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Hello and welcome to the Party and The Party Marketing process, perhaps the simplest and most straightforward route into the world of marketing!


The idea, and the aim of the book, is to make working with marketing easier and more enjoyable, to generate understanding and to make it simpler to place all the components that go to make up marketing in a natural context.


Marketing is everything …


Everything we do and everything we say is marketing and it has either a positive or negative effect on the recipient. As is everything we DON'T do and say… Everything! An enormous amount of energy is created if all the signals that are sent out to the market, as well as those inside the organization, are based on the same message, business concept and strategies.


Metaphor


In Greek, metaphor means transfer or exchange. When you express something by means of a metaphor, you are comparing an already familiar context with a new one, thereby creating faster and easier understanding and successful interchanges.


Using THE PARTY as a marketing metaphor makes it easier to understand and focus on everything you have to do and say, in line with the party theme or the company business concept, strategies and goals.


The party as a metaphor


My thesis is as follows:


Everyone has been to a party, or held their own. Planning and putting on a successful party and marketing a company or product are the same thing and based on the same principle. If you have organized a successful party yourself, you also have the talent to become a successful marketer. You have grasped the fact that a fine invitation does not automatically mean that the guests will think that the party was successful, just as a great advertisement or a TV spot does not guarantee that the customers will be satisfied. A large number of details have to combine to ensure a powerful overall effect.


My objective is therefore to provide you with practical tools to enable you to come up with ideas and methods for your future planning and execution of the company's internal and external marketing, campaigns and even actual parties.


Focus – as a laser


You could say that it's like the difference between a 100 watt light bulb and a 100 watt laser. The laser is a million times more powerful and effective.


The light bulb distributes its light in all directions, while the laser collects the rays of light and focuses the concentrated light source in the same direction and towards the same point.


In precisely the same way the Party Marketing Model helps to focus everything that is said and done in the same direction, based on a party theme or the company business concept, strategies and goals.


Consequences?


IF this is true, what might the consequences be? Who is the most important person in a company? Whose actions have the greatest consequences and impact?


Is it the MD? Is it the receptionist? Is it the advertising agency's copywriter or designer? Is it the staff in the chain of shops through which we sell? Maybe it's the journalist who writes about the product or service, the person who provided the journalist with the input, or the company's own sales staff? Is it perhaps the accounts assistant who makes entries on Facebook, or the actions of the staff as a whole? Or is it …


If all these individuals and measures communicate the same thing, and complement and reinforces each other's message in terms of direction and content, what happens then?


When can the Party Marketing Model be used?


– It can be used as an aid when planning internal and external company marketing, in order to incorporate all aspects, measures and staff that together create a powerful whole.


– The Party Marketing process acts as a tool for both the overall operational planning and for implementation.


– It serves as a presentation technique when presenting the marketing plan to the company staff, to make it easier to establish insight and understanding.


– It helps the company staff to understand marketing, and how they should contribute their part of the overall whole.


– It can work to plan and implement a staff or company party, in which all the staff are involved, one which can be easily linked to company marketing and the importance of everyone cooperating towards the same goal.


– And it is an initial introduction to the world of marketing for beginners, as well as for people who have just set up their own company, for technicians who want to be more market-oriented, or for anyone else who wants to simply understand all aspects of marketing.


Form


This book is written in a narrative form – you could even say it is a story. You are also provided with an illustrated Party Marketing Model, to make it simpler for you to remember the contents of the book.



Three sections


The book is divided into three sections.


1.   The Party. Nick, who works as a salesman, is made responsible for ensuring that the office party, with a large P, is a party the like of which has never been seen before. You are involved in how the party is planned, how the staff join in and as it gradually builds up to achieve the goal – The Party! Part 1 is written as a short story, placing all aspects of the party into a context. It can also be used as inspiration when arranging a party together with all of the staff, to help everyone to understand their role in the overall marketing operation.


2.   Party MarketingTM in practice. Nick learns from his mentor, his uncle the advertising guru Gus, how to think when engaged in marketing, and to always consider why, for whom, where, when and how, and never to neglect details. There are also a lot of exciting examples of why successful companies succeed and others fail …


3.   Summary – Party MarketingTM. The model, step by step.
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Part 1



The Party







1. The Assignment


The morning sun had just risen above the trees in the park outside Nick's kitchen window. He chose the dark grey Valentino suit, his black Gant polo shirt and his smartest shoes. The radio was playing Bridge over Troubled Water and his heart was pounding. The goal he had been nurturing during his 29 years was to become a successful salesman, and he for one felt that that was what he had become. Lately he had also been glancing furtively at the marketing department on the second floor, but had decided to carry on in sales for a while longer before moving onto the next rung in his career. His teacher in college had impressed on the students that “everyone is creative” so that must mean that he was, too. It was just a question of discovering and bringing out the creativity…


His ash-blond hair shone along with the suit in the pleasant early morning sun as he left his apartment at 52, Main Street. The cherry tree was more fragrant than usual, a solitary cyclist pedaled by and one of the first buses of the morning went past the empty bus stop as a lonely bird issued its mating call.


As he walked he pondered what had happened on Friday when his manager, Benneth, had summoned him to his office and gestured towards the low leather-covered armchair. “Have a seat. All I'm going to say right now is that I want you to come and see me on Monday morning at 8.30 sharp,” he said provocatively. “Have a nice weekend.” And with that he got up and left the office. Nick remained in his seat.


What on earth did he want? Was he going to get the sack? Promotion? Personally, he felt that he had been doing a good job recently in sales, but nevertheless he felt worried… or rather, scared to death. He recalled a story about an old man on his deathbed. “During my life,” he said, “95 percent of my worries have never come to pass. And I wasn't able to do much about the other 5 percent anyway.”


He remembered how he had slowly got up out of the armchair and gone home with the old man's words of wisdom ringing in his head.


Nick unlocked the door of Way To Communication, the company where he would soon have been working for four years. As usual, he was the first in after the weekend and he switched on the ceiling lights and sat down at his desk after first fetching a cup of coffee from the drinks machine. The second hand on the big wall clock in the open-plan office crept around in slow motion. After a while the forty men and women that made up the staff sauntered in one by one. They politely said “good morning” and “have you had a good weekend?” He just nodded in the affirmative and felt that his nervousness was making him smile stupidly.


At precisely 08.29 he put his coffee cup down with a bang, got up and walked, surprising calmly, towards his boss's office. He knocked and heard Benneth's brisk “Come in.” He closed the door behind him.


“Good morning, take a seat,” said his manager gesturing towards the leather armchair. Nick sat down and looked up at Benneth who was sitting at least eighteen inches higher behind his director's desk. At any rate, that's how it felt. “Good morning to you too, sir,” he said as always.


“Nick, how are you getting on here? It's been five years now, hasn't it?” “Well, err, to be honest, four. And I'm actually doing very well thanks.” Actually? Why did he add that empty word when the fact was that he felt great?


“Good,” replied the manager. “Basically, I want to tell you that I feel you're doing a great job. I understand you are interested in moving up to the marketing department. What I want you to do now is demonstrate the capacity I believe you have and so I'm going to give you an especially important assignment.” Nick sat up straight in the armchair, which now felt more like an electric chair. “Great,” he said. “Splendid…”


The manager searched in a pile of papers, finally producing a blue folder. Nick craned his neck to try to read the front page upside down as his uncle, who had been a Rank Xerox salesman in the 1980s, had taught him, but he couldn't make anything out.


“Nick,” Benneth said solemnly, “you are going to be responsible… for… our… office party.”


“Oh,” was the only word that Nick could get out, and he felt that he was being moved down to start a new career with the dusty office furniture in the basement.


“Yes, precisely. And not any old office party, but The Party! The best party ever! EVER!” Nick's manager raised his voice by a semitone for each word. “And we are going to invite all our business friends, customers, suppliers, bank people and our respective husbands and wives.”


“Great! Yes, OK…” Nick was beginning to think it wasn't such a bad idea after all. His boss was making it sound like an important assignment and he continued, “If you feel that you can't or don't want to tackle it then the offer will go to somebody else. Because it is an offer, an honorary task. I think you are absolutely ideal.”


“Yes, great,” repeated Nick, “sounds exciting, great. I've organized one or two parties. Absolutely wonderful.”


What was that he had just said? He had never been involved with a big party before. The odd party at home with a few friends perhaps, but all that entailed was putting together a bit of good food, drink and party music. But this… “OK, I'd better get started then,” said Nick, outwardly self-confident and starting to get up, but the manager waved him down in the leather-covered chair again and continued.


“One more thing. All the staff have to be involved in planning the party.”


“Everybody involved? I see, everybody has to join in,” repeated Nick, with the feeling that the assignment was running away from him like water in the sand.


“Yes, precisely, more or less… we are going to have fun during the preparations, during the party itself, and after it. A party to remember in every way. At the same time, we'll be getting to know each other a bit better within the company, as well as our business friends and our collaborative partners. And you are clearly not going to be able to do everything yourself. You'll have to delegate. Cross-fertilize people from different departments who will have to work together. And you'll have to meet during lunches and breaks, before and after work. We still have to bring home the bacon at the same time.”


He flashed a laconic smile to show he was being serious and finished off by saying: “I'm going to be away for a few days now. I'm going to get Alice to call a meeting with everybody here in the building on Thursday morning to announce that you are responsible for the staff party and the budget. Then the job is yours. Questions?”


Under his expensive suit he wasn't sweating so much now and his heart was pounding again, but this time from satisfaction. He smiled guardedly at the thought of the old man's words of wisdom that “95 percent of my worries have never come to pass”. He looked the manager straight in the eye and said, “You're not going to regret this.”


The manager was starting to move towards the door when he turned and said, “And don't forget the most important thing. Nobody – I repeat, nobody – is allowed to say anything to anyone outside our gang and this building. Not even to our partners. The invitation must be and must remain a tempting surprise. I want everybody to come. It is our largest PR initiative in years. Good luck Nick, you're going to need it.”


Nick got up and quickly returned to his desk where he tore off a yellow Fix-It note and wrote: “Well, now you've got something to get your teeth into en route to the next floor!”



2. A Helping Hand


It was half past six and the evening sun was leaving shadows on the wall in the living room. Nick was pressed for time. He was due at his parents for dinner at seven. Just as he entered the door the phone rang. The number display revealed that it was his workmate Marcus. I'll phone later he thought, taking off his fancy suit followed by a quick shower and changing into jeans, T-shirt and deck shoes. He called Marcus and quickly told him about the meeting with his boss, and that everything was secret and about his anxiety, but Marcus just laughed and said, “It'll be fine – ha ha…”


If he was an airline pilot he would be employed by Optimistic Airlines, thought Nick as he ran down the stairs, opened the door to the street and flagged down a taxi that had just dropped a gorgeous woman at the building alongside. He had noticed the beautiful Julia Roberts look-alike on several occasions and each time had considered asking her out to dinner, a movie or a concert. Must try to make contact. Perhaps she'd like to come to the party with me? The very thought made him giddy…


At his parents’ home his dad's brother Gus was already sitting on the new IKEA sofa with his latest woman and talking to Nick's slightly older cousin Eric. Nick thought that Uncle Gus looked damn good. The director of an advertising agency, he was always nicely dressed, almost always with a new younger woman at his side, and slightly reminiscent of an aged Tom Cruise. He wondered which branch of the family tree he had got his looks from? Not from the same one as his father at any rate. As usual Nick's mother served up great food. She was able to make the simplest home cooking taste superb. This evening it was oven baked salmon with green vegetables and a white wine sauce, Idaho potatoes in a dill sauce and sparkling Californian wine. As usual Dad told a few stories that they had all heard forty times before and that nobody laughed at. When it was time for coffee and brandy Nick and Eric escaped to the TV room to watch Italian football, the Milan derby. Nick started to talk about his boss and the party in the hope that the experienced party animal Eric would give him some ideas. But not so…


“You seem to have got into a bit of a sticky situation,” said Eric distractedly, continuing to stare at the match. “Oh dear! Arranging parties is not really my cup of tea. Who do you think is going to win, Inter or Milan?”


“Barcelona…” Nick sat quietly imagining Eric as a captain on Negative Airlines. So he said, “Yes but Eric, you've been involved in such a lot…”


Nick was interrupted by an authoritative voice.


“Sounds exciting, Nick. What a challenge!” Nick turned towards the doorway and saw Uncle Gus looking down at him with a wry smile.


“The understatement of the evening,” he said ironically.


“You can say that again. Excuse me for eavesdropping, but just imagine arranging a party with no boundaries and with a substantial budget. What a challenge, absolutely great, to be honest. You know, in my day I have arranged so many parties with that little bit extra on behalf of my client companies,” Gus continued, “especially when I was working as a designer.”


“Wow, that's great. So, tell me how to go about it,” said Nick, still with a hint of irony. Gus realized that Nick was under pressure.


“Come up to my office tomorrow after work and I'll help you with a few ideas about how you should be thinking in order to succeed with the party.”


Full up and with high expectations of Uncle Gus's help, Nick slowly walked home through town…


Tuesday flew by and at 5 o'clock he was standing outside Gus's office, a palace with numerous small fine artworks on display at the front and an oak front door that was heavy as lead. Nick took the lift up to the top floor, stepped out and pressed the gold button beside the door. After a few seconds the lock emitted a muffled buzz and he went in. The woman in the reception gave him a big smile and said, “Hello and welcome. I'm Christine and you must be the Nick that Gus was talking about. He's on the phone right now. Do you want something to drink while you're waiting?”


“Thank you, coffee please,” which arrived just a few seconds later, accompanied by a small piece of chocolate on a plate. Her warm attitude put him at ease. He saw a name-plate on one of the doors. Gus Guse. Obviously Johnson isn't good enough, thought Nick. However, if you're an important marketing consultant that's what goes.


Nick looked around and his gaze fell on a picture between two other frames containing diplomas from international advertising competitions. It was a famous quotation from the Danish philosopher Kierkegaard: “To dare is to lose one's footing momentarily. Not to dare is to lose oneself.”


“You can go in now,” said Christine. Nick straightened his back and entered what he hoped was the world's party academy.


“Take a seat,” said Gus, and Nick grunted a thank you.


“Everything OK with you? Let's see what we can do about your little challenge.” Not so little, thought Nick before Gus continued, “We should run through the ABC of party planning, step by step. For you should be clear about this Nick – if you don't plan thoroughly you are planning for a failure!”


Gus moved aside a large Picasso reproduction that concealed a flip-chart on the wall behind. He ripped off a used sheet of paper and on the fresh sheet he wrote a large “one” and directly below – THEME! As he was writing he said loudly and slowly – One. T. H. E. M. E.


“There,” he said, as he placed a dot under the exclamation mark.


“A clear line to follow. An idea. A basic idea. The theme has to be fun and exciting and has to attract people to the party, wouldn't you say?”


“Oh yes, precisely,” Nick said and repeated his “Oh yes, precisely.”


“Well then, now you know where you should start,” Gus continued. “Perhaps you thought that I was going to solve everything for you here and now, but that's not the way it's going to be. Now go home and have a think. Then get some help from your colleagues. And remember ideas are like mushrooms. Where there's one there's always more.”


Gus bent down, opened the bottom drawer in his desk and produced a folder with a white glossy cover on which was printed – Gus Guse's Rules of Party Marketing. He held out the folder and said, “Yes, yes… OK. This is 32 years old, but nevertheless still completely up-to-date. These rules applied as far back as Socrates’ time. When rhetoric was born. So, go home now and read through the folder and you'll understand the rest of the points. Give me a call when you or your colleagues have thought through point one. Call if anything in the folder is unclear.”


Nick went out to the reception, said goodbye to Christine who was locking up, and once out on the landing sat on the top step, leaned against the lift and read through the folder. It took just four seconds. He skipped down the marble staircase…



3. A Theme


Throughout Wednesday Nick devoted himself to tying up a few really good deals, left the office an hour earlier than usual and made a short non-productive visit to a customer on the way home. At home, after a shower and a couple of sandwiches made from his mother's salmon and washed down with a glass of white wine, he got out a piece of paper and a pen and sat down in front of the news on TV. He opened Gus's party Bible, the left side of which was completely empty, with the right side consisting of a single column numbered in ten steps, with just Gus Guse's signature in the bottom right-hand corner. As the newsreader was talking about serious rioting after the derby match in Milan he once again stared at the text and slowly read…


1. Party Theme.


2. Who shall we invite?


3. What might make the guests not come? What might compete with the party?


4. What shall we offer? (See Theme.)


5. Where should we be? (See Theme.)


6. How do we take care of the guests? (See Theme.)


7. Who does what? (See Theme.)


8. Finances & Budget. How much can we spend?


9. The invitation, creative solution. (See Theme.)


10. The moment of truth. Was the party implemented as planned, right down to the smallest detail? (Success or fiasco?)


Nick went through the points step by step and felt he understood. He fished out a pen from his can of pens, got a piece of paper from the printer and wrote:


– Divide up into 10 groups.


– Each one responsible for its point.


– MIX! Cross-fertilize the groups. Male, female, ethnicities and ages…


– Designate a group leader.


– START WITH THE THEME GROUP.


He didn't need to write any more. This was enough to get the process going.


On the Thursday morning all the staff were sitting expectantly facing the lectern and the screen in their usual places in the large conference room. Nobody noticed the manager entering and taking up a position at the very back. He coughed loudly and the murmur immediately subsided.


“Turn your chairs round,” he commanded. “NOW!”


Everyone had to stand up, turn their chairs round, sit down and thus end up in a completely unaccustomed place in the hall.


“Regrouping like this might denote something new, but that's not enough. Because we are now going to do something completely different from what we usually do,” he said with a glint in his eye. “The company has had a good year, so we are going to throw an enormous party. The Party to end all Parties, whatever it costs…,” he said with a crafty smile. “But within reasonable limits. What do you say?”


Time stood still for a brief moment and silence reigned in the packed room. Then Shane, the accounts manager, sighed loud and long, and as everyone knew who it was and what it meant, everyone immediately responded with resounding applause and whistles. The manager smiled broadly and winked at the accounts manager, who bent his head down between his knees.


“You don't have to worry Shane, I was just having a bit of a joke,” the manager said. “But only a bit. Because I am going to set a number of requirements,” he said somewhat more seriously.


“I have three demands,” he said, raising his thumb. “One. We have fun.”


Then he raised his index finger: “We get to know each other a bit better…,” and raising his middle finger he said, “…and everyone helps with the party. EVERYBODY here must get involved.”


Questioning glances swept the room and the murmuring increased. This really was something new. Previously there had always been a party committee that was in charge and made the decisions.


“Silence, brave warriors, I'm not finished yet. And now to the next most important thing. We are going to invite all our collaborative partners, business friends, customers, suppliers, bank people and last but not least – our respective wives and husbands.”


“Oh wow,” exclaimed Marcus, as if he didn't have a clue…


“And now for the most important thing of all,” the manager said. “The most important OF ALL – it must all be top secret. Nobody should breathe a word of this to anyone outside this building. Capice? Not even to your respective partners. Everyone who is here today and all our friends are going to receive the same invitation on the same day.


It will then be up to us to satisfy the high expectations that the guests will have as a result of the invitation. This will be one of our largest ever PR efforts.”


He continued: “Everyone is going to be able to use a certain proportion of their working hours to work on the party. However, I would prefer it if as far as possible you made use of coffee breaks and lunches for your meetings. And I hope that you find it so much fun that you can imagine sacrificing a bit of time immediately before and after work. It's going to be alright Shane,” he said smiling, but Shane simply nodded and waved his arms tiredly.


The manager was now warming to his theme and he continued: “And the person who will be coordinating, keeping check on you and doing the planning is Nick. Welcome up and the stage is yours. Over to you,” said Benneth and then saluted and left the room.


Nick was a bit wobbly as he came forward, but simultaneously calm as he knew that he had the confidence of most of them. He cleared his throat and said, “Hi, everybody. It's a great honor for me to have been appointed as project manager for the firm's largest ever party. And as has been said – we're going to do it together.”


To ensure that he was properly prepared for the meeting he had called Uncle Gus and asked about some of the points. He had scanned the folder with the ten points into his computer and now displayed it on the wall. He continued: “The model we are going to follow is called Gus Guse's Rules of Party Marketing and even though it has been copied from Plato's Rhetoric, it is still just as relevant.”


He had no idea where that had come from, but it was too late now. He'd said it now. He used a long ruler to point at the caption.


“We are going to base our work on these ten points so that everyone follows the same timetable and knows what is to be done. We are going to divide up into ten groups of about four people who will each be responsible for their point. And the first point is: – 1. T. H. E. M. E.”


He spelled it out and explained the fundamental ideas almost verbatim as Uncle Gus had. And then he straightened his back and said proudly,”And remember. IF YOU DON'T PLAN THOROUGHLY, YOU ARE PLANNING A FAILURE! A successful party must have a theme. Now we're going to have a brainstorming session on a range of themes. However, instead of talking and yelling each one of us is going to write down their own idea for a good party theme.”


He distributed a few pads of Post-It notes and some pencils. When everybody had received their pieces of paper and pencils, Maria, the new girl in accounts, asked: “Can we write whatever we like?”


“Naturally,” said Nick. “Then when we have divided into groups, the THEME group will be given all the notes and when they have looked at them they will come up with a couple of suggestions that we will then confirm at a meeting in a few days’ time. We'll put them on the wall. You've got ten minutes.”


After ten minutes and a cup of coffee Nick came back to the room that by now was full of frantic writing, discussions and a general buzz.


“Right, OK. Now I want everyone to take their notes and go up and put them on the wall behind me so that we can see what you have come up with.”


There was a general exodus past the wall and everybody put up their notes until the wall was full.


“Splendid,” exclaimed Nick. “So many fun, creative ideas. The theme for different countries, Thai party, Rock ´n Roll party, Wild West party, ABBA party. Circus, Midsummer Solstice party and 60s party. To mention but a few…”
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