
A Boardroom Bonanza 

Or 

How Stupid Gets Born 

  

            The Gentle Jeans Corporation had another stagnant sales year. Jerome Dahlberg, head of Creative 

Designs, was notified that he was expected to have a dynamic new idea at the next quarterly Board Meeting 

in April. Jerome sighed as he closed the letter from the main office. He knew it was now or never. His 

career was on the line. Although young and with an impressive resume, he now faced his greatest 

challenge. 

            The task of coming up with an original idea was formidable. That night after work Jerome had two 

martinis at his favorite bar The Wet Whistle, and was a little tipsy after leaving. He passed two street 

performers while walking a few blocks to his car. A tall, lanky young man played a folk song on his guitar 

while his girlfriend, blonde and beautiful, sang and played the tambourine. The young girl wore a batik 

blouse and faded blue jeans. A group of young people stood around listening to the couple. 

            Jerome was actually glad for the walk. It gave him a chance to clear his head and ponder the 

creative task before him. After returning home he had dinner and a few more drinks– more than usual. His 

wife Marcia could tell something was eating at her husband. When she asked, Jerome told her the situation. 

“But what can I do? Jeans are jeans. I can’t add another leg as a fashion statement,” he complained. 

            After dinner Jerome secluded himself in his study, put on some classical music, and hoped a 

creative idea would take form. It was 1 0’clock in the morning when the brilliant idea entered his mind. He 

had the solution to the problem. A radical, outrageous solution. 

            Jerome arrived at the corporate headquarters for the appointed meeting, his PowerPoint presentation 

prepared. Confidence radiated as he greeted the board members entering the spacious boardroom. A 

lengthy mahogany table was in the middle of the room and a coffee maker in the center with coffee cups in 

the front of each cushioned chair. Two plates of French pastries and napkins were on the table. The room 

was bathed in subdued lighting. Men in thousand dollar business suits took their place at the table. A 

disproportionate number of wells dressed women were among those gathered. 

            Timothy Bottoms, well past his middle years, with graying hair and a stern face, son of the founder, 

was now Chairman of the Board and CEO of Gentle Jeans. He banged the gravel and announced, “The 

quarterly Board Meeting of the Gentle Jeans Corporation will come to order. Mr. Ted Bartholomew, our 



treasurer, will read our financial report for the ending year. I will remind you however that there has been a 

continuation of our sales slump. I am hoping that Mr. Dahlberg from the Creative Design Department has 

come up with an idea that will restore our financial solvency. But first let’s hear our treasurer’s report.” 

            The treasurer ran off the numbers and supplied charts on an overhead. If it were a patient the charts 

indicated an approaching flatline. Jerome stood in front of the group after the treasurer took his seat. 

            “Desperate times demand desperate action. We’ve heard the financial report. There’s a lot of 

pressure on me to come up with an idea that will turn this around. Well, I’m confident I have that idea. 

Bear with me as I give my presentation.” 

            Jerome looked around the room and then clicked the remote that projected a picture of a pair of 

jeans on a screen. 

            “We brought out the colorful jeans studded with rhinestones nearly a decade ago. They gave our 

jeans a chic look. It appealed to people of class as was intended. That became a very successful fashion 

statement, but now rhinestones have gone the way of other fads. We need a new idea to capture a new 

audience. That idea came to me one night after I had passed a couple of street musicians. The young 

woman who was singing and playing the tambourine wore a pair of faded jeans. 

            “It wasn’t until later, however, when brain storming for new ideas, that I remembered the young 

singer’s faded jeans were also torn at the knees. Voilà! It came to me like a flash of inspiration. Why not 

create jeans that adopt the look of poverty but will appeal to the fashionably chic? This line of jeans can be 

sold for twice the price of our standard jeans.” 

            Drawings of several pairs of bleached jeans with shredded areas in the legs appeared on the screen. 

A collective gasp rippled through the boardroom. 

            “I propose we call our new design distressed jeans.” 

            “Dahlberg, have you completely lost your fucking mind?” blurted out the Board Chairman. “What 

kind of crap is this? You propose that we sell jeans that look like discards for the Salvation Army, and you 

actually believe sane people will buy them?” 

            There was a rumbling reaction, and then a thin voice spoke above the clamor. 

            “Let’s not be so quick to dismiss Jerome’s idea. Yes, it’s outrageous.” The speaker was Gloria 

Whitman. She spoke from her place towards the end of the table. The youngest of the board members, she 

was representative of the young entrepreneurs who were entering the corporate world. 



            “Wasn’t it outrageous when the advertising executive Gary Dahl came up with the idea of Pet 

Rocks in 1975 after drinking with friends in a bar and listening to them talk about their pets? And how 

about Walter Frederick Morrison’s reinvention of the Frisbee, originally a simple pie plate? He received a 

cool million dollars in royalties for that invention. And we should not forget that the hula hoop became an 

overnight sensation when invented in 1958 by Arthur Melin and Richard Knerr.” 

            “Thank you for your history lesson, Ms. Whitman,” the CEO said dismissively. 

            “I’d like to add my comments.” The speaker was another woman member of the board, older than 

the previous speaker. “I like Jerome’s idea. Imagine a celebrity at a benefit for impoverished mothers or 

volunteering in a soup kitchen in a poor neighborhood. Picture this celebrity wearing a pair of our 

distressed or ripped jeans. By her jeans this celebrity speaks of her solidarity with the poor. I believe this 

will be a fantastic sales pitch among the Liberal Chic. Let your imaginations stretch a bit. We are 

advertisers. We can sell the public on anything, for god’s sake.” 

            “Right on,” the treasurer chimed in. “Remember H.L. Mencken’s quote, ‘No one ever lost money 

by underestimating the intelligence of the great masses of the plain people.’” 

            “I object,” shouted Albert Sawyer from the Promotional Department, a diehard supporter of the 

corporation’s founder Barnaby Bottoms. “I’ve never heard such nonsense in my life as Dahlberg has 

presented. It will surely bring our company to financial ruin if implemented.” 

            “Oh come on, you don’t get it. I can see our distressed jeans with the outline of a woman’s panties 

showing through her shredded backside. What man can resist that?” Ms Whitman added. 

            “Have you totally lost your minds in the pursuit of the almighty dollar?” Asked the frustrated Board 

Chairman. 

            “We’re talking about losing our jobs here if we don’t come up with a turn-around idea. I think 

Jerome has come up with that idea,” Bartholomew the treasurer said in rebuttal. 

            “Why not give Jerome’s idea a trial run in our Bel Air store, a third woman said. “I think my sister 

would adore a pair of these jeans. She and her garden club do fund raising for the homeless of South LA. I 

think this is an idea that will catch on among the ladies at her country club.” 

            “I’d like to take Jerome’s idea a step further,” Perkins from the Marketing Department said.  “I see 

our distressed jeans becoming a symbol of a young urban rebellion reminiscent of the 1960s. Kids hate the 

parental voice of neatness. Gentle Jeans will give them the choice to say, ‘Screw our parents.’ Imagine our 

jeans worn at protest rallies? Why not introduce our distressed jeans in our Greenwich Village store also? 



We might be responsible for a whole new wave of rebellion in this country, shit, even throughout the 

world.” 

            “Goddamnit, I’m hearing sheer lunacy,” CEO Bottoms shouted angrily. 

            “You can call it lunacy,” Ms Whitman said, “but I think you will be out gunned if we put it to a 

vote.” 

            “I say we put it to a vote then. All in favor of Jerome’s idea indicate it by saying aye.  All opposed 

say nay.”  The speaker was Mr. Perkins. 

            “This is preposterous,” blurted Bottoms. 

            “It may be preposterous to the Chairman, but a unanimous vote makes it legally binding,” a layer in 

the group reminded the board members. 

            A vote was taken and Jerome’s outrageous idea was accepted. Gentle Jeans’ distressed jeans 

appeared first in the Bel Air and Greenwich Village stores. They were an immediate success and the rest 

has become history. 

            Timothy Bottoms retired the following year, feeling that he was an anachronism in a corporation 

that had been taken over by brainless youth. He was relaxing on the the veranda of his estate in the 

Hamptons when his teenage granddaughters arrived with their parents. 

            “Look grandpa, how do you like our new jeans? Aren’t they awesome?” 

            Oh my God, he thought as he got up from his lounge chair to hug his granddaughters. 

 


