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For Papa, Mummy.
For Avni, Nagesh.




Premumble




Like thousands of advertising hatchlings, I was quite clueless on my first day at work in an ad agency. As I entered the office, nothing could take away from the All-Ye-Who-Enter-These-Hallowed-Portalsof-Advertising chant in my head – not the piglets scuffling through the bullshit at the entrance, not the snot-pickers near the shady (very shady) park across the road, not the absence of any team member till eleven in the morning. No, not even the sight at lunchtime of a senior copywriter wiping his hands on a newspaper after a sumptuous meal of mutton curry and rice eaten with five fine-dining tools.


I felt privileged when my creative supervisor sat me down in his gas chamber-like cabin, filled with cigarette smoke and his smoker buddies (not all offices were No Smoking zones then). He started with the Talk. ‘Advertising is a complex business where you have to slog your b**t off to come up with f***ing great communication. But there is an almost magical formula for coming up with ideas. Today, I will share that with you.’


I listened reverentially as he spoke. ‘Great ideas are autobiographical. A really great guy (not me) once said this: Look at the oyster – its autobiography is the pearl. So when you work, go ahead, pull out those insights from your own experiences.’


He leaned forward to make another revelation. Eager to learn more magic formulae, so did I. ‘And always remember,’ he said, ‘every person who has made it big here has at least one divorce behind him or her.’


And that is how agency lessons/conversations have always been – the real mixed with the comic, the truth with the farcical. So it was some decades ago. And so it is now.


Whether you are part of advertising and marketing or are looking in from the outside, chances are ads have contributed to your life in some way. Maybe you finally own an anti-dandruff shampoo. Or maybe you now enter house-warming parties, one eyebrow lifted, saying, ‘Wah Sunil Babu, naya ghar…’


Such contribution to our betterment and such takeaways need to be documented. But the Indian advertising landscape is so vast, much of the imagery so memorable, the 30-second-duhs so many and the big ideas so fascinating that you could have a tome if someone wrote about it all.


Or you could have a giddy guide. A whistle-stop tour replete with commercials, brands, wars, characters, scandals, insights and other such stuff. All (almost) made in India. And at the heart of it all, business solutions in the guise of disruptive or, at the very least, noticeable communication. After all, ultimately, ads are about businesses feeling needy. Yes, brands need your love (and while you are at it, your wallet too, please).


The selections here are intuitive and open-ended. There are some major case studies and some minor ones. There are brand and ad mentions as well as some trivia.


Take your pick. Sift for the stuff that makes sense and enjoy the nonsense.


A little bird tells me…


Before we go any further, let’s grab the massive opportunity social media gives us. Here is a peep into the posts of business heads, creative directors and brand planners. This is what the finest minds in marketing and advertising are thinking and posting on online platforms right now...




	Sitting in a bar. And can’t help but wonder how many farts are trapped in this cushion?


	Twain said, ‘It’s not the size of the dog in the fight, it’s the size of the fight in the dog.’ But at the end of the day, you are a dog, right?


	The client’s brief is to set the Ganges on fire. And, of course, the brand has no money to light more than a matchstick.


	What kind of artist am I – always creating Cover Your A*s ad layouts for potato chips?


	Are most brand conversations happening offline, at the pub? Hmm, need a beer.


	Junglee Jawaani is running to a packed house in Rahul Talkies. Maybe watching it will give me insights into that audience’s preferences.








The Very First
Apple Ad


The Eve of Advertising




Advertising has always been a way of life. Whenever something has needed selling, it has relied on some form of advertising.


Advertising practitioners are quite fond of a poem about a hen and a fish. No sooner does the hen lay her egg than there is such a cock-a-doodle-doo that the whole world wakes up to the achievement. Meanwhile, the codfish goes about its business of laying thousands of eggs. Quietly. And no one ever hears of it.


Yes, nothing turns heads like some good old-fashioned screaming from the rooftops. But only if you like omelettes will you pay attention to all that clucking about eggs. Because, while grabbing attention may be vital, a product’s relevance to the audience is even more so.


Sometimes, though, the journey from irrelevance to complete relevance can be achieved with a dollop of persuasion. In fact, that’s how a transaction of biblical proportions took place.


In the Garden of Eden, the serpent knew he had limited personal charm as far as Adam was concerned. Putting together a very clever strategy, he slithered up to Eve and convinced her of the benefits of a big, shiny red apple. Convinced, she went to work on Adam. And that is how Adam got persuaded into biting the forbidden apple that he neither wanted nor needed. He paid the price for his greed...but that’s another story.


Diamonds, for example, are probably way up there on any list of things that people do not need. Yet, once those crystallized carbon stones were discovered, it was not long before people took a shine to them. Lots of ohhoney-such-a-big-diamond-for-me-I-love-you-so-much exchanges later, a diamond became the official bedrock for every wedding and many a bedding.


But it took the De Beers’ marketing and advertising team to show the way forward to every English magazine reader in the world. After years of seeing their ads, today we all know that spouses may come and go but ‘a diamond is forever.’


Such BIG ideas are what every business believes it needs to unlock its potential. These lie in a zone that is more science than art and their hallmarks are debatably simple – stand out in the clutter, engage your consumer and never lose sight of the insight. The ultimate test of a big idea, though, is one everyone agrees on – it’s got to sell.


So how do you sell to the Indian consumer? We Indians are not exactly easy to decipher. A non-Indian could look at us and see a homogenous mix of people, all brown (despite the application of copious amounts of Fair and Lovely) but an immigration desk in another country is probably the only place where we are wholeheartedly, completely ‘Indian’. In our own country, however, we are no longer merely from India – we are Bungaalis, Panjaabis, Biharis, UP-walahs and so on. The state we belong to says a lot about us…


…as do our names. In the old days, a person’s name was the first clue to his or her caste and, therefore, their standing in the social hierarchy. These days, the hierarchy is not as rigid and you often find people rioting to get themselves deemed as ‘lower caste’. Or, at the very least, backward.


We are not like the people from the West, we are fond of saying. Yet, corrupted by the ‘West’ (or maybe the ‘Oriental East’), our boys eat foreign food like chowmein and some of our learned elders tell us that this is the reason why some of them rape. (No matter that our chowmein is as Indian as can be, often made with paneer and elaichi in it.)


We are the world’s largest democracy. And sometimes our panchayats issue death sentences.


We can arrange love marriages. And we can construct futuristic buildings on roads that a bullock would refuse to pull its cart over.


We are all about IT. Why, for years we have been receiving and forwarding messages like this one: ‘Send this message to 10 people right now and the Dalai Lama will grant all your wishes. For each forward, Bill Gates and Apple Inc. will donate money to research that will free the world of terrorism and Delhi of its politicians. Something terrible will happen to you if you do not forward this. Forward now!’


So, yes, this whole viral marketing thing? Indians have been practising it for years.


All of this brings us to a truism: India is as diverse a country as there can be.


It’s a lesson every marketer learns in his/her diaper years: This country has many peculiarities and, therefore, poses many unique marketing challenges.


How do you sell expensive sports shoes in a country that considers them lounge accessories? How do you get people to visit your restaurant to make a meal of a pizza when they think it’s a snack? How do you sell a premium detergent to Hema, Rekha, Jaya and Sushma who are dancing to the tune of a low-priced one? What will make amma get into the habit of using a liquid hand-wash instead of just bar-soaping it up?


In general, we are tough with people we are buying things from. No ji, we don’t roll over and wag our tails when the MNCs come out to play with us. (Or even the lalas for that matter.) They need to kindly adjust to our ways. So, from an international chain of iconic beef burgers comes the McAloo Tikki Burger, a uniquely Indian solution for the vegetarian Indian. And the world may be eating at that joint with all the fried chicken but what’s kukkad-shukkad without a little masala? We will only settle for a fiery grilled or tandoori chicken equivalent, thank you very much.


A ham and cheese pizza may be a safe bet anywhere in the world; in India, though, the dish has had to reinvent itself into a chicken tikka pizza in the north and the no-onion, no-garlic Jain pizza in the west.


The vastness of the land, combined with the distinct identities of every region and their inherent socio-cultural nuances, can be a nightmare to decipher. For the marketer, it can be about striking it lucky on the first try. Or it can take years of research and hits-and-misses. Or it may require consumer-centric product innovations that are strategically branded and smartly positioned. And, sometimes, it can take all of the above and more.


The cliché of the unique Indian exists for a reason.




Ones Upon a Time


ad-ing up the years




Indians have always known a thing or two about advertising and marketing – especially where visual communication is concerned. The age-old paintings in the Bhimbetka caves as well as in Ajanta and Ellora are still telling people stories. Taking that tradition forward, we now use bright yellow or blue to paint entire Himalayan rock-faces to tell the world about the wonders of a certain washing powder or a cement brand. The towering genius of the medium is remarkable in itself.


Any child who has been on a road trip will tell you that houses on highways are great for huge wall-painted tyre ads. And the railway-train-ed kids learn that love can be found by calling the ‘Rishtey-hi-rishtey’ number seen from trains chugging into railway stations.


Not so long ago, advertising often came across as entertainment – a literal break. It entered our subconscious and peopled our memories with wondrous characters and phrases.


It became a veritable yaadon ki baaraat.


So, that giant, buck-toothed rabbit that lives inside many of our heads is also forever singing, ‘Karramkurram, saat swaad mein Lijjat Lijjat papad.’ Some of us will also have Jalal Agha holding up a string of Pan Parag packets as the category-immortalizing jingle, ‘Pan Parag, pan masala!’ fills the background. Tell someone you are planning to give the boss the finger and you are likely to hear, ‘What an idea, sirji!’


Love it or hate it, advertising is a part of popular culture, sometimes mimicking it and sometimes setting new trends. It is not always pretty or desirable but it is always evolving.


It all began, as they say, ‘Once upon a time in Mumbai’. In 1905, an astute guy called B. Dattaram set up India’s first advertising agency, Dattaram & Co. (which still exists). It was a milestone and reserved a place for him in Indian advertising history. At the time, the British were considered the gods of all that was luxurious and worthy of acquiring. They influenced opinion and fashion for the Indian upper crust. Naturally, they also influenced communication. So it’s not surprising that India’s oldest ads were not very Indian.


One of the ads created by Dattaram & Co. was for Westend Watches. Calling them, ‘Always dependable,’ the ad revolved around the very Western concept of Father Time, who featured in the ad as a hand-drawn figure complete with a scythe and a flowing beard.


However, it did not take long for marketing to evolve in the Indian context as well and for marketers to start catering to Indian audiences. By the 1930s, even local players were exploring unknown markets. In Kolkata, K.C. Das, whose father had invented the rosogulla, saw potential in vacuum-packing. He started canning the sweet which gave it a longer shelf life. Soon enough, it gained favour in other cities and, later, in other countries. Like him, many others realized that packaging, transportation and distribution could make a difference in the movement of products.


Back then, a lot of advertising was instinctive, especially outdoor advertising, which often consisted of wall paintings, painted shop shutters, signboards and sometimes live demonstrations. For example, Dalda hydrogenated oil was sold by sending people equipped with folding tables and kerosene stoves to villages to set up improvised food stalls. They got people to sample dishes which were cooked with Dalda to convince them that the taste was similar to that of ghee, while drilling in the fact that the price was less than half the cost of ghee.


When the British quit India, some of their legacies included products that straddled the two eras – Lipton’s Tea, Afghan Snow beauty cream and Sunlight washing soap among them. Many of these brands had to rethink their advertising, though. Take Pears soap, for instance. It stayed with its advertising promise of purity, but it had to leave behind its habit of telling newly independent Indians that Pears soap was ‘by appointment to the Emperor and Empress of India’. It also adopted the deified visuals seen in stylized Indian paintings.


As newer brands entered the market, Indian advertising continued to reflect the changing aspirations of the people. Socialist thinking gave rise to a new mood. In the 1950s, profit was not a much-liked word, patriotism counted for a lot and films like Mother India and Naya Daur gave expression to all that was considered good and worthwhile. You lent a hand in building a new India, you felt proud of having shaken off the rulers and of the tastes you had imbibed from them. The process of finding a uniquely Indian voice had begun.


When Lakmé was formed in 1952, it was named after the French opera, titled Lakmé, a French-ified pronunciation of the absolutely Indian ‘Lakshmi’ – the beauteous goddess of wealth. Filling the vacuum that was the Indian cosmetics space, it proved to be a masterstroke by Tata Oil Mills (Tomco). Among others, the film star Rekha too posed for it in her almost-famous days. ‘Unmatched beauty,’ the ad proclaimed, showcasing Lakmé Satin Glow Liquid Make-up and Ultra-silk Compact (which was ‘sifted through pure silk’, no less). Lakmé went on to become the name in beauty products. Generations of mothers and daughters adopted it, word of mouth affecting its sales as much as the advertising.


A couple of decades later, there were some brands that were definitely ‘it’ but not so many that you couldn’t count them on two hands. Moti was the luxury soap, and where there was a Moti in the visual, could fat, glistening motis be left out? It was almost always shown in the company of, what else, strings of pearls.


Pond’s Cold Cream, which had been around for a long, long time, promised to keep your skin rose-petal soft just as it had done for your mom.


When Lifebuoy re-launched in a big way in 1964, the song and dance was all around a sweaty, sporty guy lathering up to, ‘Tandrusti ki raksha karta hai, Lifebuoy. Lifebuoy hai jahaan tandrusti hai wahaan!’


Even if you tried, you could not avoid the ‘Made for each other’ couple in the ads for Wills (Navy Cut) cigarettes (with ‘filter and tobacco perfectly matched’). They hung out from the 1960s right up to the new millenium.


In the years when Indira Gandhi’s popularity was at its peak, so was her wardrobe of handloom saris. Handloom House was established in those days, inspired by Pupul Jayakar, the activist-revivalist of Indian handloom and handicrafts (and, therefore, of the omnipresent ‘Indian culture’). Zeenat Aman was one of its early ad models. Sharmila Tagore, too, posed for saris in the early 1970s but it was to launch the ‘new’ technology in fabric – the 100 per cent polyester saris from Bombay Dyeing (yes, even polyester had its day).


By the 1980s, Rasna had become truly popular for its soft drink concentrates. Kids wanted to try every new flavour from ‘khus’ to ‘rose’ so they could swap tasting tales and indulge in one-upmanship. The innumerable glasses that emerged from each pack, as well as the convenience of making the drink, were enough to make most moms get on board.


In 1982, colour television began making inroads into our homes. Televisions changed what the average Indian saw of the world and how she saw it. From getting their music only via radio, people flitted to the new, magical world of options where music was accompanied by a video (okay, mostly of the Chitrahaar variety on Doordarshan) now available to them on TV.


Television started showing more assertive women. Rajani crusaded for her civic rights in the serial carrying her name, ‘washing powder’ Nirma frothed over in budget-conscious households, Lalitaji lauded her own samajhdari in making Surf the detergent of her choice.


A bold new look was in order for this emerging woman. Caught between ‘being proud of Indian culture’ while aspiring for Western affirmation, we collectively gaped at the glossy look of the Garden Vareli ads which smoothly wrapped up both worlds. Wearing a pagdi, Persis Khambatta – the actress rumoured to have OMG-shaved-her-head-for-a-Hollywood-movie (really?) – arrived on our televisions, draped unconventionally. Was it a sari? Was it an outfit? Was her turban an accessory or was it a glamorous cover-up of her hairless status? Enigmatic as it was, everyone was captivated with the ads, which signed off saying, ‘You fascinate me.’


Far more conventional was the Chaplin-esque Cherry Charlie promoting Cherry Blossom shoe polish in the 1980s. For generations of well-schooled people for whom shiny shoes were non-negotiable (and who became that way because generations of teachers had pointed at their shoes and roared, ‘Shoo paalish?’), he was a fun motivator, obsessed with getting the perfect shine on his shoes but acquiring it in a lovable way.


This was also the time when, as a nation, we sang along with the Lok Seva Sanchar Parishad’s ‘Mile sur mera tumhaara’. The national integration ad featuring Very Important Persons (VIPs) in sports, music and other walks of life sent pride coursing through the veins of every couch-patriot.


The early 1990s saw India embarking on its journey towards liberalization, though not without much hand-wringing and nervousness. When Sushmita Sen was crowned Miss Universe in 1994, the word Sen-sation rolled off newspaper presses and everyone’s tongues. Instantly, Miss Universe became a brand here. Cosmetics companies were already eyeing the vast marketplace that was India and now the Indian woman was looking at them speculatively too.


Revlon was one of the first international cosmetics brands to arrive in the country, and as more and more international brands queued up, the Indian consumer was soon spoilt for choice. Just some decades earlier, we used to be a people for whom secure earnings and comfortable retirement were of prime concern. We liked our sarkari jobs, admired the ‘simple’ life and believed deeply in contentment.


Now, wanting more was no longer a sign of greed; it was simply a sign of the times. Not asking for more or not having aspirations was the new sin. As we kept up with our neighbours, metropolises as well as smaller communities began indulging in consumerism like never before.


Brands like Pepsi and Levi’s, perceived to be the international ‘cool’, began making their presence felt. Meanwhile, you were also being urged by a young Salman Khan to sip Limca, which had ‘isotonic salts to quench your thirst’. And if you were thinking of doing so on a train journey, you could just as well get yourself that old childhood favourite, Parle-G biscuits.


The joy felt by a family, a mohalla even, in possessing a scooter? It was aptly captured by ‘Humara Bajaj’. As for the joy of eating a Cadbury’s Dairy Milk, it was celebrated with abandon (and running out on to a cricket pitch in a crowded stadium and rejoicing over the boyfriend’s six with a joyous jig) in the ‘Asli swaad zindagi ka’ ad.


Then the new millennium arrived, bringing with it even newer categories and ideas. Naukri.com had the right job for you if your boss’s name was spelt ‘H for Hitler, A for arrogant, R for rascal and I for idiot’.


There was Facebook.


There was also so much to Google.


Advertising had to take into account the Internet and a new infusion of terms – ad words, pay-per-click, SEOs and more. Banner ads no longer meant a message on a cloth strung across the street – it could also mean an ad on a website. Ad size was no longer just about half-page, full-page or also-ran-on-page; on the Internet, it could include ‘weight’. And audiences were just called eyeballs.


Now, online social networks are the tadka of our lives. Without it, going for a holiday, eating at a restaurant or even good old exercising feels like boiled peeli daal. Allowing us to express ourselves and to communicate with each other are Instagram, Pinterest, Tumblr, Foursquare and so much more. People no longer just hail a cab, they tap on apps like Uber and Ola, telling cabbies exactly where to find them. If they walk, Pedometer takes care of calculating the steps (and the exercise). Indians are not lagging behind in anything, and are fast downloading apps, warming up to wearable devices and dabbling with augmented reality.


From the old hand-drawn print ads to the astoundingly well-produced television commercials of today from out-of-home experiential sessions to immersing people in the brand experience at their desktops, consumer engagement sure has come a long way.




Chaddi Pehan ke
Fool Khila Hai


Bawdy, shoddy Happenings




In romantic TV serials, when the boy shimmies up to ‘the one’, she glows incandescently and her hair whips around her face just like the storm being whipped up in her heart.


In romantic scenes in old Hindi movies, you know the young pair of lovers is doing ‘it’ when your screen is taken over by two beak-crossed kabootars while the smug sound of their guturr-goo fills the air.


How else do you portray that kind of action?


It was the underwear ads that showed the way – along with some juice, deodorant, shoe and coffee ads. They depicted the aforementioned lovers in their chaddis (and sometimes out of their chaddis). Simple.


In underwear ads, a man in a baniyan can not only strut proudly in public spaces, he is an irresistible Chick Magnet when he does so.


The fully-clothed male need not worry, though – not as long as he is drinking ‘juice’. Some ads have shown how beverages like juice and soda also make him that irresistible Chick Magnet we were talking about.


But for 100-per-cent-guaranteed irresistibility, a man has to spray copious amounts of deodorant. Sooner, rather than later, a woman (whatever her relationship status may be) will fling herself right onto his chest.


While some really head-turning ads have had these kind of themes, other ads have been noticeable because they indulged in ‘loose talk’ – of the sexist, classist or racist kind.


And while the aim of an ad may well be to simply attract attention, sometimes that attention turns out to be of absolutely the wrong kind – making people hem-and-‘hawwww’ instead of going, ‘Wow!’


Amul Macho


If underwear ads are to be believed, the key to being Superman (that guy who’s so proud of his chaddi, he wears it over his pants) is stepping out in branded undergarments, preferably the one your favourite Bollywood star claims to wear.


An underwear ad typically opens with a woman walking down a deserted street, late at night. A group of goons spots her. They make catcalls; she looks worried and starts walking faster. The men follow her. She starts running and so do they. She screams.


And suddenly...


Is it a bird?


Is it a plane?


No, it’s Chaddi-Baniyan Man!


He is showing full body-shoddy as he is wearing only his undergarments. In his hurry to save the world, he has had no time to get decent.


You know the rest. This underdressed guy holds fullydressed-for-party girl with one arm. With his other arm, he effortlessly flicks aside the bad guys. Meanwhile, his... err…assets are displayed, immodestly encased in a laal/ peela/neela/tiger-striped chaddi. Rising to the occasion is the music.


Most underwear ads for men were much the same.


Till Amul Macho decided to be different. Their ad starred a girl.


The story of the undergarments industry in India has been one of sensitivity, not in the ads, visuals and communication it has unleashed on consumers, but in the mindset of consumers. That is to say, Indian buyers have always been price sensitive. But over the years they have also become design and brand sensitive. Growing disposable income has brought with it a rising demand for branded, better-fitted and comfortable underwear. While this has helped in driving growth in the market as a whole, it has also forced innovation in design.


In the 1990s, more and more brands of men’s underwear started becoming visible. Between 2000 and 2008, high-end firang brands entered the Indian market and underwear began turning into fashion. Who can forget the regrettable fad when men began wearing their jeans low enough to show off their underwear’s elastic bands – sometimes showing off supposedly cool brand names and always showing off some really un-cool butt cracks.


Anyway, traditional white underwear is now just one part of a brave new world. Multiple options of colours, materials and styles are now available. For men, there are now tons of innerwear to consider – vests, sleeved vests, muscle vests, briefs, trunks, boxers, long underwear, etc. The economy segment accounts for more than half the category while super-premium, premium and medium segments make up the rest.


Whoever said men think with their, errm, male part, did not have a clue about how much thought could go into clothing the said part.


But much thinking is exactly what some of the biggest players in the branded innerwear segment – VIP, Amul Macho, Rupa, Lux, Dixcy, among others – are doing.


For the manufacturers of Amul-branded innerwear, J.G. Hosiery Private Ltd, the projected turnover for 2007–08 was `210 crore.1 Going forward, they were looking at investing on capacity and on brand building and therefore, advertising. When it comes to underwear brands, advertisements have always teamed up with male stars flaunting their wares. Salman Khan, Hrithik Roshan, Shah Rukh Khan, Saif Ali Khan, Sunny Deol – the list of underwear models is long and illustrious.


But what if there’s no star? What if the perspective is not a man’s but a woman’s?


This is one of the things that makes the 2007 Amul Macho television commercial stand out. It showed only the woman. In fact, there is no man in the frame at all. He is represented solely by his chaddis, which the woman, something of a village belle, is shown washing at a pond. Throughout the ad, she washes the man’s underwear, her mouth contorting suggestively. As shocked villagers look on, one phrase is repeated rhythmically, excitedly reaching a peak, ‘Yeh toh bada toingg hai! Yeh toh bada toingg hai! Yeh toh bada toingg hai! Yeh toh bada toingg hai!’ The ad ends with the woman stretching the underwear in her hands, while the voice-over concludes, ‘Amul Macho. Crafted for fantasies.’


It is evident that chaddi ke peechhey story hai. Scrubbing his laundry makes her relive the night she and the man have spent together. Yes, the underwear is making her lust for his under-ware.


‘Yeh toh bada toingg hai!’ as an expression was intended to communicate the overwhelmingly pleasurable nature of these fantasies.


But underwhelmed consumers shouted back, ‘Yeh toh bada vulgar hai!’


Protests were lodged and cases were filed. While the Advertising Standards Council of India had cleared it for public viewing, the Ministry of Information and Broadcasting censored the ad on the grounds that it was indecent, vulgar and suggestive. Even today, the ‘Yeh to bada toingg hai’ ad is considered by some to be one of the most sexually explicit ads in the history of Indian advertising.


Meanwhile, Amul Macho continues to be a strong brand in Bihar, Uttar Pradesh and Jharkhand, with a significant presence in Andhra Pradesh and Tamil Nadu as well.


In the under-dressed pantheon of male film stars showing their chaddis to the world, the female showstopper, Sana Khan, will long be remembered for her association with the Amul Macho men’s underwear. (Though the orangutan in a later Amul Macho ad was pretty hard to ignore too.)


Calida


If men’s underwear ads seem to like courting controversy, women’s lingerie ads do not fight shy either. Why should they when there’s a lingerie market – worth around `11,000 crore in 20152 – to get intimate with?


Desi brands such as Soie, Pretty Secrets, Calibra, Clovia and Sonari fight it out in a market that is no longer black and white. It’s not even skin-coloured. Bright primary colours fill in bra charts. Rumour has it that some women even like wearing Batman next to their skin and Warner Bros. along with Ginza Industries’ Soie helps them do just that.


But before lingerie shopping became fraught with choices and much before superheroes started frequenting bra designs, there was an incident in 1998 involving the Swiss. At the time, the Indian undergarments industry had been seeing a surge in activity. The men’s market was already flooded with advertisements which had superstars brandishing their underwear. Older women had dim memories of Maidenform, Jockey and Jantzen entering their lives in the 1960s and exiting not too long after. When you went shopping, you came across existing brands like Libertina, and if you went through a few magazine ads, you knew VIP had Feelings.


In 1995, Page Industries Ltd launched Jockey in India for the second time and, in 1996, Lovable World Trading Company’s product line was also launched in the country. From then on, international brands streamed in. One of them was the Swiss brand, Calida.


Calida was from Natural Textiles Ltd, which came to India as an equal joint venture with the Phulchand Group, a Mumbai-based textiles and commodities exporter. A leader in the Swiss market, Calida was also a top drawer in Germany and France.


What was unique about Calida was that it was one of the first brands in India to retail both men’s underwear and women’s lingerie under one name. Competition was everywhere. Among upmarket labels for men and women, there were Vanity Fair, Lovable and Liberblu, Jockey and Rivolta. So it became important to first build brand awareness.


The idea was to highlight that the undergarments were Swiss and build on that brand association in a playful way. But in a market that is about displaying underwear, getting provocative is just an ad approval away.


Calida’s 1998 ad featured Dino Morea, a popular ramp model at the time, along with the one-who-was-yet-to-be a Bollywood star, Bipasha Basu. For most of us, the only Swiss experience was the sensuous one of sinking our teeth into Swiss chocolate. Apparently, Dino Morea was reminded of the same thing. Only, he was sinking his teeth into underwear – Bipasha Basu’s panties, to be exact. Along with that indelible image of him pulling off Bipasha’s inedible panties with his teeth was the message, ‘And you thought your appetite for indulgence could only be whetted by Swiss chocolates.’


In hindsight, the copy may have been tongue-in-cheek but it wasn’t too clever. People missed both the tongue and the cheek and bared their fangs instead. They did not approve of the visualization the communication conjured up, and eventually, the ad was banned. Later, Bipasha Basu claimed she had not even known the visuals were being put in ads. She said the photographs were shot privately and were not meant to be used.


Today, the Calida ad is all but forgotten. So while no one gets their panties into a twist over it, it does come up whenever ad notoriety is being discussed.


Zatak


What does a man need to seduce a woman?


Charm? Intelligence?


A sense of humour?


No, all he needs is the right deodorant. Or so our deodorant ads tell us.


In 2009, the market for fragrances was pegged at about `470 crore3 and was characterized by low consumption. The conundrum facing manufacturers was how to turn deodorant usage into a widespread habit.


Sex has been the traditional benefit offered to the male consumer. Therefore, it seemed obvious that sex (or the thought of it) in a traditional setting would make a brand easier to identify with. Sure, it just might raise some eyebrows but that was a side-effect that couldn’t be helped. After all, the idea of sexual collisions in deodorant ads was a tried-and-tested one.


Axe, from Hindustan Unilever Ltd, had used this scenario quite successfully in its global communication, which centred on women going wild when they came across men who had used the deodorant. (Some years ago, an Axe Dark Temptation television commercial even strayed into cannibalism. It showed women taking bites out of an irresistible chocolate man who had used the chocolate-scented Axe deo. He ended up getting bitten in the bottom and losing a limb.)


While Axe was the biggie in a market that was promising and full of potential, there were other brands looking for action, among which were Fa Men Xtreme from Henkel India Ltd, Denver deodorant from Vanesa Care Pvt. Ltd and Wild Stone from McNroe Chemical Pvt. Ltd.


To Wild Stone goes the distinction of taking the seduction story into almost-Bhabhi territory. In 2007, it released a television commercial set in a Durga puja celebration. So far, so ordinary. Then you saw your neighbourhood Bengali boudi (bhabhi) bumping into a man – not your average Bengali bhadralok but one who has smartly drenched himself with copious amounts of Wild Stone deodorant.


Aah, this proves to be her undoing (literally). It becomes obvious that the smell is such a turn-on that it makes for a fantasy that just needs to be played out. ‘Wild by nature’ you are told about Wild Stone (and its users) in the end.


Was the ad censored? Yes. But the full version continues to play on YouTube to the collective delight of lakhs of viewers.


For deodorant marketers, this seemed to be a viable strategy. The truth agreed on by most communication in the category was that good fragrance could make a bad boy out of just about anybody. Just one whiff from his armpit was enough to overpower a(ny) woman’s senses. There really was no reason to think out of the box. Having said that, even with this limited a platform, some brands showed how you could create waves.


You know how some names give you a sense of things to come? Well, it certainly is true for the slick-sounding Zatak which came from the house of Paras Pharmaceuticals for the smelling pleasure of the ladies.


In 1999, Zatak released an ad film which showed a man losing a button and his bhabhi losing control. As she tried to stitch the button on to the shirt her brotherin-law was wearing, his deodorant made her ‘do things’. ‘Just Zatak her,’ the ad helpfully told you in the end.


Then, in 2010, another television commercial opened on a setting that had become a cliché (or is it classic?) thanks to Bollywood. A newly married woman is artistically arranged on a bed, expecting her newly-minted husband to come into the bedroom and get the suhaag-raat on its way. But suddenly she gets a whiff of something – something good. On going to the window she sees a neighbour eyeing her. Obviously he is up to no good because he has that thing that creates magic, that good-smelling thing, that deodorant. It is obviously a bride-lure to boot, because you then see her taking off her wedding ring. The ad ends with the message (say it with appropriate ssszzz sounds): ‘Just Zatak her’.


Slick, huh?


Probably a little too slick for the Ministry of Information and Broadcasting. It asked the Advertising Standards Council of India to look into the ad for obscenity and sexual explicitness. In spite of the controversy, or perhaps because of it, the suggestive positioning of Paras Pharmaceuticals’ Zatak has high recall. And so, many years later, you can still find the ‘Uncensored full version of the naughty Zatak Deo TVC about a newly wed’ online, tickling the fancies of over three lakh viewers.












OEBPS/Cover.jpg





OEBPS/images/logo1.gif
-] hachette [@hpok





OEBPS/images/logo.gif
[5Hehook
r=1hachette





