem because they had granted
the trademark and thus, in the critics' eyes, endorsed it.

Therefore the trademark officer was now extremely
cautious about granting any trademark that was even



slightly contentious. For him, 'Clitoris Allsorts' was
certainly not worth the potential aggravation.

Gutted, but still determined to win after nearly a year of
trying to get the name protected, I asked the patent expert
I worked with what to do next. She said the only option
open to us was to file for a European trademark. This
would be granted by another department and might stand
a better chance of being approved. It was expensive,
though.

At this time I hadn't worked for a while and my
finances were getting very low. Nevertheless, I again took
my usual approach to money and gave the word for the
attorney to apply for the European trademark. It would be
another six months before I heard anything.

Meanwhile, I powered onwards, deciding to create
some actual sweets in the correct shape and get them
packaged up beautifully.

I started the challenging process of tracking down
suitable companies who might help me get the range off
the ground, then cold-called them to see if they would
take a meeting with me. This took a lot of time and
persistence, but eventually a few did agree to see me.

At every company where I pitched the range, the
decision-maker would say the sweets were a funny idea,
but they wouldn't be prepared to make them because they
were either too rude or too 'niche'. Person after person
said, 'They just won't sell, Shed." After being told this
repeatedly, and with no backers to help me turn the idea
into reality, I made a swift decision.



Whenever I'm told a thing won't work, something clicks
in my brain. I have a really strong emotional response to
someone saying 'It can't be done.' It's a mixture of
annoyance (that one person can be so absolutely sure that
something that's never been tried before definitely won't
work], mild amusement (that the person is closing
themselves off from learning and having an adventure)
and also determination (to prove them wrong).

It's my solid belief that amy challenge is solvable.
Crikey, the human race has put a man on the moon. So
anything less ambitious than that, including creating a
range of stupid rude sweets, is eminently possible.
Whether something works or not simply depends on how
you go about it. So, when someone says 'It'll never work!',
my mind rejects these words as if they're a virus trying to
bore their way in.

If no one was willing to launch the idea, there was only
one option. It was up to me to make the sweets on my
own.

I took stock. I was able to invest only a tiny amount in
this range. I decided on a strategy that would fit with my
finances. I planned to manufacture a small batch of
Clitoris Allsorts so I could bring the range to life and then
use these packets to obtain some concrete orders.

This was my first naive assumption. I thought 1 would
be able to get a small batch of confectionery made. It
actually ended up being a lot more than tiny.

I began an intensive trawl for manufacturers that took
me weeks of research, trying to find a company that could
make some jelly fruit gums in the shape of a woman's



lower regions. I started with confectionery manufacturers
in my home country, but quickly discovered that no UK
company could help given my limited budget. The cost
was simply way out of my reach.

Undaunted, I then tried the Far East. Harnessing the
magic of the internet, I searched for suitable confectionery
companies and sent message after message to over fifty
firms in a three-month period. Soon I started receiving
dozens of emails in broken English from entrepreneurial
companies in Hong Kong and China. Unfortunately, many
of them refused to produce the small amount I could
afford. Even when I did eventually get positive replies
from a few companies, once I revealed the specific shape
of the sweets I needed, they refused to work with me.

'T am sorry we cannot make this candy. We make fun
sweets for children,' one email explained.

Added to this, I kept coming up against the problem
that my budget was still too small. Because of the tooling
costs of making a new mould for the confectionery and
the set-up charges involved in starting a new production
line, I was constantly being asked to order thousands of
packets of sweets.

I imagined my flat stuffed floor to ceiling with boxes of
miniature clitorises. Um . . . no, I didn't want to live in
'Fanny Towers', thanks very much.

Exasperated after another day of phone-bashing and
email-writing, I decided to change tack.

During my search for a manufacturer of jelly sweets I'd
stumbled across a website selling products called Jelly
Boobs and Jelly Willies. I'd ordered some immediately so



I could see how they'd been made. A padded envelope
duly popped through my letterbox containing two boxes
covered with simple designs. The Jelly Willies box was
purple and adorned with a drawing of a funny little
character in the shape of a penis with a smiley face. The
Jelly Boobs box was red with an illustration of a busty
brunette in a red corset. I tore the boxes open hurriedly
and found that, true to the packaging, they contained lots
of different-coloured fruit-gummy sweets in the rough
shape of a willy or a pair of boobs.

When my search for manufacturers for my Clitoris
Allsorts was going badly, my attention went back to those
colourful boxes on my desk. First off, I emailed the
company, Spencer & Fleetwood, and asked them how
much it would be to produce some of my own jelly
sweets. A nice guy called Chris Lee answered my emails,
explaining that he could indeed help make a new range of
sweets, but that the cost would be high. Yet again, the
budget and amount I was required to produce meant I
couldn't proceed.

I stared at my computer screen, let out a deep sigh, and
considered whether to abandon this arguably frivolous
business idea. Then I pushed the thought of giving up to
the back of my mind. I decided I just needed to change
my approach again and asked myself an important
question:

'Why am I busting my balls trying to make these sweets
myself? Perhaps I should start all over again and try
harder to find a company that currently makes adult
novelty sweets and ask them whether they'd like to license
the idea from me . . .



I logged on the net, found Spencer & Fleetwood's
number and picked up the phone. I spoke to Chris Lee, the
guy whom I'd been emailing, and found out that he was
the boss. Straight to the top — excellent! I managed to
persuade Chris that I wasn't a complete joker and that he
needed to see me. I explained that I'd send a
'confidentiality agreement' for him to sign. (When I first
began thinking about showing my ideas to others, I had
this one-page contract drawn up by a brilliant lawyer I'd
met while working on a TV show. The agreement
demonstrates to the people I pitch to that I'm slightly
professional and gives me some protection against being
ripped off. But asking someone to sign one is often a risk.
Some companies have a flat policy of not signing because
of the chance that they are developing something similar,
which means you can't move forward. Plus, I also think
it's like saying to someone 'l don't trust you', which isn't
the best sentiment to project at the start of a business
relationship. It's a tricky one . . .) Fortunately, Chris said
he'd be happy to sign the agreement that I emailed over,
so we arranged to meet the following week.

The day came round quickly. I travelled down to Epsom
with three ideas to show Chris. The first one was Clitoris
Allsorts; the other two were products I'd been working on
since I had been inspired by the adult novelty sector.

The first of my two new ideas was the 'Pubik's Cube' —
a six-sided square that unfolds with a picture of a different
penis on each side.

I spent hours downloading pictures of penises from the
internet (not a regular occupation for me), delighting
when I found an unusual one like the image of a willy that



had been fully tattooed like a black-and-green-striped
snake. Ouch, that had to have hurt! I then carefully
created a prototype that displayed the penises on a
preexisting cube I'd found in a gift shop. I now had a
physical manifestation of the first ever Pubik's Cube in all
its glory (or should that be 'gory'?).

My second masterpiece also came from the dark
recesses of my sordid mind. While working on the Clitoris
Allsorts range, 1 started brainstorming about other
concepts relating to the female privates. [Well, some of us
are accountants, some people are architects and some are
the brain surgeons that give something back to society.
And me? I'm Shed Simove and I like to spend quite a
considerable amount of my precious time on this
wonderful earth thinking about rude body parts. You just
know my parents are so proud.) Inspiration struck me one
day when I was thinking about the latest craze in waxing
bikini lines. It amazes me how women's hairstyles are
now not only confined to their heads. How could I turn
this trend of 'shaving your privates' into a novelty item? It
was this simple question that caused the brainwave.

I suddenly remembered a toy that I used to love as a
child which consisted of a picture of a bald man's face



packaged behind a see-through plastic sheet. Inside the
plastic sheet was a large amount of minuscule black iron
filings that could be moved with a magnetic wand
provided with the toy. The idea, of course, was to drag the
iron filings on to the man's face and head so that they
resembled hair or whiskers. Small pictures around the
edge of the packet displayed suggested styles of
moustaches, beards and hairstyles. It was a fun, innocent
little toy. I was amazed to find it still in production today.

Flash forward twenty years, and there I am sitting at my
desk, perverting this symbol of childhood by creating . . .
tah-dah . . . the 'Designer Beaver'.

This novelty adult-toy concept was to be an up-to-date
version of the magnetic-hair toy whereby the person using
the toy has to move the iron filings to create a particular



pubic style. I know you're applauding me right now.
Thank you.

Using the original toy as a template, I carefully knocked
up a crude prototype:

Now I was ready to pitch these two gems, along with
the sweet range, to Chris Lee at Spencer & Fleetwood.

I found Chris's offices easily enough. They were in a
rather faceless business park in Epsom, just outside
London. As I had arrived early, I took the next ten
minutes to sit in the car park calming myself down and
thinking about the pitch.

When I walked in with my bag of ideas, I was
interested to find myself feeling that the offices of
Spencer & Fleetwood were surprisingly normal. I must
have been subconsciously expecting something else from
the premises of one of the biggest sellers of adult novelty



goods. Maybe rubber walls or leather ceilings? Whips and
chains everywhere perhaps? It certainly wasn't like that.
The offices could have been the headquarters of any
company, complete with off-white walls, purple carpet
squares and polystyrene ceiling tiles. The only rubber in
the offices was on the ends of the pencils standing in the
traditional black plastic desk tidies plonked next to every
computer screen.

I shouldn't have been nervous about the meeting,
because when I walked through the door Chris smiled a
broad smile and offered his hand in welcome.

'Hi Shed — great to see you,' he said cheerfully.

Chris looked as normal as the offices he worked in. He
wasn't some overtly sexual deviant covered in multiple
piercings or lewd, brightly coloured tattoos. Instead, he
was a tall man in his forties with a slim build and slightly
balding head. He wore a plain blue open-necked shirt with
slacks and looked a little bit like a jovial middle-aged
golfer, I suppose.

I proudly pitched the Designer Beaver, Pubik's Cube
and the Clitoris Allsorts to Chris. It was a quick meeting.
All three got rejected instantly.

The sick feeling in my gut that happens when I get an
idea turned down happened again. But instead of taking it
deeply personally and getting upset (as I did at the
beginning of my pitching life when someone shot down
my ideas), I listened. I've learned that when your ideas are
knocked it's not really a personal slight, even though it
may be the natural reaction to view it as one. Your ideas
are so closely linked to you as a person, that it's very easy



to mistake someone saying 'No' to mean 'Your idea is bad,
therefore you're not talented in any way and also you've
got bad judgement'. This is not often the reality, however.
There are a million reasons, both rational and irrational,
why someone might reject your idea and these are rarely
related to the fact that you came up with it or pitched it.

The fact is, often the person you are pitching to knows
their business very well and so, even though it hurts being
turned down, I try to remember that the person rejecting
the ideas often has very valid reasons for doing so. That
doesn't mean you have to give up, however. Quite the
contrary.

It's good to be dogmatic and focused on a goal;
however, it's also useful to listen to any objections to your
ideas because often they are valid and, more importantly,
frequently they help you make the concept better. But
sometimes, when you truly believe in a concept, you you
have to stick to your guns and just take it to someone else.

Chris explained that the products were simply far too
explicit for the market he sold into. He patiently went
through his range, which adorned the meeting room we
sat in, showing me many of his products in detail, like the
Chocolate Willies, TitBits (biscuits in the shape of boobs)
and his completely genius creation Stressticles — a
squeezable stress toy in the shape of a pair of testes (wish
I'd thought of that one).

Chris said that all these products were just on the safe
side of 'saucy'. My eyes were opened even wider when he
emphasized that another hugely significant part of a
product's being successful for him was the packaging. The
Chocolate Willies, for example, had a cartoon penis with



a smiley face on the cover. This made the box look like a
fun novelty gift rather than an explicit adult product. He'd
been selling them like this for over ten years. Chris told
me that this approach was vital if the products were to sell
in the high street (and the mass market was where serious
sales could be made, so this was very important).
Unfortunately, he said that my ideas were just too rude for
the shelves of high-street stores. I could see that this made
sense.

Driving back home, I felt gutted. It's horrible getting
ready for a pitch, getting all revved up and then striking
out. It's happened to me so many times that you'd think I'd
be used to it, but I'm not. Even as I drove home, however,
my brain cogs were whirring and seeds of new ideas were
beginning to form.

Chris had kindly given me the contact details of a
couple of other companies who might appreciate my
novelty-product concepts. This was a pretty decent thing
to have done, given that they were his rivals. Over the
coming days, I spent hours chained to my computer,
designing a lot of brand-new products and collating them
into a long proposal.

This was one of the periods when I was lucky enough
to be able to take a few weeks off between TV jobs. These
times are when I pour my energy into my various little
dreams. I call them 'the vampire weeks' because of my
sleeping patterns, which go something like this. I work
through the night when the phone doesn't ring and I can
just happily bash away on my computer. During these
nights, I often gorge on trash TV packed full of
programmes sandwiched between cheaply made adverts



for 'Love Albums' and thigh exercisers. Often I feel sleepy
at about 7 a.m., then sleep until around 11 that morning
before jumping out of bed to attend meetings and work on
some TV ideas or prototypes. Maybe I'll have an hour's
nap around 6 in the evening, then work right through the
evening and early hours, when the cycle starts again. I
actually love this schedule; it feels very natural to me.
Often when I take a job, it's hard to get back into a
traditional 'nine till five' routine where I have to wake up
at the time I normally go to bed.

After a particularly intensive vampire week, lots more
adult novelty-product concepts proudly shone out from
my computer monitor.

I followed up the contacts Chris had given me and
managed to persuade one of his rivals to see me. I
travelled down to a huge warehouse in Brighton to meet
them, my bag bulging with new prototypes jammed
together with a twenty-page proposal. The team there said
they thought quite a few of the ideas were great and for
days afterwards I was elated, thinking I'd cracked my goal
of launching an adult novelty product. How wrong I was.
The first inkling that something was wrong was when the
company didn't return my emails. Boy, that's frustrating.

Then, after I politely pestered them with phone calls, I
was eventually told that none of my ideas was suitable. I
was completely baffled and, actually, a bit annoyed. It's
one thing to be told your ideas aren't right, but quite
another to be told straight away that they're great, but then
to learn over the phone a week later that in fact they're not
actually even worth developing a bit more. This sequence
of events happens so often these days that, even though it



still brings a sick feeling, I've learned to force myself to
keep the faith.

It was time to take the fall, jump back on the horse and
get ready for the next opportunity . . . which was about to
present itself.

I knew that the adult-entertainment industry was soon
to convene for their annual trade fair, called 'Erotica’. This
was a great chance to meet new companies and wow them
with my 'adult' ideas. I printed up some flyers proclaiming
my status as a product designer with a portfolio of adult
gifts ready for licence.

By coincidence, my mother decided to come to visit me
the weekend of the trade fair. After much thought, I
decided to take her along to the Olympia Exhibition
Centre for the Erotica fair. I'd never been before and didn't
know whether my mother would be offended; she was
normally very open-minded and encouraging to me in all
my ventures, but would she baulk at a 'sex exhibition'?

We entered the fair and straight away a man dressed
head to toe in shiny rubber, complete with a gimp mask,
passed right by us. Then we spotted a group of women in
French-maid costumes, closely followed by a man trotting
along in full horse leathers. In fact, many of the visitors
had donned their very own sexy outfits — I'd never seen so
many G-strings indoors.

My mum, being my mum, loved it of course. We both
marvelled at the decorative stalls with their ornate penis
metalwork, the explicit oil paintings, the varied restraints
and all manner of dildos.



The fair was rather disappointing from a business point
of view, though. I was looking for companies producing
adult novelties, but they were very thin on the ground. I
didn't use the promotional flyers I'd made or the reams of
confidentiality agreements I'd printed up, as there were
only three companies there who actually traded in the type
of products I was creating. Out of those three, I'd already
been to see two before the fair and the third one wouldn't
sign a nondisclosure agreement, which meant I didn't
pitch to them.

However, there was a real glint of hope amid the
rubber-clad bustle of the fair. I visited the Spencer &
Fleetwood stand and met Chris Lee. He was rushed off his
feet when I arrived, talking business to one person after
another. I hovered like a stalker for a while, waiting for an
opportunity to reinforce myself in his mind. Luckily, there
was a stand nearby selling poles for home pole-dancing
and various semi-clad females were trying them out, so I
had something to watch while I waited. This sight would
normally have been quite sexy, except for the fact that it
was happening in a huge, draughty exhibition hall with
strip fluorescent lighting and dirty grey carpet tiles on the
floor.

Finally my window of opportunity opened. Chris was
standing with a lady in a very sober pinstripe suit who
was enquiring about his range of candy G-strings. These
are beautiful creations made from tiny ring-shaped sweets
which Chris told me are hand-stitched together by a
roomful of hard-working women in China. Chris handed
the lady his business card and I dived in like a whippet.



'Hi Chris — Shed here,' I reminded him. 'Just wanted to
say hi.'

'Oh, hi Shed! Good to see you!" Chris was reassuringly
welcoming and calm amidst the throng of people milling
around his stall.

Time was short, so I began a spiel designed to let him
know I still wanted to be in the game if he'd let me. I
splurged at the poor man: 'Chris, since our last meeting
I've been hard at work making more products. I think
some are really up your street and if you'll see me again
then—'

'Of course I'd love to see your ideas Shed,’ he
interrupted. 'T'll sign another confidentiality agreement if
you like. Can you send them by email?'

Always believing that personal interaction is way better
than a cold electronic message, I tried to get him to meet.
'l can swing by your office if that's OK with you? I'll be
quick again!' I explained.

'Sure! No problem Shed. Give me a call and we'll
arrange a meeting," he replied.

I'm determined to bring something you like Chris!
Thanks a lot,' I said with a smile.

He laughed, probably at the fact that this freaky bloke
was so dogged, then we shook hands and I left. Great.
That went well.

During this time, the legal wranglings with the
Trademark Office over my application to trademark the
brand name for Clitoris Allsorts were, annoyingly, still
going on. They kept rejecting the application. Apparently



they felt it was still an offensive word. I can't believe they
didn't see the fanny side — I mean the funny side (ha ha).
But I wasn't giving up. No way. We sent numerous letters
again and again, trying to argue the case, but they were all
followed up by yet more rejections.

The issue became all the more important when I learned
that another company was planning to launch a range with
exactly the same name. It was vital that I had some legal
protection if I was going to produce my own Clitoris
Allsorts. But I hadn't heard from the European Trademark
Office yet, so there was still hope.

Three weeks after the Erotica trade fair, I visited Chris
Lee at the Epsom office of Spencer & Fleetwood for the
second time. I pitched thirteen new ideas, including one
inspired by my mum, of all people. While we were at the
trade fair together, browsing at a stand that sold chrome
penises, Mum whispered that she had an idea for a new
product I could make. 'Here we go!' I thought sceptically.
But I was being hasty. Mum had indeed thought of a gem.
Once we were outside the stand, she suggested that we
create bronze doorknobs in the shape of penises and call
them 'Door Nobs'. Ha ha! Awesome! Obviously my gift
for awful puns had a genetic basis. The idea really caught
my imagination and began sinking into my brain. As we
walked through the rest of the conference -centre,
something niggled me, though. I was very concerned that,
although the gag was excellent, the market for penis
doorknobs wasn't that huge. I mean, would you have a
penis doorknob in your home? I certainly wouldn't.

I thought the name and the general idea were great, but
I needed a more mass-market product. The answer arrived



pretty quickly while I lay in bed that night. Here's the
journey my brain took. The name 'Door Nob' is a good
gag. Therefore, to work, I needed a product that referred
to both doors and nobs (willies]. How about a penis that
sticks on the door? OK, but why? For what purpose?
Well, how about a penis with a message printed on it that
you could hang up? It would be a willy-shaped door sign.
Hmm, not bad. I was close, but no cigar. There had to be
something just a tiny bit cleverer (although 'clever' is all
relative when talking about nob gags). Then it came to
me: this time I got the cigar, the lighter and the humidor.

From door signs, my brain made the connection to
hotel-door signs. I'd just been to Orlando, staying in a
lovely hotel in a place called Celebration — a rather freaky
town completely built by Disney. It was the culmination
of Walt's dream to build a 'perfect' community with white
picket fences and safe places for children to play. It's an
odd place — there are loads of rules you must adhere to if
you live there, like the colour you can paint your house
and the need to keep all public places constantly
maintained. This had the effect of making the town look
brand spanking new even though it was actually years old.
It had the eerie feeling of a picture-perfect town film-set,
even though people actually lived there permanently.

I stayed in the Celebration Hotel, a lovely colonial-style
boutique hotel with whirring leaf fans spinning above
your head and huge pot plants dotted everywhere. True to
form, while I holidayed there I often slept erratically
through the day. On a number of occasions when I took an
afternoon kip, I didn't want the maid to clean my room,
which naturally meant I employed the traditional hotel 'Do
Not Disturb' side of the door-hanger that graced the



handle of every room in the hotel. And yes, you've
guessed it: this was the answer to my Door Nob
conundrum. The Door Nob range would be a set of
door-hangers in the shape of a penis proudly displaying
messages. In keeping with the shape, I felt these slogans
should reflect suitably saucy goings on inside the room.

I immediately wrote all this down at the top of the huge
block of notepaper that's lived under my bed for years,
faithfully recording many a late-night scheme. I couldn't
sleep though. I was so excited at having cracked this lame
idea. Even though it was 5.30 in the morning, I jumped
out of bed and spent the next hour and a half designing
and meticulously cutting out a positively perfect
penis-shaped prototype door-hanger. Mesdames et
Messieurs, this is what I made — voila!

The next day I worked up lots more slogans. It struck
me while I was beavering away [or should that be
penis-ing away?) that all the slogans I came up with were,
not unsurprisingly, very male orientated. Well, it just



seemed right that a penis would be hung from a man's
door. What could I do for women?

Easy. It wasn't a huge leap to go from Door Nobs for
men to a female version called . . .

'Door Knockers'.

When I drove back down to Chris's office on a dark
winter's afternoon, once again I came prepared with a
beautifully printed and bound proposal. But this time the
proposal had thirteen ideas in it. All of them were
carefully thought through, the result of much
brainstorming and chucking out of any concepts I thought
were just far too poor or plain unsuitable. Thirteen ideas. I
would be over the moon if Chris agreed to take just one of
them and get it on the shelves.

I'm ushered into the meetings room, which is packed
full of boxes containing candy thongs recently arrived
from China, plus some new samples of candy bras, which
Chris proudly shows me.

We sit down at a small round glass table and I pitch ray
ideas swiftly one by one. I open my proposal to page one,
proudly presenting the first product concept, a festive item
called 'Nut Crackers' — Christmas crackers with shiny gold
plastic testicles on. He hates it. Oh dear. (Or perhaps more
appropriately, 'Bollocks.")

He also hates the second concept, an idea for a range of
underwear printed with the flags of the FEuropean
Community members and called 'A Thong for Europe'.
He's not even convinced when I bring out the thongs I've
mocked up, printed with colourful flags and European
Union logos. They look great, but he's not buying. I tell



him I reckon they'd sell like wildfire around Eurovision
time. He remains completely unconvinced. Maybe he's
anti-Europe? Yes, that must be it.

Still, two down, eleven to go. I hesitate before pitching
the third one, because it's a product I designed specifically
to fit in with Chris's product range. I start my spiel . . .

"This product is an "emergency nookie kit", Chris. It's a
novelty item designed to be used when you unexpectedly
need to get frisky. The packaging is a tin container in the
shape of a penis, with a cute willy character on the front
and a red cross printed across his "waist". Inside this tin
willy is a condom, a small bottle of massage oil, some
breath-freshener mints and some chocolates. So, Chris,
may I present to you this emergency nookie kit in the
shape of a penis: it's the . . ."ParameDICK".'

I stress the last syllable, 'dick’, then I immediately feel
like an idiot for doing so because of course Chris will get
the gag. He hesitates. I flip open my proposal to show the
logo I've designed for the product:

I wait as Chris takes it all in. 'Come on my son . . .,' I
think to myself.



'T like it Shed,' he says. Hurrah!

The rest of the meeting rattles along. Chris rejects the
Door Nobs and the Door Knockers, which he says are too
tacky for him. He rejects idea after idea, mostly because
he's either had experience with something similar or he
doesn't think it would sell in his market.

At the end of the pitch, Chris had identified just one
product idea he liked. Even though he liked the
Paramedick, he carefully explained that the route to
market would be a long and rocky one. First, he had to
pass any idea by his team. Presuming they didn't put the
kibosh on it at that stage, Chris still had to source the
materials, check the safety of the product, and (crucially)
ensure the item could be made profitably. He said he'd get
back to me after Christmas, in three months' time.

*

During this time, I still burned to launch my rude sweet
range, Clitoris Allsorts. All my enquiries about ordering
some packets myself had led to nothing, plus I couldn't
find a company willing to take on the idea and invest in
making them themselves. Now what?

Undeterred, I decided the only way forward was to
make this happen on my own. I went back to the internet
and enlisted the help of the Hong Kong Trade Council,
posting numerous calls for help on their messageboards,
which are read daily by many businesses in the Far East. |
targeted Hong Kong as I knew that tooling and
manufacturing costs were much lower there than in the
UK, plus many people spoke great English, making
communication a breeze.



A steady trickle of companies responded to my
postings. It was pretty exciting to receive emails from
company directors thousands of miles away who wanted
to help. I sent a detailed proposal to every company who
wrote to me, complete with technical dimensions, design
drawings and visualizations I'd mocked up on the
computer.

Once again, as soon as I explained that I only wanted a
small order of one thousand packets, many companies
refused to proceed. It seemed it just wasn't worth their
while.

Then, one day, just as I was nearing the end of my
tether, I received an email from a lady called Clare Li. She
worked at a medium-sized Hong Kong company called
Leadsky Candy — a Kowloon-based manufacturer of many
different confectionery products. My heart did a little leap
when I looked at her website and saw that Leadsky made
gummy candies of the sort I wanted. But I didn't let
myself get too excited as I hadn't sent the full product
proposal yet. Many companies had refused to work with
me when they'd seen what shape I wanted the candy to be.

Clare emailed me back after receiving the proposal. It
was incredibly good news. I hadn't yet told her the small
quantity my budget demanded, but she explained that
Leadsky could indeed make the sweets in the shape I
required. However, she then asked about how many
shipping cartons of packets I wanted.

'Boy, is she in for a shock,' I thought.

Holding my breath, I typed out an email requesting a
quote for just one thousand bags in three different packet



weights — 15g, 50g and 100g. Most confectionery
wholesalers deal in huge unit orders, often in the tens of
thousands of packets, so to a candy factory my order was
tiny.

An email came back giving me a price for three
thousand bags, in one thousand of each weight. I couldn't
quite believe it.

Although at this stage Clare incorrectly thought that I
needed three thousand packets, I was delighted to receive
this email for two reasons. First, I felt it was a good sign
that Leadsky would make as few as three thousand
packets — perhaps they'd make just one thousand. Second,
the price quoted was in US dollars, which at that time was
a very weak currency compared with the British pound.
This was a huge bonus, given that at the time my finances
were a little shaky and I was out of work. But I live a very
fortunate life, because whenever it looks like I won't be
able to afford the next month's rent, something always
seems to crop up. This time I got offered a job on the fifth
series of the reality-television phenomenon Big Brother.
Not only was it an awe-inspiring experience being part of
one of the biggest shows on TV, but it also allowed me to
get back in the black so that I could carry on chasing my
dreams.

Newly confident that I could carry on with my crackpot
sweet scheme, [ wrote back to Clare at Leadsky to explain
the quantity of packets of Clitoris Allsorts I wanted: just
one thousand bags. I told her that there would be no need
for any shipping cartons just yet, but that I really wanted
to work with her. As I sent off the email, I was concerned



she'd cancel the order because it was too small and all the
hours spent finding a company would have been in vain.

I guess Clare must have sensed my sheer desperation
and determination to get these sweets made. Slightly
reluctantly, she agreed to proceed with the order of one
thousand packets, in the hope that I may order more in the
future. I told her I couldn't promise a repeat order but that
I'd certainly give it my best shot. She seemed fine with
that assurance and agreed to proceed. At last, the Clitoris
Allsorts range was about to come alive.

Over the next month, I corresponded with Clare on
numerous occasions, making sure we got the order exactly
right. I kicked off our correspondence by sending her my
drawings and visualizations for the design of the sweet.
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When I first called Clare in Hong Kong, it was exciting
to put a voice to someone I'd been emailing for over three
weeks. My brain seemed to want to create a visual image
of her. She had a bright, perky voice, speaking English
very well with a strong oriental accent. She sounded as if
she was in her late twenties or early thirties, but I couldn't
be sure. I found my mind's eye creating an image of a
slender woman with a very smiley face and
shoulder-length black hair, wearing a blue [for some
reason) two-piece work suit. Clare sounded very efficient



and hard working, so I imagined her face looking friendly,
but no-nonsense at the same time.

It was exciting liaising back and forth with Hong Kong.
When I sent an email over, I often had to wait for a reply
until the next day; because Hong Kong is eight hours
ahead, any message I sent in the day would not be read
until the early hours of our morning, the next day in Hong
Kong. Sometimes, when [ didn't have meetings or a
regular job to go to, I would live my vampire life and
Clare and I would talk throughout my night, her day. I
wondered if she was ever puzzled that I was up at 5 in the
morning.

After sorting out the finer points of the deal, one day I
asked Clare to send me some illustrations of the candy she
was producing for me so I could approve them and then
get a final mould made for the first run of Clitoris
Allsorts. Her response arrived while I was on a package
holiday in Spain. I managed to check my emails in the
slightly dilapidated hotel I'd ended up in, paying for the
internet per half-hour.

Three days into the holiday, I noticed an email from
Leadsky in my inbox, complete with an attachment. I
opened it hurriedly, and up popped something amazing.
There, in front of me, was a full-colour photo of three
differently sized see-through packets filled with a mixture
of red, yellow and green fruit candies, and best of all —
zip-a-dee-doo-dah — I could clearly see that the sweets
inside the packets looked as if they were in the exact
shape of my drawings. I couldn't quite believe it. There in
front of me were some actual, real-life Clitoris Allsorts.



Now, this development was way beyond what I'd
expected. Even though I'd been working well with Clare
for weeks, I hadn't actually signed a contract. Incredibly,
she had instructed her team to make a mould of my design
and run off some actual candies. This was a large
investment from their point of view, as no money had
changed hands at this point. I was both impressed and
delighted. There's something so thrilling about seeing
your creation living and breathing in three dimensions.
My Clitoris Allsorts had actually come to life.

When I returned from my Spanish trip, I wired Clare
some money to send the samples over so I could examine
them carefully before I placed my first proper order. I'd
never wired money before to a foreign country, but it was
pretty easy. I traipsed down to my bank, filled in a few
forms, paid through the nose for bank charges this end
and the Hong Kong end, and that was that.

Clare sent the samples over by air mail using the postal
carrier UPS, which meant I could track the progress of the
samples via their website. It's a totally cool experience to
watch your shipment being scanned at each point in its
journey from Hong Kong to London. This tracking system
also gave me information that appealed to my childish
sense of humour. I chuckled when I discovered the name
of one of the destinations the package of sweets visited en
route. It seemed highly appropriate that my candy vaginas
left Hong Kong from an airport called 'Chek Lap Kok'.

A week later the samples arrived. They were great. |
had in my hand some brand-new sweets. I immediately
fired off an email to Clare thanking her for the samples
and asking her to put in an order for me. I thought my



ambition to break into the rude confectionery business
was complete. But the challenges weren't over just yet.

First, I changed the colours of the actual sweets. After
showing the samples to a few of my trusted friends, their
feedback pointed to the fact that the sweets needed to be
pink — a colour more associated with the real-life part of
the anatomy in the name of the sweets. So I chose three
shades of pink, created a colour card and sent it over to
the factory. A week later I saw photos of the new samples.
I could immediately see a problem, seemingly caused by
the language barrier and my inability to represent a colour
as see-through. The new Clitoris Allsorts were pink, but
they were no longer transparent. I quickly emailed Clare
to ask her about changing the gummy mixture.

Poor woman. I bet she never thought she'd have this
much trouble in her lifetime with mini candy vaginas. On
many occasions after I'd spoken with her in the middle of
the night I thought to myself how goodnatured and
professional she was. It also made me chuckle to think of
her going home after a hard day's work to her husband/
boyfriend/significant other and him saying, 'How was
work dear?" Clare would reply, 'Well darling, this
afternoon I created thirty thousand miniature clitorises for
an odd man in London . . . And how was your day?'

Eventually, after a few weeks of trying a number of
combinations of colouring and gummy mixture, Clare
created three distinct translucent pink versions that I was
happy with. They were resplendent:
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It also seemed there were a few hurdles to overcome
with the packaging. The first set of designs I'd sent over
didn't cut the mustard, so I had to learn hastily how to use
new graphics software to produce a 'cutting guide' — the
technical term for the template used on the factory
production line for packaging. It was thrilling discovering
new terms and processes. Accumulating tiny titbits of
knowledge is really fun. I enjoyed looking up the meaning
of business terms I hadn't yet encountered, like the day
when the phrase '"T/T Transfer' appeared in one of my
emails. I Googled "T/T Transfer' and found out it meant
'telegraphic transfer', an old term that now means the
wiring of money from one bank account to another.

Although many complications cropped up to frustrate
me, | was learning the sweet-manufacturing business at a
rate of knots, which was very exciting. Eventually, with
the help of a friendly man who worked in the print shop
down the road, I managed to produce the correct template
for the packet designs. Complete with colour bars and
cut-marks dotted all over it, the cutting guide looked like
a work of art to me.
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Just before I sent it to the Far East, I stopped myself,
wondering whether to add just one more strapline to the
packet. Underneath the words Clitoris Allsorts, so far I'd
created the subtitle for the sweets: 'The Original Bush
Tucker'. Now I wondered whether to add another line that
I'd been deliberating about for weeks. The idea for this
new wording came when [ was marvelling to myself at
how the sweets were a truly international collaboration,
with the creator in the UK and the manufacturer in Hong
Kong. It therefore seemed rather appropriate to mention
this on the back of the sweet packet, with a joke built in
for good measure. I scribbled the line I'd come up with on
a piece of paper. It read:

CLITORIS ALLSORTS ~ PODUCE OF MORE THAN
ONE CUNT RY

In the end, I decided not to include it — it was just a bit too
rude. The line of decency had to be drawn somewhere.



I proudly sent the finalized cutting guide off to Hong
Kong, knowing that soon I'd be the proud owner of one
thousand packets of deviant confectionery.

Lots of niggling little stumbling blocks still managed to
crop up. First off, the computer files I emailed couldn't be
read by the factory in Hong Kong, so we spent days
emailing back and forth until finally they could open the
cutting guide. Then the bar code on the packet held things
up because the factory found that it wouldn't scan
properly and I had to explain that it was just there for
design purposes.

Finally, Clare helpfully spotted that I'd forgotten to
include the 'TM' symbol next to the name of the sweets,
so a new printing plate had to be made to compensate for
that too. All these tiny things were frustrating, but we got
over them one by one and the momentum of the project
carried us onward.

It was such a thrill when I eventually saw a photo of the
first packet proofs. It took the project to the next step of
reality. Things were moving fast now.

Just a week later, I received a cardboard box in the post
that contained the final approval packet full of the pink
candies. The whole ridiculous concept was right there in
my hands and it looked bloody great. It was time to give
the order that I'd been waiting to make for so long — to roll
forth the production of the first one thousand packets of a
brand-new confectionery called Clitoris Allsorts.

I typed out the email confirming to Clare that I wanted
to go full steam ahead. This moment held real significance
for me. In my little life, getting anything produced from



the starting point of a simple thought is the most
wonderful thing. It had taken just over a year and a half to
get these babies made and I was pretty proud of my small
triumph.

During the next few weeks, I'd often think about my
sweets being made in the factory in Hong Kong.
Somewhere, thousands of miles away, in a place that only
existed for me in my imagination, there were hundreds
and thousands of tiny little miniature representations of
women's genitals being pumped out of a machine on to a
production line. I imagined the factory workers on the
production line doing the quality control:

'How are the fannies today Janice?'

'All good Bob — another batch of clitorises have just
come out, and they look lovely . . .'

Although the workers in Hong Kong were probably not
called Janice and Bob.

One month later, a courier arrived at my flat in
south-west London. Blow me down, the sweets had
arrived. I thanked the delivery bloke profusely, grinning
like a deranged idiot as he unloaded seven huge brown
boxes.

I immediately tore open a box to find yet more boxes
inside, each containing fifty packets of Clitoris Allsorts.
There, in front of me, was my creation, finally realized in
wondrous three dimensions. The 'idea' that had been just a
thought was at last now an actual, touchable reality.



The euphoria subsided after a few hours and I set about
thinking what the hell I was going to do with one
thousand packets of miniature clitoris sweets.

I decided that I'd use the first run of limited-edition
packets in three ways. First, I'd try to persuade a large,
well-known company to sell them in its shops. The
high-street adult-goods store Ann Summers was at the top
of my list. I thought they might appreciate the sweets and
believe they might sell well to people with a rude sense of
humour, or for hen nights perhaps.

Second, I was going to send quite a few packets out as
promotional gifts to people and companies with whom I
liked to work. Well, a packet of Clitoris Allsorts is
different to a branded mousemat isn't it?

However, these two methods wouldn't dispose of many
packets and, more pressingly, certainly wouldn't generate



any income to cover the cost of getting them made. I
needed a way of selling hundreds of packets quickly.

I hit upon the idea of selling the sweets on eBay and
concocted a twist to make them more desirable. I wouldn't
just sell them as packets of jelly-gum confectionery. In
order to be able to charge more for them, I added the
promotional spin that each packet of these sweets was part
of a limited-edition series of edible modern art. I'd always
been fascinated by the gaudy trinkets and ceramic plates
that appear in the Sunday magazines, labelled limited
editions' in the hope that the simple fact that the number
of plates created was limited' makes each object more
valuable.

I figured that as there genuinely would be only one first
run of Clitoris Allsorts, I could use this as a feature in
their marketing. 1 posted the advert for my sweets on
eBay for the world to see. And then I waited.

Meanwhile, something exciting and unexpected
happened that would bring me my very first order.

Three days after the Allsorts arrived, I happened to
bump into a TV producer friend I'd worked with in the
past. During our chat, I proudly mentioned my new range
of confectionery. Her eyes lit up and she immediately
suggested that I should send the sweets to a lesbian
magazine called Diva because of their prominent link to
the female form. What's more, a friend of hers was the
editor of the magazine. Superb.

I managed to track the editor down, sent her some
packets and was delighted when she called me to say that
not only would they like to run a feature on the sweets,



but that she'd also like to buy fifty packets to sell on the
magazine website. Wow!

My first order wasn't exactly huge, but it was a
welcome start, especially since the eBay sales weren't
going that well — I'd sold only eighteen packets after two
weeks.

Meanwhile, I was striking out finding other mainstream
outlets. The Ann Summers chain didn't want to sell my
sweets. When I contacted them, I found out that they'd
been planning to sell their own range of Clitoris Allsorts
for over a year. I was proud that I'd managed to get mine
out in the world before theirs, though. They eventually
released their sweets under a different name — Clit Bits.

I might have struck out with the biggest adult chain in
the UK, but their nearest rival, a chain of shops called
Harmony, did take an order. After sending a couple of
samples to their head buyer, she called me up to place an
order of thirty-six. Again, the quantity was small, but this
development was another step forward — the range was
now being sold in high-street stores.

There was another twist in the story a few weeks later.
Diva magazine called me up. By then, the issue with the
feature about the Clitoris Allsorts had hit the newsstands.
Here it is:
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I asked the head buyer how sales were. Good, came the
response. Before I could ask if they wanted to order any
more packets to sell on the website, he launched into a
mini speech: 'Hey, Shed. We want to run a promotion this
month . . . and give away a packet of your sweets with
every order . . .

Brilliant! Then I momentarily panicked — a thought
flashed through my mind: 'He's not going to ask me to
give him some for free is he?'

'. .. so I want to order some more from you . . . but I
want a deal,' the buyer said.

Fantastic. My worries were unfounded. This was
sounding good.

'How many do you want?' I asked.

'Four hundred,' he replied. I paused for a second, taking
the good news in. Crikey. What a result!

We quickly discussed a deal. It was fun batting figures
back and forth until we were both happy. I'd managed to
land my first substantial order. It got rid of three huge
boxes full of sweets that were clogging up my flat. Now I
only had another three left.



In the end, getting the first batch of Clitoris Allsorts
made cost one-fifth of what I was quoted by British
companies. A few months after they'd arrived from Hong
Kong, I had managed to sell the whole thousand packets.
Even though I didn't make a profit on that first thousand, I
ordered another 2,500 packets for the second batch,
hoping to make money on those.

Unfortunately, a freak shipping incident involving a
metal container that got left in the sun meant that when I
opened most of the boxes in the second batch I found a
rather shocking sight — all the Clitorises had congealed
together. I was totally gutted on discovering this
'clit-astrophe', but there was still something comedic
about the whole sorry episode.

Tragically, I hadn't taken out insurance on my
confectionery fannies. With the privilege of hindsight, it's
easy to think I should have done so. But naturally I didn't
think that my shipping container full of gelatine clitorises
would be placed next to a super-heated engine or on a
blazing hot deck. Would you? So I stood to lose a lot of
money through this debacle.

Sitting on the floor of my flat, I spent hours sorting
through box after box, trying to salvage any packets that I
could sell. Luckily, I managed to find around six hundred
pristine packets in the end and sold these off very quickly.
This meant I broke even, but learned a hard (and
important) lesson about the need for refrigerated shipping
containers when importing foodstuffs from abroad.

All in all, though, I count the whole Clitoris Allsorts
venture as a huge success. I got my own range of adult
confectionery made, garnered media coverage, plus I



clearly demonstrated to the companies I was approaching
at the time that I was a do-er and not just a dreamer.

Just as I was thinking I was getting nowhere with my
other adult novelty-product ideas, a most wonderful bolt
from the blue occurred. It was five months since I'd had a
lukewarm meeting with Chris Lee from Spencer &
Fleetwood. Although Chris had been welcoming and
friendly, he'd turned down pretty much my full portfolio
of product ideas, which had rather knocked the wind from
my sails. But I'd persevered and kept in touch, because he
struck me as a decent, professional guy and someone fun
to work with.

Then one day, completely out of nowhere, he called me
up. After some initial chit-chat, he said something both
wonderful and unexpected:

... so I discussed some of your ideas with my team and
they really liked one of them.'

'Oh, wow,' I peeped, only half managing to stifle my
mixture of surprise and delight.

'Which one is it? The Paramedick?' I guessed. It was
after all the idea Chris had liked when I pitched it.

'No Shed, I costed that one out and it's gonna be too
expensive,' he said.

'Ah, shame,' I blurted.

'But we do like your other idea — the "Butt Plug",' he
countered.

My brain clicked into gear. The Butt Plug was an idea
buried deep in the middle of the large portfolio I'd left
with Chris. It was my concept for a moulded electric plug



shaped like a bare bum, which is called a 'butt' in
American slang.

As you may know (my mum didn't), a 'traditional' Butt
Plug is the name commonly given to a small plastic sex
toy shaped like a miniature traffic cone, designed to be
inserted up a person's back passage in the pursuit of
pleasure. I traded on the name of this taboo object by
playing with the literal meaning of the words.

The first visualization of my new Butt Plug was made
by combining a photo of a three-pronged British plug with
the image of a plastic novelty bum:

B

Sometimes, when I have wild flights of fantasy I
imagine that one day my name will appear in Who's Who,
the much-respected book published yearly listing the
movers and shakers in society. Next to the judges,
politicians, company heads and medical pioneers, there'll
be a small entry that reads something like this:

Sheridan Simove (b. 1971, Cardiff), Creative
Adventurer and inventor of the 'Butt Plug' —
groundbreaking novelty electrical socket cover.



Well, we can all dream.

Even though Chris liked the core idea of the product,
there was a problem. Originally I'd designed the Butt Plug
to be a functional mains electrical plug in the shape of a
pair of buttocks. Chris explained that he'd need to go
through elaborate safety procedures before he could
produce a mains plug — anything electrical must be
certified as safe. This involves the product being awarded
a Kitemark, the symbol that indicates to the consumer that
the circuitry works properly and won't burst into flames.
The process of getting a Kitemark often takes a while and
even then there is the chance that the product may fail if
it's not made well enough.

This process would be both cost prohibitive and time
consuming. So he asked me to come up with a different
version of the same idea.

I put the phone down and immediately started
brainstorming. I wanted the core joke to work, so the
design had to involve a bum-shaped piece of plastic that
would plug into a socket. But what product could plug
into the mains without being electric?

The answer was staring me in the face. Or at least it
was staring me in the side of the face. On the shelf next to
my desk was something I'd recently bought on impulse
while browsing at the supermarket. It was a plug-in
air-freshener.

Eurekal!

And so the idea for the Butt Plug plug-in air-freshener
was born. The product concept was now developing into a
bum-shaped contraption that was pushed into a mains



socket. This action would activate the simple internal
mechanism, releasing the wonderfully fragrant perfume
contained inside.

I drew up the plans for this new version and gave the
Butt Plug air-freshener its own strapline: 'The Sweetest
Smelling Bum in the Universe'.

Chris loved this new development and said he'd pitch it
to his team in the next meeting a month later. The wheels
were turning, albeit slowly. But I still had no contract.

A couple of months passed and just when I thought we
might have cracked a specific Butt Plug problem, another
one swiftly emerged.

Even though a plug-in air-freshener would be easier to
make, Chris pointed out that the three-pronged
British-style plug configuration was very country specific,
meaning that British plug-in air-fresheners would work
only in UK sockets. This limited the number of territories
the product could be sold in, and definitely ruled out the
lucrative American market, as the US have a two-pronged
socket. All these objections meant the plug became a less
attractive proposition to manufacture from scratch.

The Butt Plug idea was hanging on by a thread, but
luckily Chris wasn't deterred. A few weeks later, after
much brainstorming, he had cracked the problem. He
called me up, excited, to tell me what he was planning.

'Basically, Shed, we knocked it around a bit in the
office — loved the concept but wanted to keep it simple . .
. he started.

My brain sparked. I immediately thought about an
office boardroom full of grown adults sitting around a



huge wooden table, talking seriously about making a
plastic arse. Excellent.

'. .. and my moulding guy thought it would be easiest to
make a simple piece of rubber shaped like a bum that can
be placed over a normal plug,' Chris continued.

This was an ingenious solution to the safety challenge. I
thought it was great news. However, Chris hastily
explained that there was still a high chance that the Butt
Plug would never make it on to the shelves. 'We've got to
see if we can get the right factory . . . the silicone may be
too expensive to allow us to sell it at a price that
customers would accept. And the packaging costs may
take the price too high too,' he cautioned.

I thanked Chris for his time, knowing he must have
heard the disappointment in my voice. I put the phone
down, then played a strange mental game with myself that
I often play. It'll probably seem rather odd to you.

When a project that I've been working on for a long
time seems as if it won't succeed, I temporarily indulge
my demons. I let them persuade me that the success I'm
chasing absolutely definitely won't happen. I listen as they
cackle in my head: 'Hey, this idea isn't going to work . . .
Can't you now realize the idea is rubbish? Silly boy — just
give up now . ..’

Once I've listened to the demons, two things happen in
quick succession. First off, I feel better because I'm
attracted to what they say. Yes, it would be superb to stop
trying and give up now. The realization that I could give
up makes me feel much better. Giving up would stop me
having such downers when things are going badly. It's a



strange comfort to know that at any time I could take the
option that's always available: do nothing and get a life
without downers — certainly an attractive proposition.

Then I quickly realize that I also have the power to
make myself even happier by succeeding. It'll just involve
a bit more trying. So now I see the choice ahead as a
'win-win' situation: if [ stop setting myself difficult
challenges, then I won't experience the awful feelings of
disappointment when they don't work; and if I do set
myself these goals and never give up, I will absolutely
indisputably gain great happiness from succeeding. Both
ways hold the promise of my feeling better. Odd logic,
eh?

On this occasion, I tried to make myself believe that
none of my products was going to happen with Chris. I
was preparing for the worst, so I wouldn't feel deflated
when I got the confirmation call. This temporary thought
strategy also helps me, because it forces me to look for
other options. It would be so easy to let months go by
hoping that everything will turn out right from one source,
all my eggs sitting firmly in one basket, only eventually to
find out that the mission had completely hit a dead end,
the basket had been dropped, the eggs had broken and that
I'd wasted all that time (if you'll allow me to stretch the
metaphor to breaking point). Far better to assume that
nothing will come of a situation that looks bleak and
meanwhile try to make headway elsewhere.

So I did. I went back to the drawing board with a rather
heavy heart and tried to find more adult novelty
companies who would want to make my concepts. It was
a laborious process, not only because there aren't that



many in this country, but also because they're scattered all
over the place.

Over the next few months, while I tried other avenues,
Chris Lee flew to Hong Kong and sourced a factory that
could make the plastic bum mould for the Butt Plug.
About six weeks in he found one — a medium-sized toy
manufacturer with an expertise in extruding plastics. Chris
immediately commissioned a prototype.

In a strange twist of fate, the factory mistakenly
produced the first prototype in a bright pink silicone, even
though Chris had asked for the colour to be more of a
flesh tone. This was to be a lucky mistake.

When Chris saw the prototype, he instantly loved it.

Even though the factory decided to use a high-grade
silicone that was more expensive than the cheap plastic
used in most novelty toys, and even though the colour was
not what he ordered, Chris thought the bright pink bum
was perfect. Packaging designs were swiftly mocked up
and the first full prototype was born. Here it is:




Shortly after this conversation, an email arrived that
made my heart soar.

It was from Chris and read:

Dear Shed,

Sorry for the lack of contact, but I've been really
busy

since my trip to China.

Butt Plug is a goer! The sample from China in
vivid pink silicone looks great. We are finalising
the packaging designs and will talk with our
artist on Thursday.

We will launch the product this July and start
distributing from September.

You can either visit the office to sort out an
agreement or I can send you an agreement to
sign with sample of piece when I have one to
spare!

I'll look forward to hearing from you.
Regards Chris Lee

Well, knock me down. Whooo-hooo! When I called
Chris to confirm the good news, I was thrilled. We swiftly
signed a contract for the licence and six months later the
first novelty Butt Plug went on sale.



*

Shortly after this good fortune came some less favourable
news. The Clitoris Allsorts trademark ruling from the
European Trademark office arrived at last. Since I'd
launched the range of sweets a few months earlier, they'd
been selling well and 1 was very keen to get the name
officially protected. I'd spent a lot of money in the
attempt, and the European Trademark office was the last
possible avenue I could explore.

I stared at the letter in front of me. It was a rejection.

My eyes scanned all the way down the page, trying to
find out why they'd denied me once more. The reason
they gave was as follows: 'The sign making a clear
reference to a part of women's genitals is offensive for
women and therefore is contrary to accepted principles of
morality.'

I instructed my patent attorney to try one final time to
appeal for the trademark and, once again, the application
failed. Sometimes when you've given something your best
shot you have to know when to stop banging your head
against a brick wall. During the years I'd tried to get the
name Clitoris Allsorts trademarked, I'd spent a
considerable sum on lawyers and applications, plus I'd



released the sweet range anyway. I didn't strictly need the
name officially protected any more, because when a
product is out in the public domain it gains some legal
protection from the business it builds up. The sweets had
been born into the world and I felt pretty good about that.

However, I still wasn't totally happy about the fact that
all these public bodies had deemed my rude sweets
unworthy of a trademark.
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And so I engineered a very childish last laugh. I decided
to submit a different collection of words altogether to see
whether the Trademark Office would approve a
brand-new strapline I'd come up with.



I carefully filled in the forms and sent off the
application to trademark this new phrase, which read: 'The
Trademark Office Has No Sense Of Humour'.

Because 1 was so clearly having fun with the
trademarking process, I thought that this would give the
Trademark Office a bit of a challenge. However, I didn't
think that they could realistically raise any objections
against me having it trademarked — my phrase certainly
wasn't used by anyone else and it certainly wasn't morally
questionable on any level.

I was ready to fight hard for this one.

A few weeks after I filed, I received a letter saying my
application was to be denied because I hadn't filled in the
forms correctly. Now this time, because my finances were
low, I had decided to file the application myself rather
than using my brilliant patent attorney, which meant I
didn't have such expertise to help me. It was therefore
plausible that I'd made an error filling out the complex
forms (there are so many coded categories of business
types on the application, it's mind boggling). I was very
annoyed that a mistake could halt my chances of getting
this one through, so I got straight on the phone and
badgered a poor man at the Trademark Office. After a
long chat, I managed to discover that I simply needed to
change one letter in one box on the form and then send it
back so the process could continue. Hmm. Lucky I called.

I made the required change quick as a flash, and had the
application back in the post the same day.

Two more weeks went by and another letter arrived.



This one was from a trademark officer who questioned
my need for a trademark. It insinuated that I was only
filing for a joke and that therefore I'd be denied the mark.

It was my turn to retaliate. I was kind of enjoying this
now. [ quickly wrote a long letter to this officer
explaining why I needed the trademark, stressing the
validity of my application. I just told him the truth — that I
wanted the trademark for a book (Class 16: Printed
Publications) and that part of the book chronicled the
trademark process. Therefore, if my writing on the
trademarking process was to have any credibility at all, I
needed the phrase 'The Trademark Office Has No Sense
Of Humour' trademarked.

Again [ waited. Surely they couldn't deny me now?

A phone call came the next week. It was from the
trademark officer who had written to me. He sounded in
his fifties and had a posh accent. He politely introduced
himself, then launched into his reason for calling.

'It's about your application for . . ." He paused.
Here we go, I thought. Keep calm.

'" . . "The Trademark Office Has No Sense Of
Humour",' he continued.

I tried to detect any waver in his voice that might give
away whether he thought this whole scenario was
ludicrous. There didn't seem to be any such sign.

Ah, yes — thanks,' I said.

I deliberately made a huge effort to ensure that my
voice sounded even and that my tone was serious too. I
was going to play this very straight, because that's what I



thought was necessary. I figured that if this man thought I
was mucking around, he'd just rip up my application.
What was slightly worrying was my realization that I
actually didn't know whether I was messing around. I
wanted the trademark badly — it wasn't just a frivolous jab
at the system (although that was part of it, of course). To
me it was justice (cue some swelling classical music).

The trademark man carried on. 'Mr Simove, I'm just
phoning to check whether you're really serious about
getting this phrase trade-marked,' he said, half chuckling.

Ah good — a sense of humour.

Absolutely,' I said strongly. There was no laugh in my
voice. 'l need it for a book,' I emphasized, and once more
went on to explain the whole reason I needed the phrase
trademarked.

After I had finished, the trademark guy thanked me for
my time. He seemed satisfied with what I'd said. Sensing
he was about to go, I asked if my application could go
through now.

'Uh . . . yes, he said. ' see no reason why the
application would be held up any longer.'

Praise be, that was the last hurdle I encountered.
Remarkably, four months later, I received a letter, stating
that my phrase had indeed been granted a trademark.
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This now meant two things. First, from then on I was
the exceptionally proud owner of this phrase and was able
to use it with the Registered Trademark symbol, thus:

The Trademark Office Has No Sense Of Humour®

Secondly (and deliriously), by granting me the trademark
the Trademark Office had actually proved that the phrase
they'd trade-marked was factually incorrect — they



definitely could see the funny side sometimes and I
greatly appreciated that.

There was just one more lovely twist around the corner
that I certainly couldn't have foreseen.

A while after I'd been awarded this trademark, I
received a brown A4 envelope in the post. I opened it to
find a glossy newsletter-style magazine inside. Not
recognizing the publication, I thought maybe it had been
sent to me by mistake. The title of the magazine, /TMA
Review, left me none the wiser. The strapline yielded
some answers though: it read 'The Institute of Trade Mark
Attorneys'. Ah, so this was the trade magazine for
trademark experts . . .

The cogs were starting to move in my brain, trying to
make connections to why this had been sent to me, but I
still couldn't work it out. I checked the brown envelope
for a letter, hoping for some explanation, but there was
none. So I started to flick through the magazine, turning
over the front page. There were no answers on pages 2 or
3 — just big blocks of text topped by rather unexciting
headers like 'Registry Practice Working Group'. My eyes
scoured the pages for anything relevant to my trademark
adventures, but there was nothing. So I turned to the next
page.

The answer I'd been looking for was right in front of
me. Page 5 contained something wonderful to behold. My
eyes were immediately drawn to a box at the bottom of

the page, and there it was: my trademark spelt out in big
bold letters:



'"THE TRADEMARK OFFICE HAS NO SENSE OF
HUMOUR'".

The heading above it explained everything: 'Trade Mark
of the Month'.

My name and the trademark details were printed
alongside the trademark itself and the whole piece was
highlighted by a light grey box.

1

Trade Mark of the Month
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Now, this wasn't the Nobel Prize, an Academy Award,
or even a BAFTA — but still, I was tickled pink to know
that the industry paper had thought that my trademark was
interesting (or ridiculous) enough to be made '"Trademark
of the Month'. It's a small achievement in the grand
expanse of the universe that still makes me smile today.

'Listen carefully. I'll, say it once more — you're just not
funny . .. get it? You think you're so cool, so rebellious
creating a greetings card that's slightly edgy . . . and you
sent your designs to LOADS of companies to see if they



would make them into real greetings cards . . . and what a
bloody surprise — no one liked them . . . So it's obvious
you're not cut out for this ambition either . . . So drop it —
justdropit...'



IDEA 4
Card Games

Many Unhappy Returns

It's my fervent belief that if you enjoy coming up with
ideas, then it is a passion that you can extend across all
areas of life and business. The process of turning ideas
into reality is really just one of overcoming a succession
of challenges. And we all know that, every day without
fail, simply being alive throws up myriad challenges, both
large and small. It's what keeps life interesting.

Soon after the success of launching my own adult sweet
range, my creative energy seemed to surge. The
small-scale triumph of creating the Clitoris Allsorts
dramatically opened my eyes to the possibility that getting
anything made was eminently do-able.

One day, while buying a greetings card for a mate's
birthday, I was browsing through all the cards noting the
huge range on offer when it struck me that it would be
exciting to see if I could come up with a greetings card
and get it in the shops. For me, that would be a total thrill
— I could tick Dream No. 89 off the list.

And so, over the next month, I began to visit any
greetings card or gift shop I could find, looking on the
backs of cards I thought were similar to the type I might
be able to create and noting down the details of any
publishers. On the way home, I would then begin to think
of ideas.



As always, the driving forces in my creative processes
were transparently selfish and egotistical. So I thought,
'What would I enjoy buying?' and "What could I make that
could be a little bit shocking, so that the card gets
noticed?' Hmm.

The grey matter started to bubble. I always find it quite
a buzz when you set your mind a challenge and then just
let it sink in for a while. It's wonderful to discover that
sometimes simply by thinking about the challenge or even
sometimes not consciously thinking about it, solutions
pop up. However, there's always a point when you have to
say to yourself clearly, 'l need to think of X', because only
then will the creative process begin.

The starting point for my greetings card ideas was the
same starting point as for all my ideas. I'm sure you feel
most privileged that I'm now about to share my innermost
secrets with you. Quick, make a note of where you are
right now and what you're doing, so you'll be sure to mark
this memorable occasion.

Any feelings of excitement you may have at the
prospect of learning the secrets of creativity will soon be
substituted with feelings of disappointment when you find
out how simple my process for coming up with ideas is.
It's hardly the secret formula for making a working 'water
engine' (and before any oil barons read this and plan to
assassinate me: no, I haven't invented one), but anyway,
here's the system I frequently use when I'm trying to come
up with a new concept:

Shed's blueprint for coming up with an idea

1. Take one bad pun



2. Go for something controversial

These two factors seem to permeate a lot of my creative
thoughts. First, puns. Now I'm sure you know what a pun
is — playing with the sounds of words in a sentence to
produce a phrase that sounds similar but has another
meaning. The upshot is usually, in my case anyway, a
rather poor joke.

Mostly, puns elicit a slight groan from the person
reading or hearing them. Some people say sarcasm is the
lowest form of wit, but I'm not sure. Maybe puns are. But
they've served me exceptionally well when generating
new ideas for both businesses and loved ones, so they
can't be so bad.

Personally, I think puns are punbelievably good tools
for generating ideas. I've built my whole career on bad
puns. Perhaps I have a disease where I can't stop creating
puns, I'm not sure. Actually, I do feel a bit punder the
weather.

I'll stop now.

I previously thought that my love of wordplay and puns
had come from working on The Big Breakfast. The crazy
anarchy of this 'anything goes' programme allowed us the
opportunity constantly to come up with ideas for show
segments. And because we weren't allowed to be just
downright rude or crude, we had to be slightly more
creative with our humour and this often involved
wordplay that alluded to rudeness. For example, one of
the interactive games in the show was called 'Get Your
Knobbly Nuts Out' and involved blindfolded celebrities
swimming in a huge cereal bowl surrounded by giant nuts,



while the viewer directed them to scoop the nuts out with
a spoon.

A lot of the items on the show seemed to work with a
pun title. "Who Wants to Win a Mini On Air?' was a quiz
where the prize was a Mini car; 'The Gran National' was a
race with grannies on motorized scooters; and 'Court with
Your Pants Down' was a frenetic tennis game where
contestants had to play tennis while putting on underwear.

Because these games proved a hit with viewers, we got
into a habit of brainstorming that involved puns as a
starting point.

I once came up with a game based on a rubber chicken I
found one night in the props cupboard at work. It was a
floppy, rather comical plastic animal that just tickled me
when I looked at it. The way the head flopped around
when it was held upright was just tragic. The thought that
there was a factory somewhere in the world actually
producing rubber chickens made me wonder. What are the
board meetings of the Rubber Chicken Company
Incorporated like? Does the CEO talk about the new
model C156 with the slightly longer beak?

I took the bendy bird back to my desk. Because I
thought it was an amusing object, I decided to create a
game for the show around it. Blimey, TV production at its
most cerebral.

The chicken stared at me with its rubbery eyes, willing
me to come up with a half-decent piece of entertainment. I
decided to create a pun to go with the chicken. In fact, as
soon as I clapped eyes on it, I couldn't stop myself
thinking of chicken-related puns. They just came thick



and fast: 'Fowl Play', 'The Big Beak-fest', "Why Don't You
Cluck Off, 'Plucking Great', 'Eggs-travaganza', and so on .
. . But none of them sparked me into thinking up a fully
worked-out game for the show, so I ditched them. Then, it
happened. A chicken pun popped into my head that gave
me the answer I was looking for. It was a ready-made
game and pun all in one. Within thirty seconds I had ideas
for the actual game-play sparking off all over the place in
my slightly fevered mind. After writing a few notes down,
I walked straight into my boss's office and said, 'I've got a
new game for you boss!'

He was used to my random pitches back then, so he just
smiled wryly and said, 'Go on then Shed.'

And so off I launched into my pitch.

'OK. In this game, our presenter hangs thirty feet up in
the air, dangling from a hot-air balloon. He holds a wicker
basket in his hands. He is dressed in a fluffy yellow
chicken outfit. On the ground is a huge catapult. This
catapult fires rubber chickens high into the air — like
these,' I held up my new friend from the props cupboard,
'- and a celebrity who appears on the show must fire as
many rubber chickens into the basket as they can in one
minute. Are you with me so far?'

"Yeahh,' my boss said rather warily. I cracked on.

'"Three viewers who have called up must predict how
many chickens the celebrity will get in the basket and the
viewer with the closest prediction wins a prize. That's it!"

I paused for effect before announcing the title, which
you've probably guessed by now. 'So, may I present to
you our brand-new competition: "Poultry in Motion".'



What happened next still amuses me, amazes me and
makes me realize how lucky I was back then. My boss
considered for a second, then asked me a couple of
questions about the game-play. He then checked if I'd
found out that we could indeed get a hot-air balloon. I told
him that I knew a company who'd love to supply one.
Well, that was that.

'Great Shed — I love it! Go make it happen.'

Now for me that's the first pretty funny part: that my
boss actually agreed to this ludicrous notion. Of course, it
was exactly my job to come up with this wondrous
nonsense and his job to decide if the viewers would find it
entertaining, but it still gives me such a kick just how
quickly my game from a bad pun got the thumbs up.

But that's not all — the next bit is even better. What then
happened is that I visited all the different parts of the
television company to speak with loads of different
experts in a completely serious manner about making the
new game.

First I popped upstairs to see the super-trendy graphics
guys to discuss how I wanted a chicken title sequence
made. Then I visited the costuming girl to let her know
how I needed the outfits to look. And the poor props lady
had to build the catapult and get forty rubber chickens
ordered.

Next I designed the cue cards (from which the presenter
would read the script), giving them a suitable 'Poultry in
Motion' logo. I happened to find one among my stuff
when I moved flat a while back, and you can see it below.



POULTRY f{% :
MOTION

Lastly I spoke with some musical composers from
another company we worked with, asking them to write
me a jingle, plus I then briefed the director, the crew and,
of course, the presenter. The presenter at the time was
Dermot O'Leary, a good-looking, great chap and complete
professional who, to his credit, loved the idea of being
suspended higher than a house from a hot-air balloon
wearing a chicken suit. What a guy!

The next day I rehearsed my new item. Lucky we did,
because we discovered that the catapult fired the chickens
far too hard. Concerned I might kill a presenter with a
rubber bird, we swiftly adjusted the catapult so it fired
with less vigour. One more rehearsal and then the next
day it's on air. Get that! Just two days after I had the idea,
it's on TV! The jingle played with a jaunty melody and
chicken noises, the graphics looked swish, the chickens
flew effortlessly, and the whole thing was a roaring (or
clucking] success. In just forty-eight hours, a completely
ephemeral idea had lived and breathed and hopefully
entertained millions of people too (or I wasn't doing my
job correctly). How cool is that! And that's why for me at
that time in my life it was the best job in the world. Only
looking back do I realize how lucky I was then. These



days it takes at least eighteen months to get a TV idea on
air . . .

Apart from the use of puns, the second common theme
that seems to occur in many of my ideas is a search for
controversy, edginess, raging against the machine — the
need to be naughty, to shock. I think this stems directly
from the fact that I've always been someone who loves to
question everything.

I have a fervent belief that, as humans, we must always
question what we do — surely that's the only way we can
become good people (whatever 'good' is) and hopefully
act as a progressive force for the world. But, blimey, we're
straying into the whole '"Why are we here?' issue and that's
a bit deep, so let's get back to being naughty.

I think I get my questioning nature from my mum. She's
very clever and quite cynical, with a dry sense of humour.
Growing up, I would question everyone and everything
around me and it was quite infuriating for my parents and
teachers. I would ask (and still do) "Why is it like that?' on
a regular basis. If you ask that sort of question enough,
you may find yourself quickly railing against common
conventions. I caused a huge fuss for my parents and
teachers when I was sixteen. 