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Preface

Inventarium for Inventors
It is an honour for me to write the preface for Daniel Paquette's
new book. He is a remarkable person well known as an inventor,
entrepreneur, philanthropist and writer.
I always had a great respect and much admiration for inventors:
geniuses who seem to come out of nowhere yet they amaze us with
their originality and their creativity. Every invention is an artefact,
a social document revealing and transmitting the values of its
creator. Every invention is a valuable gift offered to the
community.

I have always been attracted to the world of inventions because of
my friends, the insects that I have studied, observed and loved
since early childhood. Insects are the greatest inventors on the
planet. After all insects have been around longer than mankind and
they developed an incredible number of inventions. Many of these
are wrongly attributed to human intelligence. I say it is totally
unjust and it shows man's contempt for the hexapod.
Insects invented tunnels, bridges, paper, honey, wax, camouflage,
the canon, syringe, pump, flying, air conditioning, domestication,
boulevards, the compass, traps, Velcro, underwater diving,
swimming, the radar, the sonar, glue, monostrands and the bikini!
Man must be humble enough to admit that he has been inspired by
much smaller beings than himself. Inspiration is the essential
quality of the inventor.
Passion is also essential and Daniel worked earnestly on his own
inventions and he has helped and encouraged many inventors over
the years. Inventors are noble people who improve the quality and
the fate of our lives. I believe inventors are the least selfish of all
people because their contributions help make our world a better
place.
In my opinion, Inventarium is Daniel's best invention because he
stimulates and supports the creativity of our fellow citizens.
Finally, Daniel, my dear friend Daniel, I salute you with respect
and admiration for you are the "Monarch" of inventors in Quebec...
Sincerely,
Georges Brossard
Founder of Insectarium

Foreword
Life is filled with wonder and fascinating experiences. For
example, I never thought that one day I would be invited to give a
conference and enjoy seeing the surprise on the faces of young
children and even older people when they meet an inventor.
After all, when you think of a Frenchman, he is represented as a
small man wearing a beret, carrying a loaf of bread under his arm
and a bottle of wine in his hand. Germans are supposed to be tall,
blond and have a military look about them. We all know that this is
not the absolute truth. Many Frenchman are taller than Germans
and many Germans have dark hair.
Thus most people imagine an inventor to be an old man with a
beard, shoulders bent over and working with test tubes. Obviously
that old man wears glasses and is slightly balding…
That is not me…I do not have a beard, do not wear glasses and do
not work with test tubes…Nor am I bald or have a stoop back.
Children are always astonished when I am introduced as an
inventor.
Their surprise usually lasts only a few seconds and then they start
asking questions. How do you invent things? Where do you get
your ideas? Do you make money as an inventor?
Since I am so passionate about the field of inventions, I am
always happy to answer their questions. Most of the time the same
questions come up. Many of the inventors I have met over the
years are just as curious although their questions are different.
They are mostly interested in learning about my personal
experiences and they are looking for advice. Finally, I came to the
conclusion that when you hear the same questions and repeat the
same answers over and over again, it may be time to write a book.

So I finally decided to do it. Obviously, you do not just grab a
pencil one fine morning and start writing. It is a long and
thoughtful process. I feel that the time is right for me to start
writing about the evolution of my work and my various
experiences in the field of inventions. As an inventor, I had to learn
about patents, industrial designs, copyrights, etc. Each new step I
took, each new lesson I learned - even when things went wrong –
gave me the courage pursue my work. Writing this book represents
a new challenge as well as a new learning experience.
Looking back, I have registered close to thirty inventions; some
have achieved enormous success while others are remarkable
failures. I also faced one of the worst nightmares for inventors –
losing an invention at the hands of a corrupt businessman – and
along the way I learned how strong the subconscious mind can be
and that you should trust your instincts.
With this book, I intend to demonstrate that all problems can be
overcome. An inventor learns from both failure and success, with
trusting his instincts, through observation and reflection.
You will also learn how Inventarium came into being. It all
started about thirty years ago but I am not alone in the project.
Some very important people shared my dream. First and foremost
is Jeanne, my wife and associate, who believed in my dream and
continues to contribute to its success. And we could not have done
it without our very competent staff who are absolutely passionate
about their work.
I do hope you will enjoy reading the book as much as I had fun
writing it.
Good Reading.
Daniel Paquette

Chapter 1
Necessity is the Mother of Invention
As we study the history of mankind, we notice that new products
constantly contribute to our evolution. Humans first developed
tools that made life easier. They learned to master weapons made
of stone and wood. Then they discovered how to use metal and
acquired new skills using metal weapons. At the same time, these
metals were used to make stronger, more durable tools to work the
land, to build and create new things.
The first man who perfected this technique had absolutely no idea
that his invention was changing the course of evolution.
Nobody knows who is the inventor of the wheel or where he
came from but we certainly are indebted to him. We all know we
could not live without it.
There are people who work continuously to improve our lives.
Consider electric bulbs, cars and everything else that we use daily
without even thinking about it. All these discoveries are the result
of hours, years and sometimes lifetimes of effort by inventors.
When we think of inventors, some names come to mind
immediately: Leonardo de Vinci, Thomas Edison, Joseph-Armand
Bombardier. They are the few, among the incredible number of
inventors, who have achieved fame.
Who were these men? Were they always inventors? Were they
highly educated? Did they have a lot of money?
I have asked myself these questions and searched for the answers.
I was surprised to find out that most great inventors were ordinary

men who worked relentlessly to achieve their goal. They all had in
common a very keen sense of observation. While some were lucky
enough to have the financial support of businessmen or prominent
politicians, most were nearly penniless and only had a fierce
determination to make their dreams come true.
I am no exception to the rule; however I am lucky because in my
time people welcome both useful and amusing objects.
The province of Quebec is well known for its numerous
« tinkerers ». If you have any doubts about this, just visit a few of
the many exhibitions around the province. Like me, you will ask
yourself: How come there are so many people in this province who
get so involved in the creation of an object that they will devote
most of their energy and a good part of their budget on their
project? Having pondered the matter, I believe “tinkerers” respond
to necessity.
Living in the New World, our country is “young” and when our
ancestors first settled here they brought with them only what was
strictly necessary. Climatic conditions were very different from
what they were used to in France and they had to start making
clothes, tools and homes to suit their new surroundings and the
weather. And that was just the beginning! Basically, they were
faced with the odds that would force them to tinker, to find new
ways and new means to survive. Some of these “tinkerers” became
“inventors”.
How do you evolve from “tinkerer” to inventor? What is the
difference between the inventor and the many others? Money?
Luck? Education? None of these.
The difference lies in the way one sees things, the way one thinks.
At first, both the tinkerer and the inventor react the same way.
They see a problem and try to find the solution and build the tool

or object they need. Once he has found the solution and has created
his object, the tinkerer is satisfied and he moves on to solve other
problems. On the other hand, the inventor wonders if this new
object could be useful to others. Sometimes the answer is obvious
since his friends and neighbours come and ask him if he could sell
them this new object.
The inventors are flattered at first but soon find themselves
confronted with new problems. They have to work relentlessly,
often after a hard day’s work. They sacrifice the little leisure time
as well as many a night’s sleep to develop and improve their
product.
Having indestructible faith in their invention, the inventors who
came to this new land had to find a way to market their product.
Once the product was presentable, they had to create their own
business, find the manpower to build the new products and bring it
to market.
Obviously, many of these inventors did not bring their project to
term. Few decided to leave their land to start a new business which
offered very little security compared to a farm. However, the
bolder ones did take the risk and with a good business sense and
solid support, they became rich and continued to use their
resourcefulness to help their fellowmen.
And so, whoever has the strength and the courage to leave the
ranks of “tinkerer” can join the inventors’ club. If you are
interested in this book, you are probably fascinated with this field
or you have decided that you want to join the inventors’ club and
at the same time gain recognition from your fellow-citizens. As far
as I am concerned, I took this decision a long time ago…since I
began tinkering at a very early age.

I am the sixth in a family of nine children. Needless to say,
nothing went to waste in our home. The very word was not even
pronounced in our house. I do not mean to say that we lacked the
basic necessities. My father worked as maître d’hotel on the
Canadian Pacific train and our parents always made sure we had
the essentials. However, we hardly dared think of luxuries…And
so we learned to be resourceful. I admit that I came to appreciate
the lessons learned in my youth. Had it not been so, I would never
have become an inventor. How we enjoyed tinkering with odds
and ends to create or build the objects we needed or longed for.
I must have been around five years old when I got my first
bicycle…a strange looking one built by one of my older brothers.
He used old parts which he found at the dump site of the Montreal
incinerator. I cannot recall if the wheels were 26 or 28 inches but I
do remember that I had to put my right leg through the frame to
pedal. This story may sound funny to you but what I remember is
the one big problem. A bicycle needs tires but mine did not have
any…and I was not rich!
At the time my father used to give me a nickel every fourth
Sunday. A tire cost approximately 50 cents and I could not wait
twenty months to buy new tires. Putting this money aside also
meant that I would have to go without candy for almost two years.
Since my brother had been able to build this bicycle using parts
he found at the city dump, I decided to explore the place, hoping
that I would find tires, even if they were in bad shape. I also had to
look for inner tubes.
Unfortunately, despite many visits my search was futile. Still I
was very stubborn. I wanted tires and I would get them one way or
the other. After a while, I began to doubt that I would ever find
tires and that I would not be able to ride my bike that summer.

One day, having come home again empty-handed, I sat down in
front of my bicycle, desperately seeking a solution. After a few
minutes, the answer came in a flash. It may not have been the ideal
solution but at least I would be able to use my bicycle.
On my last visit to the dump, I had noticed an old black rubber
water hose, but I had not paid any attention to it. I remembered
exactly where it was and ran back to the dump. It was still there,
waiting to be recycled. This time I also picked up some wire,
absolutely essential to my project. Luck was on my side that day
and I came home triumphantly. I first cut the hose to the right
length and tied the ends together with the wire that I have slipped
inside. And there it was! My bicycle was ready to use. It was not
the most comfortable but when you are five years old, you will
make do! I was especially happy with the fact that I would never
have a flat tire.
At about that same time, I wanted a knife and so did my friends.
We could do all sorts of things with knives: we could carve, wear
them on our belt, go hunting. We became heroic pioneers. A knife
was a must for every child living in our neighbourhood. It was out
of the question that I should ask my parents for money to buy a
knife. In any case, I did not have to ask because I had developed an
easy process to make one with the involuntary participation of
heavy machinery…The children on our street played around the
train tracks and we would place all sorts of objects on the track to
see them flattened by the train.
One day, as we were picking up one of these pieces flattened by a
train, I thought I should try my luck with a six inch nail. At first, I
was not sure that it would work. If a train could flatten a coin or a
fork, would something as solid and round as a six inch nail be
subjected to the same transformation? As I was curious, I decided
to place the nail on the track. After the train had passed, I retrieved
a flat, sufficiently rigid metal piece which, once it had been

sharpened with a metal file, gave relatively satisfying results.
However, the handle was missing. I solved the problem on the way
home.
Our neighbour, Mrs O’Kane, a nice lady who took great care of
her lawn and garden, had apple trees in her yard. She was so proud
of them. Unfortunately for her, I too liked her trees and not only
for the apples we would swipe in autumn. I thought the branches
were ideal to make a knife handle. Using my “sly Sioux Indian”
tactics, I managed to cut a branch and carved a handle for my
makeshift blade. The result was fantastic and this method was
quickly picked up by the neighbourhood boys who also wanted
knives. As for Mrs Kane’s apple trees, many a branch was cut and
made into a handle by young sculptors.
My imagination served me well in childhood. I must admit that I
was not a studious child. The fact is that I did not like school but of
course I had to attend and pass the exams to please the teachers
and my parents who would have been very angry if I failed.
Despite my lack of enthusiasm, I had to use my imagination to
pass my exams and avoid getting the strap. I was in a Catholic
school and the teachers used the strap to convince us to be more
studious. If you got the strap, you still felt the sting of the blows on
your palm for some time after and you certainly could not forget
the face of your “torturer”.
Since I dreaded corporal punishment, I would do anything to
avoid it which meant that I had to get a passing grade on my
exams. How could I cheat without getting caught?
Some of my classmates had developed different methods of
plagiarism but most of them usually got caught and we sent off to
see the “torturer”. To save my skin, I knew that I would have to
find a sure-fire way of copying without getting caught.

I was looking at the kitchen drawers when the idea popped up.
With just one movement and without any effort, they came
towards you and offered their contents. This was the kind of device
I needed if I wanted to pass all my exams with success.
I made a small plastic case which I taped under my desk. I wrote
all the information I thought I would need on both sides of a piece
of cardboard and inserted this in the plastic case. During the exam,
I would press my knee to the carton and pull it out just enough to
see my notes. It was an ingenious trick but needed some
improvement. I realized this when I had to turn over the carton to
consult the notes on the other side. I was taking a great risk of
being caught and felt a cold shiver down my spine as I made sure
that the exam supervisor was not looking my way. Even when I did
not have to turn over the carton, I was always afraid that the
supervisor would find out about my cheating and would condemn
me to the strap.
Fortunately, my method was sufficiently perfected and I never got
caught. I must admit that I used this technique only in emergency
cases. Later on, I sometimes wondered why I went to all that
trouble during my school years. Recently I was invited to speak to
a group of students at an elementary school. I told one of the
teachers about my cheating method and he laughed and told me
that I had probably studied more than most of my classmates just
by copying down the notes on my carton. That’s when I finally
understood why these notes came in handy only on a few
occasions.
Of course these are only anecdotes but as far as the tire and knife
are concerned, if I had already been an inventor at the time, I
would no doubt have continued to work on a more productive way
to make the most of it. For example, maybe I could have
developed a tubeless tire at a very affordable price.

In retrospect, although I was creating things at that time I never
dreamed that someday I would become an inventor.
As I have already mentioned, I was an average student who
sometimes behaved badly and spent more than one period in the
hallway or in detention. Sports were more important than academic
work and I devoted much more time to hockey and baseball than to
studying.
In spite of all this, I finally graduated at age 16 and joined the
ranks of the Canadian Pacific workers with my father. I found this
job more or less interesting.
In fact, I only stayed there for one year and then was hired at the
Royal Bank of Canada where I worked for two years. At 19 I
became a policeman with the Montreal Urban Community. It was a
dream come true for me.

The 80th Contingent of the MUC.
I am the fourth of the last row
starting from the left.

Being a policeman did not stop me from venturing into the
business world. These experiences were not always easy but I
learned from them. They were the building ingredients to my
present day philosophy. Some good will come from financial
setbacks if you decide not to give up and continue going even in
the face of despair. It takes courage to enter the field of inventions.
Personally my unsuccessful business undertakings had taught me
that you must never give up.

In 1978, I bought a snack-bar which I ran for two years. In early
1980, a fire destroyed the snack-bar. It was not covered by
insurance and I lost a substantial amount of money. Still I was not
discouraged and I went into partnership with associates who had
developed a revolutionary type of kitchen flooring. Business was
good until the recession of 1982 hit. People had less money and
did not dare invest in a luxury product. One of the associates got
sick and we had to close down the business. Again, I ended up
losing a large amount of money and I found a job installing
aluminium windows to pay my debts. I worked at this job for two
and a half years to clear these debts.
Thank goodness, my wife never complained that I was working
too much or about our difficult financial situation. We were now a
family since our son Eric was born just before the recession. I like
to boast that he is my best invention and over the years he has
become the best critic of my inventions.
So here I was, at 32, leading a normal life with its ups and downs,
its joys and sorrows. I had a goal in life and the financial
difficulties never discouraged me. Money is not the obstacle when
you work on an invention. You can always overcome this
problem.
At that time, I was already a “tinkerer”. I was on the brink of
crossing over from “tinkerer” to full-fledged inventor. It is in 1984,
at age 32, that unexpected circumstances led me to take this
decisive step.

Chapter 2
The Starting Point
Necessity, or as some will say, laziness is the mother of
inventions. The one who perfected the first motor-driven lawnmower was probably fed up with pushing his mower and the one
who invented the electric vacuum cleaner wanted a machine to
replace housemaids. In fact, his invention helped reduce their work
load.
As far as I am concerned, it is after a meal at a Chinese restaurant
that I decided to change my way of life. This led me to develop my
first invention.
One evening working on patrol, my partner Yvon suggested we
go eat some Chinese food. I ate so much that when I got up from
the table I was not feeling very well and even had difficulty
breathing. As we got back in our patrol car, I told my partner I was
going on a diet the very next day. I needed to lose weight and I
would start jogging again to exercise.
The next morning I put on my running shoes, stepped out and
then and there decided that I was going to train to run the halfmarathon organized by the Montreal Policemen’s Brotherhood. We
were already at the beginning of April and the competition was
held in mid-May which left me little time to get in shape for the
event. My brother Denis decided to join me and we trained
together. He encouraged me to reach my goal. I was very serious
throughout my training and I completed the twenty kilometer race
without too much pain. Denis was just as thrilled as I was at having
accomplished what had seemed impossible at first and we swore
that we would run the Montreal marathon that same year. We had
four months to train.

On the day of the marathon, I was in great shape and was excited
to be among the thousands of runners. I finished the race in four
hours and twenty-six minutes and will always remember how
happy I felt as I crossed the finish line. I shed tears of joy and I
realized that once I had taken a decision, nothing could stop me.
I shared this thought with my brother. We were sitting on the
grass in Lafontaine Park, feeling tired yet so happy at the same
time. Denis was quiet for a few seconds and then he said that it
would be great if all eight brothers could run the next Montreal
marathon. His suggestion soon became my obsession. The very
next day I began thinking of all the right arguments to convince my
brothers. As the hockey training season was beginning the next
week and we were all on the same team, it was a good time to talk
to my brothers. They were not hard to convince. There were a few
protests but eventually everyone decided to participate. To further
motivate them, I told them about my intention to contact the
Guinness group. Maybe we could get in the record book if all eight
brothers finished the race. Six weeks later, the editor wrote back to
say that if we succeeded, we would appear in the next edition of
the Guinness Book of World Records.
The challenge was important. We had to train seriously and I had
to keep our group motivated. I enjoyed training and I wanted my
brothers to share my view. If one of them felt that training for this
race was too demanding, he would drop out. I had to make sure
that each training session also meant sharing fun time together.
After all, running 42.195 kilometers is no picnic…
I planned our family training sessions on Wednesday evenings
and waited for my brothers at home. We then got into four cars and
headed towards Lafontaine Park.

We parked two cars and everybody got into the other two cars to
go to the corner of Viau and Rosemont which marked the
beginning of the final 25 kilometer lap for the Montreal marathon.
Things usually went pretty well. Our father waited for us at the
finish line with beer and pizza. I used old water powered fire
extinguishers to make portable showers so that we could freshen
up in the park. These showers were simple yet practical. All I did
was change the hose and attach a shower head to a new plastic
hose and fill the cylinder with enough air to obtain sufficient
pressure.
Yet, despite the fun and games, a few of my brothers still needed
more convincing to stay in training. I was particularly worried that
three of them might let us down. Bernard and Gaetan were hesitant
but still came to the training sessions. Gerard, on the other hand,
seemed to lack motivation and more often than not did not show up
on Wednesday evenings. On a few occasions I invited an expert
runner, such as Jo Mallejac or Normand Tremblay, to boost the
moral of our group. Gerard would usually show up at these
sessions but his heart was not in it.
Finally, with four months to go before the marathon, I found the
way to convince him. On that particular day, I had organized a race
starting from Jacques-Cartier Bridge to our parents’ house in East
end Montreal. Gerard participated in the race as it was Mother’s
Day and we had a family gathering after our training session.
I knew that Gerard’s three sons were his pride and joy so I
decided that they would be the determining factor if he was to run
with us. As he ran at a slower pace, I stayed behind with him and
made conversation. I started with small talk on running and went
on to talk about his sons and how they would feel when they would
see him complete the marathon. “Your sons will be so proud to tell
all their friends at school that their father ran the marathon and that

his name is in the Guinness Book of Word Records.” That was
enough to spur him on and give him the energy to keep going.
The very next day, Gerard called me to ask when our next
training session was. He started training alone every day and with
the rest of us on Wednesdays. He even took it upon himself to
convince Gaetan of the benefits of running…I had won the first
round.
It is at that time that I came up with my first official invention,
the “Jog’O”, two small water containers shaped like a D that you
hold in each hand. They help you to work the muscles in your
upper body as you run. The advantage of these is undeniable: at the
start, they are relatively heavy and provide a good workout for the
muscles; along the way, they provide water for the runner and
prevent heat-stroke; the more you drink, the lighter they get and
the runner does not tire as fast as those who carry small metal
dumbbells while running.
I got this idea quite simply. I had been training for several months
and was reading on the subject, I noted that it was always strongly
recommended to drink during training to avoid heat-stroke. A heatstroke is the result of dehydration and causes headaches and
nausea. You need to drink a lot of water to prevent it. It is
especially important as a heat-stroke can be deadly…
I wanted to run but I did not want to get sick. I phoned the
Montreal Marathon office to ask them what the other runners did
to solve this problem. Jo Mallejac, the public relations director,
told me that many runners would drive around the circuit and hide
water bottles at regular intervals. Others would have a relative or
friend follow them on a bicycle and hand them a water bottle when
necessary.

I was disappointed with these answers. I believed that there must
be another way to solve this problem. I started using a hockey
water bottle. It was not so bad but it had some unpleasant
downsides. First of all the bottle was too big and too heavy and I
had to transfer it from one hand to the other constantly. That was
only part of the problem. Like most runners, I would put Vaseline
in my armpits to prevent skin irritation. As there was always some
left on my hands, the bottle would be slippery.
In fact, carrying a water bottle took the fun out of my favorite
sport.
Then one day as I was running on Sherbrooke Street, I noticed
another runner holding small metal dumbbells in his hands to
exercise the muscles in his upper body. Although they provided a
good workout, he still had no water to drink. I also figured that
after 15 or 20 kilometers, these dumbbells must feel three or four
times heavier as he started to get more tired. That is when I came
up with my idea. If we could buy small dumbbells filed with water,
it would be possible to train the upper body muscles and drink
water. The longer you run, the less water you have in the
dumbbells, therefore they are not as heavy and you do not feel so
tired. Now I just had to find the ideal shape to prevent them from
slipping from the hands.
As soon as I got home, I sat down at my drawing table and after a
few hours, I was sure that I had found the ideal shape. At least, that
is what I thought. Feeling that I was on the right track, I went
around the sport shops to see if anything similar existed. I found
none so I decided to have them manufactured. Up to this point, I
had been “tinkering” however I kept working on it until I had
perfected it and finally brought it to market where it is still sold
today.

The Jog'O
ready for market

As soon as I got a few samples made, I went around various
exhibitions to sell them and offered them to runners. I had also
decided to use the Montreal marathon to boost sales. Jo Mallejac
offered his support but there was another problem to solve. To
make it into the Guinness Book of World Records, you must not
receive any money to achieve your exploit. We were not trying to
get rich by running the marathon. We, the Paquette brothers, had
decided to run to help the Society for the Handicapped Children of
Quebec. This was an excellent way to advertise my product and at
the Montreal Show for Runners, I announced that the proceeds of
the sale of the Jog’O would go to this Society.
We had already held a spaghetti supper and sold pins for the
Society which raised $6000 for this charitable organization before
the race.
On September 22, 1985 at 5:30 a.m. all my brothers came to my
house before going to Sainte-Helene Island for the start of the race.
Journalists and cameramen were waiting for us there but we did
not feel like talking to them right away.

At 9:20 the race was under way. Running with my brothers, I
looked back on the whole year that had just passed; an exhausting
year trying to motivate my group, answering questions for
journalists, doing radio and television interviews, working on my
Jog’O. I was tired but very proud of the results. There was only
one downside to this story. I wish our sister Francine could have
taken part in this marathon. Unfortunately she had to quit after a
few months of training to have a liver operation and her
convalescence did not allow her to get back to training in time to
run the Montreal marathon.
I arrived at the finish line in just over four hours. Michel, Bernard
and Gerard came next. Three other brothers had already crossed
the finish line and we were overjoyed especially when Gerard
arrived. We were told at this time that we had beaten the record of
six Australian brothers, an information that had been withheld
from us until then.
There was only one brother missing. Gaetan had not arrived yet
despite his determination to complete the race. He deserved a lot of
merit just for entering the race. When he started training he
weighed over 200 pounds and smoked three packs a day. After a
few weeks, he was already in better shape. He quit smoking and
lost weight. Still, he had a business to run and his training schedule
was often quite hectic.
Three weeks before the marathon, he still had not found his
running rhythm and was losing hope, thinking that he would never
be able to finish the competition. Normand Tremblay, a fellow
police officer who had run over 50 marathons, suggested that it
might be easier if he sprinted over short distances followed by
speed walking. Gaetan found this technique interesting and
believed that he could get through the marathon this way.

Nonetheless we were all starting to despair when, after six hours
and five minutes, he finally appeared with the last group. We had
just achieved the impossible. For the first time in history, eight
brothers had crossed the finish line of an international marathon.
We received congratulations all around and celebrated our team
victory, the best ever.

Mission
accomplished

Back at home a few hours later, champagne was flowing. I was
remembering that moment when I had first talked about this
project in the hockey locker room a year earlier. I realized then that
with unfailing will you can succeed even if it might seem
impossible at the beginning.
This lesson would serve me well through all my future projects…

Chapter 3
My First Invention
The year 1985 was coming to an end on a great note. For the
Paquette brothers, it was a dream come true. For myself, I had
been able to market my Jog’O. Thanks to these little bottles, it was
now possible to train better and safely. I had worked relentlessly to
perfect these water dumbbells and even more to market them.
The Montreal Marathon and the performance of the Paquette
brothers had indeed been uplifting. While training it was by chance
and through observation that I had found the solution to my
problem. During the process of creating the water-filled plastic
dumbbells, I could see myself at the head of a large company
selling millions of these bottles. Secretly I was hoping that one day
everyone training for the Marathon would have their Jog’O.
But things were not that simple. I should have known that but I
was training with my brothers at the time and my enthusiasm
prevented me from seeing things clearly. Since I found nothing
that looked like my bottles in stores, I decided to have them
manufactured. I talked it over with a few runners, naively thinking
that we could order twenty or thirty pairs of the dumbbells for as
little as $25 or $30 each. Reality soon kicked in…
I was trying to find potential buyers. My brother Gerard thought I
had a great idea and advised me to go to Invent-Q to see how I
could protect it. At this time, I knew nothing about patents or how
to obtain one or even about the very existence of Invent-Q. My
brother’s recommendations flattered me as I realized that my
water-filled dumbbells could possibly solve a problem for runners
all over the world!

On the way to Invent-Q I already saw myself as a millionaire. I
firmly believed that my mini-dumbbells would sell like hotcakes
and that every marathon runner would want to have them. The road
to success was much longer than expected, but to this day, I am
convinced that without that optimism I would have dropped
everything then and there.
On my first visit to Invent-Q, I felt a warm welcome. I met the
President, Jacques Tremblay. I explained the reason for my visit
and he immediately opened a file in my name. I gave him a
document containing a brief description of my water-filled
dumbbells and a drawing which he put in the file. As required, I
also became a member of Invent-Q.
Everything had to be done in the presence of a witness and so the
secretary, Sylvie Tremblay, was at the meeting. It was a short
meeting but Mr. Tremblay took the time to say that he thought my
idea was excellent. He introduced me to the other members of the
group: his wife Marguerite and Jean-Louis Simard. He repeated
that my invention seemed quite clever.
They all started asking questions about it. Jean-Louis Simard
wanted to know the name of my invention. I had thought about
“water fists” (poings-d’eau in French). They all disagreed and said
it would be better to find a name that could be used in English as
well as in French. Together we tried to come up with a better
name. Finally the word “Jog’O” was the unanimous choice even if
we agreed that the word “eau” (French for water) meant nothing in
English.
Then Sylvie Tremblay had a flash of genius and suggested we
replace the apostrophe in Jog’O with a water drop. That idea was
immediately adopted. Mr. Tremblay went on to say that it is not
easy to become an inventor and that I would have to work very
hard to succeed. I had no idea of what I was getting into at this

point. Just before I left his office, he asked me what I intended to
do with all the money I would make with my invention. I said my
dream was to run in the Hawaii triathlon.
He smiled and replied that if I showed a lot of determination and
tenacity, I may not participate in the triathlon but would eventually
be able to attend. The very next day, following the advice of the
Invent-Q group, I decided to look into the manufacturing process. I
had absolutely no idea about the requirements but I was very
enthusiastic and believed that it was enough to make up for my
lack of knowledge.
Since the dumbbells had to be made of plastic, I looked through
the phone book to find a plastic bottle manufacturer. I chose
Bromar Plastic, mainly because they were located in Ville
d’Anjou, close to my home. I called the company and told them I
had invented a water bottle for joggers. The receptionist set an
appointment for the next morning. There I met a young man in
charge of production, Martin Keat, the owner’s son.
I was dressed in my policeman’s uniform and he made a few
jokes about the police as I followed him into his office. There were
shelves on one wall with all sorts of bottles on display. I was
fascinated by the wide variety of models and examined them to see
if I could spot one that might look like mine.
Although I felt that my idea was protected by Invent-Pro, I
worried that someone might steal it. However, I did have to show
my drawings to Martin Keat and he wanted to keep them to
prepare a proposal. I must admit that I did not feel comfortable
with this especially since I knew that Keat was an amateur jogger
himself and he could very well see how my bottle could solve
many runners’ problems. He managed to gain my trust by briefly
explaining the different steps involved in manufacturing plastic
bottles. Indeed, he seemed almost as excited as I was. And so I left

the drawings with him after he promised to meet me again the next
morning.
However, twenty-four hours later, my enthusiasm began to melt
when Martin told me that we would probably need two molds to
manufacture my product. This was very costly and I was already
heavily in debt. There was no way I could borrow such a large sum
of money. It was impossible for me to go any further and I
explained the situation to Martin.
To add to my disappointment, Martin told me that I would have
to modify the shape of the bottles since they required too much
work and the technical difficulties to produce them would be too
costly. Still he said that I had a good idea and that if I could come
up with a simpler model, he would be willing to help me. He knew
someone who worked on plastic molds and said this man was
interested in investing in my product. I had no other choice at this
point as I really needed to have some samples.
A week later the contract was signed. Heinz Jacobelli was hired
to prepare the molds. It was the perfect partnership. Jacobelli
would make the molds; Martin Keat would manufacture the bottles
and I would sell them. Wonderful! Alas! Things did not turn out to
be so easy. First of all, Heinz Jacobelli confirmed that it was
impossible to make a mold in the shape I had designed. Martin
Keat again asked me to modify my drawings and he explained in
detail all the steps and requirements involved in the manufacturing
of a mold.
I was already working at two full time jobs. Where would I find
the time to solve this problem? I spent every spare minute working
on it but could not find the solution. I thought of a small dumbbell
which could be strapped on the wrist with a Velcro fastener and a
chronometer attached to it. Adding a chronometer did nothing to
solve the problem but I was fixated with it. I kept thinking about it

day and night but could not come up with a better idea. What I
really wanted and needed was a water container that would not slip
in my hands and would help train the muscles in my upper body.

Sketch of my idea
as filed at Invent-Q

A few weeks after my discussion with Heinz Jacobelli, I was in
the patrol car when the solution appeared right before my eyes. I
was looking at the supermarket store sign ‘Dominion’ when I
suddenly realized “That’s it!” The first letter, the huge D, looked
like a dumbbell with a handle to keep it from slipping out of the
hands.
The more I looked at this big D, the more it made sense.
According to Heinz Jacobelli’s comments, it would be easy to
create this shape and make a mold and the bottle cap could be on
the top. I was so convinced I had the ideal solution that I did not
make a drawing. Instead I carved the design in a piece of wood
which I painted and lacquered in just a few hours. Then I rushed to
show it to my associates. It was immediately accepted and the
production could begin. However I had to drop the idea of adding a
chronometer.

Logo of
Dominion’s store
and Jog’O

The product seemed quite simple but it was incredibly complex to
make. Once my “sculpture” was approved, it had to be sent to an
industrial designer. You could say he is a professional sculptor
who knows everything about molds. The designer chosen to give
the final shape to the Jog’O was Mr. Horst from Pierrefonds. He is
the one who added the indents to give a better grip and maximize
comfort. The assistance of a professional designer is important to
ensure that the final product will be satisfactory. The design is a
determining factor to attract potential customers. The distinction
between a good or a bad design is what makes all the difference
once you get the product to market. In it lies the difference
between success and failure.
After the model is approved, the industrial designer cuts the piece
of wood he has carved into two pieces which are used to make the
epoxy molds. The second step is simple. He must reproduce the
shape of the wooden pieces by dipping them in a liquid hardening
substance. When the product is dry, he just has to remove the
wooden pieces to expose the molds. He used epoxy to make the
Jog’O pieces because it becomes as hard as cement when it dries.
Then the epoxy mold is put in a duplicator, a machine which
makes an aluminium or steel cast reproducing all the features of
the mold. This is a trying time for the inventor since it can take
from 10 to 15 weeks to complete the work. It is also the most
expensive part of the process and each step involves numerous
adjustments.

Personally, I felt these adjustments were never-ending and was
anxious to see the finished product. However, there was still a lot
of work left. Once the adjustments were finally made, we had a
trial production. We found that the pieces did not have the exact
proper fit, the bottleneck was defective, the bottle leaked, etc. Each
time, I went home empty-handed and frustrated because I had not
expected it would take so long. With time, I learned that these
numerous adjustments are part of the process to manufacture a
quality product.
Needless to say, the factory still has a normal production schedule
even if you have a new product to manufacture. The manufacturer
must respect these schedules and if the trial product is not
satisfactory, another date is set. These waiting periods are almost
unbearable. It took five months to finally have my Jog’O. When I
saw the first bottle come out of the machine, I felt almost the same
emotion as when my child was born. That evening we celebrated
with champagne.
It was well that we did because, contrary to what I thought, mass
production was not yet under way. There were numerous technical
problems. For example, the molds had to be adjusted at least ten
times to solve the leakage problem and each time the process took
several weeks. Fortunately I had my samples and I decided to start
showing them around, despite the manufacturing defect. I was
confident that the problem was temporary and that I would soon
have an excellent finished product.
But first I had to solve another problem. I could not put a screw
cap on the Jog’O. How could the runner hold a Jog’O in each hand
and unscrew the cap to take a sip of water. I visited at least a dozen
bottle cap makers but could not find what I needed.

I did not want a screw cap and I did not want the water to spill
either. I found the solution by chance one day in the kitchen
cabinet under the sink. I had been looking all over the province and
here it was on the bottle of dishwashing liquid! In the meantime,
Invent-Q confirmed that there was nothing similar to my dumbbell
water bottle on the market. I was pleased with the news but not
really surprised since I was confident that I was the first one to
come up with this idea.
The last adjustments were completed and I finally had leak-proof
Jog’O bottles. I could put my claims to the test and see if runners
were ready and willing to use this new product. After all, there is
no use in introducing a new product on the market if nobody wants
it. I decided to play the stakes. The best way to promote my
product was to have world famous athletes try them.
The first person I approached was Jo Malléjac. It took less than
10 minutes to convince him that I had a great product. Still he
wanted to try it before endorsing it. I readily gave him a pair of
Jog’O. A few days later, he invited me to his office. He liked the
product so much that he was willing to recommend it. He gave me
the following letter.
CERTIFICATION
We, the undersigned, certify that we have tried and
tested the Jog’O water dumbbells on several occasions
and have found them to be very useful to long distance
runners.
They are lightweight, compact and essential for long
training sessions where it is important to stay hydrated.
One can easily carry both natural water and sweetened
water (the regular water in one bottle and water with
added glucose in the other).

There is no doubt that this invention solves one of the
most important problems for marathon runners. We
recommend these bottles to everyone who practises
regularly.
Jo Mallejac
Riding high on the wave of this first victory, I decided to knock
on the door of another notorious runner, Normand Tremblay.
Although he was a policeman, I had never met him. I asked a
fellow officer to introduce me to him. At our first meeting, I
handed him a pair of Jog’O. I asked him to use them and let me
know if he liked them.
Tremblay had already run 48 marathons. Even though he had
been in a severe car crash and had suffered multiple injuries
including broken bones, damaged vertebrae, cracked ribs, he
continued to compete. At the time of his accident, doctors had told
him he would be in traction for up to six weeks and then in
wheelchair for an undetermined period. He would probably have to
learn to walk again. As for running, the doctors said he would have
to learn to stand on his two feet first…
He was not one to be easily discouraged. He was released from
the hospital in a wheelchair in December and ran his first kilometer
in January. It was painful and took 25 minutes to complete but it
was a beginning. To this day, Tremblay has run more than 80
marathons. I was very impressed by his story and knew that he was
respected by all the other runners. I was aware that his comments
would be invaluable. They came a few months later at a time
where I really needed something to lift my spirits.
I had received another encouraging letter just before Normand
Tremblay wrote to me. It was from Doctor François Croteau,

medical director for the International Montreal Marathon. He said
he was very satisfied with my product.
I thank you for the water dumbbells Mr. Jo Mallejac
brought me along with the documents related to these. I
noted that you added a little sticker that reflects the
light and provides added security for the runner. This is
an excellent idea.
I am certainly in favour of your invention because we
all know that dehydration is a problem for long
distance runners. It is important to note that long the
distance runner must drink a lot of water in the 45
minutes prior to the start of a race. We recommend 500
to 600 ml of water. If the exercise lasts more than 40
minutes, he should drink 250 to 300 ml every 20
minutes.
Based on this recommendation, it is safe to say that the
athlete can run for nearly one hour and a half without
risking dehydration, except if the weather is extremely
hot and humid. Therefore I believe your invention will
be very helpful for runners. I hope they will use them
wisely and wish you good luck.
Dr Francois Croteau
I received this letter in November 1985. I was discouraged at the
time because sales of the Jog’O were not going very well. If the
product had been launched five months earlier, I probably would
have made a fortune. But jogging was no longer the “in” sport and
was being replaced by cycling. Businessmen invested more readily
in this new passion. Although everybody found my product
interesting, there was no one willing to distribute it.

Normand Tremblay
and Jo Mallejac
using my Jog’O
for their training

My financial situation was not improving either. I needed money
to pay for the patents on my Jog’O. I had my regular job as a
policeman, a part-time job installing aluminum windows and
worked on week-ends at a roller skating rink to try to make enough
money to pay for the patents.
My associates were getting impatient. Sales were at a standstill.
Four or five months after the first order, only a hundred pairs had
been sold. This was not very interesting for them.
I was also worried because I knew that Martin Keat and Heinz
Jacobelli had put a lot of time and money in this project but had
received nothing in return. The pressure was almost unbearable
and what made it worse was that I had applied for Canadian and
American patents and I had to raise $7000 for these within the next
six months.
To tell the truth, I was at my wits’ end. The pressure and the
anxiety were becoming unbearable. I was working at the roller
skating rink one Saturday evening when a fight broke out. I
intervened and sent a few of the belligerents outside. They came
back with baseball bats and broke some of the windows. That did
it; I could not take it anymore.
I decided to call it quits - the patents, the jobs, the associates. I
told my boss at the roller skating rink that I was never coming
back. That night I went to bed and slept soundly for the first time
in a long while. I felt liberated.

However the next morning, I woke up to a different tune.
Normand Tremblay phoned and asked me what was happening
with the Jog’O. He said everybody wanted them but nobody knew
where to buy them. At first I thought that Normand knew about my
decision and he wanted to spur me on, to tell me that you cannot
give up once you have started something. Coming from him, the
message gave me the courage to go on. I never regretted it.
My associates were complaining about the poor sales and I
understood their disappointment. They had supported me and
believed in my product but after a few months, we had barely sold
one hundred pairs. The problem was that with my busy work
schedules I had very little time to spend on promoting sales. The
few days off I did have, I spent at exhibitions to show my Jog’O.
What I really needed was a strong sales network to help distribute
the product.
The day after Normand’s telephone call, I met with Martin Keat.
In spite of the circumstances, the meeting was cordial. I explained
to him that I could not do more to promote the Jog’O. There was
just too much pressure on my shoulders. I asked him how much it
would cost for the mold and to buy back the contract.
Martin seemed relieved with my proposition. He promised to
discuss it with Heinz Jacobelli and to get back to me soon.
My offer was to buy back the contract and the mold for $6000.
We agreed on quarterly payments of $500. Bromar Plastics would
continue to be the exclusive manufacturer of the Jog’O until the
total amount of $6000 was reimbursed. This offer was accepted a
few days later.
I came out of this meeting feeling much better and convinced that
now I could do anything I wanted with my invention.

My partners may have found an honourable way out but I was left
with a problem. I had to market my product. Looking back, I still
wonder how far obligation, or even despair, will force someone to
go beyond their limits. Coming out of the meeting, I knew I had to
change the situation. The sales were not going well because there
was nobody to take care of them. I had been unsuccessful in
finding the right distributor but now I had to hire someone to
represent my product.
I had a friend in this line of work and I asked him if he would be
interested in the Jog’O. He explained how things worked. This was
all new to me and I had no idea that business could be as complex,
even on the local level. Unfortunately he was unable to handle my
product, but he told me his father worked for the Ministry of
Commerce and Industry and he could give me more information
and help me find the right individuals to help me.
The interview with his father went very well and he agreed to
help me. I was not asking for a subsidy. I just wanted to meet
someone who would be willing to take care of distribution while I
would continue to promote my product.
My wish was granted.
Thanks to this government official’s help, I was able to contact
Ronald Bannon, the president of a Montreal business specializing
in the distribution of sporting goods. He had successfully handled
the distribution of another sport product and was looking for a new
product to keep his business going.
Mr. Bannon had already heard about my product from the people
at the government agency and so I did not have to explain it to
him. He already had a contract for me stipulating that I would give
him the exclusive distribution rights for Canada and the United

States. In return, I would receive 6% royalties on each pair of
Jog’O sold.
I did not totally trust this man but his offer allowed me to keep
my jobs and the royalties would help me pay for the patents.
To tell the truth, I was in a bind and was ready to accept any
offer. My lawyer realized this and after lengthy negotiations with
Bannon, he advised me not to sign. He considered that some of
Bannon’s demands were unacceptable and he did not really like the
businessman’s attitude. My lawyer fought to protect some points
which Bannon systematically refused. The deal almost failed to go
through.
Feeling cornered, I signed the contract on December 23, 1985
against the advice of my lawyer. Once again, I felt liberated.
No longer having to worry about sales, I devoted all my energies
towards raising the money I needed to pay for the patent
applications which were due a few weeks later. There was no
turning back now, not after I had been involved in the process for
over nine months.
First I had gone to Invent-Q and filed a « Request for Grant of a
Patent » which was sent to London for official registration. This
temporary protection cost around $800 at the time and set the date
for the official patent application. After this due date, anyone can
manufacture a product similar to yours and there is nothing you
can do about it. So any serious inventor will want to respect the
deadline even if it is possible to renew the request under certain
conditions. This document is relatively inexpensive and the
priority date is recognized in over 90 countries in the world. It also
allows the inventor additional delays so that he may continue to
work on his product and improve it.

Inventors will also take advantage of this time to see if there is an
interest for their product and decide whether or not to apply for the
official patent. This official patent costs between $3500 and $4000
depending on the country. The “Request for Grant of a Patent”
becomes very important at this time since the date set on this
document appears on the patent application. If an inventor wants to
delay his patent application, he can renew for another year as long
as confidentiality has been maintained but he loses the priority date
set by the first request. This is the reason why it is important to do
a patent search to ensure that no other patent for a similar product
has been filed during the year that has gone by. This verification
will avoid disappointments and added expenses.
I was convinced that the contract signed with Bannon would help
me even if I could not count on the sales benefits to pay for my
patents which were rather expensive. Filing the patents in Canada
and the United States cost $7000 and I had to delay filing for
European and Australian patents which required an initial deposit
of $6000.

My first official patent

I was in a rather difficult position. I wanted the patents and I was
trying very hard to raise the money. The filing date was set for
June 24. I had managed to pay the $7,000 to register the Canadian
and American patents but I did not have the $6,000 required by the
firm Robic and Robic to file patent requests in Europe and
Australia. To obtain these patents would cost me a total of
$11,000.
One again, I felt I had reached a dead end. I had come this far and
now I had to find a solution because I did not want to lose my
rights to European patents.
What headaches! The person I finally turned to for help was my
accountant. At the same time as I was involved with the process of
obtaining patents, I had chosen to invest, along with two fellow
policemen, in a class 31 building which would give us a tax break.
This is when I met Pierre Jubinville. My colleague had introduced
me as an inventor and the accountant had been curious to find out
more. After a brief discussion, he said that he knew quite a few
people who might be willing to invest in my venture.
I had not called him back at the time. However his name came to
mind in June when I was trying to raise the money to protect my
rights in Europe and Australia. I telephoned and he immediately
recognized me and agreed to meet me the same day.
The meeting was brief but very direct. I explained that I wanted
to find investors ready to buy 50% of my European and Australian
patents for $6,000. It was June 22 and we had until the next day at
5 p.m. to settle this. The next morning, he called me to say that a
group of businessmen, including himself, were ready to invest this
sum and that I should come to his office.
With a sigh of relief I said that I would call him back. First I had
to convince the patent agent at Robic and Robic to prepare the

patent requests and registration before 5 p.m. This was going to be
tough. I would have to prove very convincing to obtain the
cooperation of this ultra conservative French lawyer.
I arrived at Robic and Robic with the cheque Pierre Jubinville had
handed me. I can still see my agent’s face when I charged into his
office. His first thought was probably to throw me out but he
figured that nothing would stop me now. So the paperwork was
completed! I had won an important battle even if I had lost 50% of
the European and Australian patents…
It had been a few months since I had signed the contract with
Bannon but for some reason, I felt that things were not right. He
was supposed to send me a quarterly sales report including a
cheque for the rights to sell the Jog’O. In January we had attended
a national sports accessories fair. The public’s response had
seemed very positive. Bannon also talked about interesting
prospects on several occasions, and especially when he came back
from a tour of the province. Everything seemed to be going very
well except for that clause in the contract that prevented me from
selling a single pair of the Jog’O myself.
At the end of the first trimester, I had scrupulously respected the
terms of our agreement and I was excited to see the sales report
and more so to receive the royalties. How I needed that money!
When I received the first envelope containing the quarterly report,
I remember that I put it up to the light, closed one eye and tried to
guess the amount on the cheque. At the same time, my whole body
felt relaxed: the months of sacrifice and hard work were going to
be rewarded and our financial situation was finally improving.
The envelope was thick and I could not see through it. My heart
was pounding as I opened it. I was bitterly deceived to find only a
sales report but no cheque.

I failed to understand what was going on. Of course the report
was relevant but I was really expecting the cheque that was
supposed to be enclosed. I phoned Bannon and demanded
explanations. He answered that most stores had not yet paid for
their orders and that I would be receiving royalties with the next
sales report. Although very disappointed, I accepted this
explanation. At least the sales report indicated that already forty
sporting goods stores had the Jog’O in stock. That was not so
bad…
During the next few months, I spoke to Bannon several times
over the phone. According to him, things were going well and
there was no reason to worry.
We were at the close of the second trimester. I received another
sales report but no cheque.
I wanted to believe that everything would be all right but I was
starting to have doubts and called Bannon. I was lucky enough to
reach him before he moved. He explained that he was closing his
downtown office and was going to work from a basement office in
his Laval home. He could not give me any details about the sales
of the Jog’O because all the documents were packed in boxes.
Again he promised to settle everything at the end of the next
trimester.

I could not believe it…
At the same time, I knew that there was nothing I could do about
it. Summer was almost over and sales would start to dwindle. I
would have to wait to the end of the next trimester.

During the following weeks, I had several telephone
conversations with Bannon. At the end of the third trimester, he
sent me a sales report but again no cheque.
This time, I insisted on a meeting. Evidently, he was not
interested in seeing me. He explained that he was having money
problems and could not pay me what he owed in the near future.
I realized there was nothing I would get from this individual and
told him that I was ready to cancel the contract. He could keep the
money he owed me if he agreed to the cancellation. He seemed a
bit surprised by my proposition and promised to call me back as
soon as possible.
Three days later, Bannon called and announced that he had
spoken with his lawyer and that he was willing to cancel if I paid
him $30,000 to compensate for his loss as there were two years
remaining on the contract.
I almost fell off my chair! Despite the shock, I decided to play his
game. I asked him to send me this proposition in writing. Three
days later, I received a letter from his lawyer’s office. It was signed
by Bannon and explained that I could cancel our contract for
$30,000. I was in a fuming rage. Eventually, after the anger
subsided, I had this letter framed.
After I calmed down, I went to see my lawyer with the contract.
He looked it over and pointed that there was a clause that clearly
specified that if the dues were not paid within three days after the
end of each trimester, the contract became void. A letter was sent
to Bannon.
A little while later, someone told me that Bannon had mentioned
that he was going to sue me for breach of contract but I actually
never heard from him again.

The lawyer I had met and who had sent the letter to Bannon was
in fact one of the four investors who had bought 50% of my
European and Australian patents. I had told him during our
meeting that I was interested in buying back my patents and asked
him to discuss with the group to see how much they would want. A
few days later, the accountant Pierre Jubinville told me I could buy
back my rights for $6,000, the exact amount that the group had
initially invested. Better yet, they set no time limit for me to pay
back this amount. This was an exceedingly generous offer and he
explained that it was because he had never met someone with so
much determination. This debt has long since been repaid and to
this day Pierre Jubinville is still my accountant.
So here I was, one year and a half later, back to square one.
However, I was not empty-handed. I had the molds for my
invention and held all the rights and patents. The product was sold
in many stores and becoming well known all over the province. Of
course the family’s participation in the marathon helped but it got a
major boost from Bertrand Raymond of the Journal de Montréal
who was so enthusiastic about the product that he wrote a full page
article in the newspaper.

Chapter 4
Not Always Easy To Be an Inventor
As I went around the different trade shows such as the Montreal
International Exhibition or the Summer Sports Show, I was
surprised by the reaction of some people. They examined the
Jog’O, found them interesting but asked me if I was going to
invent another type of container that could be used by crosscountry skiers or at carnivals. This got me thinking.
Evidently people were looking for a multi-purpose container. I
thought about a container that might fit on ski poles but quickly
dropped this idea. The skier would have to raise his pole to take a
drink and furthermore the water would most likely freeze.
Still, there was a demand for a new product and if I could come
up with one, I would have a new source of income. This container
could be sold to all athletes and even during events such as the
Quebec Winter Carnival. My financial worries would be a thing of
the past and I could use this money to promote my Jog’O.
The demand was for an inexpensive, versatile container that could
be used year-round. In fact, it was just the opposite of my Jog’O. I
knew I had to find some way of creating a simple product to satisfy
everyone’s needs. Also several persons had assured me that if I
could come up with just the right container it would replace the
Quebec Carnival cane.
So I started work by examining this famous cane carefully to
pinpoint the negative aspects of the product. First of all, it cost $8:
too expensive. Second, there was a screw cap on it: not very handy
on a very cold day. It was also rather big so that you had to hold it
in your hands all the time. Consequently if you did not want the
contents to freeze, you had to fill it with an alcoholic beverage as
everything else would freeze. Also, this cane was cumbersome and

even when empty you still had to carry it as it would not fit in your
pocket. Finally it was intended for use just during the carnival.
Having noted the problems, I was ready to find the solution.
I thought about it for a whole month without visualizing what I
really wanted. Then one night, as I lay in bed, an idea popped
up…a flask…but a new kind. It would be smaller and it would be
held with a rope that could go around the neck and you could put it
inside your coat. Then you could fill it with anything you wanted,
not just alcohol. I would replace the screw cap with the same cap I
had on the Jog’O. Finally the flask would have two flat sides on
which the sponsors could advertise their products at minimal cost.
The more I thought about it, the more I could see a finished
product. So I got out of bed and went to my garage to make a
model of this flask. I took out my carving knives and started
working on it without looking at the time.
A few days later, I had finished the prototype. It was so well
sculpted and shiny due to several coats of varnish that people
thought it was made of plastic and wanted to buy the prototype.
This gave me a new idea.

My son Eric
with my prototypes

If the flask looked like the real thing enough to confuse some
people, maybe I could try to sell the product even if I did not yet

have the molds. I called on Mr. Marcel Dion, the main supplier of
promotional items for the Quebec Winter Carnival, and arranged to
meet with him. This was in July and if things worked out I would
have just enough time to manufacture the product.
Mr. Dion seemed interested in finding a new container to replace
the traditional carnival cane. We agreed to meet when he came to
Montreal two weeks later.
I intended to carry off this transaction and wanted to impress Mr.
Dion at all cost. With the meeting fifteen days away, I went back
to my workshop and made more than a dozen flasks of different
colours. I applied several coats of varnish to make them look like
plastic and took several photos of my little wooden flasks.
My plan was simple: I would meet Mr. Dion with a flask hanging
from my neck and would show him the photos of the other
containers to pretend that they were already being manufactured. I
had also placed stickers on each side of the flasks. On one side was
the name of a sponsor of the carnival and on the other was the face
of Bonhomme Carnaval. I put a carnival sticker on the flask that I
would be wearing around my neck for the interview.
Mr. Dion was a short, stocky man with a stern face with no time
to waste. I was able to convince him to buy my flasks and he
placed an order for 5000. It was a relatively small order for such a
big event but at least it proved that the product was interesting. I
had to admit to him that the product was not manufactured yet but
promised to contact him as soon as production got under way. I
certainly had no intention of losing the Quebec Winter Carnival as
a customer.
Unfortunately, I did lose the contract a few months later. They
told me that the Carnival organizers were not interested in the flask
because people would put alcohol in it. I was stunned by this
response but later learned that they still had 68,000 canes to sell, so
they did not want to invest in a new product.

When I left the meeting with Mr. Dion, I felt assured that my
product could be successful. I immediately went to see the
industrial designer, Jacques Nicol. He had been recommended by
another company who did not manufacture small objects. Mr.
Nicol worked out of his home and conducted his business meetings
in his kitchen. When I arrived at his house, there was already
another gentleman there, Mr. Denis Labelle.
It was obvious that I was hesitant in speaking openly about my
new product in front of this stranger. However Mr. Nicol told me
that Mr. Labelle fabricated molds and that he could eventually
work on my product. Since Mr. Nicol trusted this man, I showed
them my flask. Both men examined it carefully. Mr. Labelle was
the first to question me. He wanted to know if I had someone in
mind to make the mold. He already had the specifications since I
had just given them to Mr. Nicol.
I answered that I had not found anyone yet. So, Mr. Labelle made
me an offer I could not refuse. He offered to make the molds for
$3000. I had expected to pay around $5000 so this was very
interesting. But the best part of this offer was that Mr. Labelle
proposed that I pay the $3000 when the money from the sales
would start coming in. I could hardly believe it. It had been so
difficult to make and sell the Jog’O but with this new product
everything was going so smoothly, which was great since I wanted
to have the product ready to present it at the Montreal International
Show.
The deal was settled with a handshake. I wanted to make sure that
my new idea was protected so I went directly from Mr. Nicol’s
house to the patent agency to file for protection for my industrial
designs.
Of course my flask was not an invention, but rather an
innovation. There exists a great variety of flasks on the market so
that I could not patent my “invention” but I could register the
industrial design. This does not guarantee total protection for the
idea but at least it is better than nothing.

I also asked to register my industrial design in the United States
which turned out to be a good thing because every time I had to do
business with the Americans, they asked for the industrial design
registration number. In Europe, they made exact copies of my flask
but I was not protected outside Canada and the United States.

My American
Design Patent

I chose to name my product the Gourd’O. I was obsessed with the
Jog’O and could not come up with a better name. However these
flasks soon became so popular that the trademark never seemed to
bother anyone. Also, as the word “gourd” had lost its meaning in
English, I was not worried that the name would be copied or
already used. As was the case with the Jog’O, the apostrophe
before the “O” is replaced by a water drop.

I started production, going through each step one at a time. This
time the road was leading me to success. The first order came from
Pepsi-Cola who needed 50,000 Gourd’O.
Everything was going well. I had two inventions and the second
one was financing the first. My molds, patents and industrial
design registrations were all paid. I had enough Gourd’O and
Jog’O in stock to keep sales going for a while. My financial
situation was improving enough that I decided to quit my part-time
job of window installation and devote my time and efforts to
marketing my products. I had no one to help me with marketing
since the end of the contract with Lavoie.
I kept looking to find a distributor. I never left home without my
Gourd’O et Jog’O and talked about my products all the time. I was
hoping to find a distributor who would be interested in my
products.
Finally someone told me about Guy Cloutier. According to my
source, this man was interested in selling Quebec inventions all
over the world. At first, I did not pay too much attention to this
information. However the next day, his name came up again during
a conversation with an accountant. So I asked her to introduce me
to Guy Cloutier and five minutes later we had arranged to set up a
meeting in his office as soon as possible.
His office was easy to find since it was located in the same
building as my previous distributor, Lavoie. When I arrived I felt a
tinge of apprehension. His office was rather small and entirely
decorated in a Japanese style. There were different kinds of objects
displayed with the well aligned books on the bookshelf. Then I
noticed a pair of Jog’O on his desk. Surprised, I told Mr. Cloutier
that I was the inventor of this product. He seemed just as surprised
and told me that he had wanted to meet the inventor ever since
Lavoie had given them to him. Then I showed him the Gourd’O.
He stopped talking, picked one up and examined it carefully.
Holding a Jog’O in one hand and a Gourd’O in the other he walked
over to me and announced: “You see Daniel, these two inventions

will be recognized worldwide. They will be sold everywhere: the
United States, Japan, Australia, etc.”
I was beginning to question this man’s business sense but at least
he was saying exactly what I had been waiting to hear for months
now. Still I started to laugh and said that maybe we could sell them
in the United States but I doubted they would go as far as Japan or
Australia. He replied that Australia is not so far - only a few
seconds away on the telephone and a few hours away by airplane.
As it turned out, he was right.
We were both very pleased with our new association since we
both found what we looking for: I needed a distributor and he was
looking for someone with a creative mind.
Our meeting continued until early evening. During our
conversation I learned that Guy Cloutier also spoke English and
Japanese, having lived in Japan for a year. He was a chartered
accountant and specialized in exports.
I explained that I was willing to work with him but did not want
to sign a contract because of my previous bad experiences. So the
deal was settled with a handshake.
I was not expecting huge orders. In fact, I knew from experience
that these products were rather difficult to sell. Guy was a hardworking man and although he put in sixteen hours a day to sell the
Gourd’O and the Jog’O, sales were not going as well as he had
imagined. This confirmed my apprehensions.
At this point, we were meeting almost on a daily basis. One
evening, I noticed that he was jotting down numbers. When I asked
him about it, he said that he was keeping a record of the money
being spent to sell the Gourd’O and the Jog’O. I almost fell out of
my chair when I saw the amount. In eight months, he had spent
close to $12,000 on phone bills, trips and other expenses.

I could hardly believe it. We did not have a contract and he was
investing all this money in the project. Even my best friend would
not have done that for me.
The next morning, I went to his office and told him of my
intention to sign a contract. I asked him to contact a notary who
would draw up the papers stating that we were associates and
would have equal share of the profits. Thus he owned 50% of all
my present and future inventions.
I was satisfied with this deal and so was Guy. This partnership
was ideal. He took care of sales while I looked after production.
I should have been content with our agreement but I was so intent
on selling my products that I just had to get involved in my
partner’s business. So one day, I showed up in his office and
announced that we had an order for 388,000 Gourd’O.
I knew the special projects director for Maison Lucie-Bruneau,
Françoise Lavoie. We had been working together for several years.
Of course I had talked about my Gourd’O with her. She was a very
dynamic person and we were always discussing projects together.
Some were a bit far-fetched but there was nothing to stop us once
we set our minds to it.
Part of her work involved planning special events to raise money
for the Maison Lucie-Bruneau, an establishment specializing in the
care of handicapped persons. Mrs. Lavoie always had high
expectations and as the new director for Maison Lucie-Bruneau,
she wanted a grandiose project.
She contacted me to explain this new project. She had been
negotiating with Ultramar and the oil company was ready to sign
an agreement that would allow her to use their distribution network
for a period of two months during which she would sell the
Gourd’O. All the profits would go to the Lucie-Bruneau
Foundation. She added that it would be widely publicized and that
she had already met with several radio and television station

managers. The order for 388,000 Gourd’O was for the Ultramar
service stations.
It was almost too good to be true even when she said that she
could only guarantee the payment of 30% of the production. Still I
was so happy to finally have a big order that I asked her to prepare
the contract and together we went to meet my associate to have
him sign the agreement.
The meeting was not what I expected. Although he knew
Françoise Lavoie and trusted her, Guy refused to sign a contract
which did not guarantee payment in full. Obviously I did not agree
with him and tried by all means to have him change his mind. We
argued several times during our subsequent meetings. Guy, who
was an accountant, felt that it would be better to drop this project
because it was too ambitious and too risky.
However, because I was so determined,he finally agreed to sign
the contract with the express condition that I was able to convince
our suppliers to work with us even if we could not guarantee total
payment up front. The first company I had to convince was
DuoPac who manufactured the Gourd’O. If they accepted, I still
had to convince the other suppliers to agree to the same conditions.
These included the rope manufacturer, the bottle-cap maker, the
plastic bag supplier and the silkscreen printer. We needed a
silkscreen printer because it had been decided that on one side of
the Gourd’O there would be the Ultramar logo while on the other
side would be a message from the Lucie-Bruneau Foundation.
When Guy set these conditions before he agreed to sign the
contract, I did not fully realize the risks involved. Indeed it was not
going be an easy task. I had to convince all the suppliers to work
with practically no guarantee but I believed that if I had been able
to persuade Guy, I would succeed with the suppliers.

The first meeting was with DuoPac, manufacturer of the
Gourd’O. Guy watched me arrange the meeting and wished me
good luck even though he was opposed to the project.
The meeting at DuoPac was set for 10 a.m. The owner, Mr.
Desmarais, knew why I wanted to see him and he had convened
the sales team. The meeting began half an hour late but this gave
me more time to prepare my speech. Three and a half hours later I
had convinced Mr. Desmarais, his sales director and the head
salesman to support our project. There was no other guarantee of
success except my great determination.
Happy with this first victory, I phoned Guy. He was indeed very
surprised. I immediately began contacting the other suppliers and
all agreed to the same commitments as DuoPac. The next day, we
were ready to sign the contracts. It took a few weeks to draw up
the agreements but finally they were all signed.

Then the nightmare began…
It was the end of February and Mrs. Lavoie’s campaign was
scheduled to begin June 6, which gave us little time to produce the
388,000 Gourd’O. To start with, we only had one mold which
meant that we could only make 7000 Gourd’O a day. Also
production was delayed a few weeks because of the manufacturer’s
production schedule. We had to order a second mold with two
cavities at a cost of $10,000. With this we could make 20,000
Gourd’O a day. So, as far as production was concerned, things
were going well.
The basic problem was that we had signed an agreement with
Lucie-Bruneau before they even had an official contract with
Ultramar and now it was mid-March. Mrs. Lavoie was trying very
hard to confirm the agreement but whenever she planned to meet
the marketing director at Ultramar, something went wrong. Each
time it was postponed, she called me and I could hear a growing
feeling of despondency in her voice. The contract was finally
signed at the end of March.

What a relief for both of us! We celebrated over a good meal.
Everything seemed to be going well at last and we were confident
that the campaign would be a great success.
The next day, I went to see Mr. Rodrigue Boisrond, the
supervisor of a workshop “Les Ateliers L’Essor”. They hired some
25 persons with a slight mental handicap and we had a service
contract with them for several years now. They would see to the
final stage of production. Their job would be to screw on the bottle
caps, tie the ropes on the Gourd’O and put them in plastic bags.
However the order was too big for this small group of people to
handle, so we needed to find help elsewhere. Mr. Boisrond
proposed to contact other workshops like this one. He called me a
few days later to say that he had been able to sign an agreement
with eight other workshops.
Production was ready to get under way. There was only one thing
bothering me. The date had been set to start printing the Ultramar
logo and the Lucie-Bruneau message on the Gourd’O but Ultramar
had not yet agreed to any of the samples presented to them. Mrs.
Lavoie was desperately trying to get a confirmation from them
since we could not start printing until we had their permission.
Then we faced our first disappointment. Mrs. Lavoie was in tears
when she called me to say that the company had rejected all the
samples, saying that they lacked colour and originality, even
though these were drawings originally proposed by their own team.
Nobody seemed to realize the urgency of the situation except
Mrs. Lavoie and myself!
This time I had to find a solution as quickly as possible to save
the project. There were already 50,000 Gourd’O ready for printing.
The next evening, desperate to find a new advertising idea that
Ultramar might accept, I got the idea from one of their promotional
brochures.

I sat down at my drawing table and made of sketch of the wellknown wrestler Maurice « Mad Dog » Vachon, the honorary
chairman of the campaign, leaning against the gas pump of an
Ultramar service station and in the balloon above his head “Thank
you on behalf of the Lucie-Bruneau Foundation”. I immediately
called Mrs. Lavoie and scheduled a meeting for the next morning.
The graphic artist for the foundation was present at the meeting
and he immediately drew a more elaborate sketch. The next day,
the work was completed and two days later, the marketing service
at Ultramar accepted this new drawing.
It felt like killing two birds with one stone. Now we did not need
to have both sides printed since the drawing included the message
for both parties. However, it was a catastrophe for the silkscreen
printer since he had to start from scratch again. By good fortune,
the company had just bought a new silkscreen printing machine
that could work with four colours at the same time. Although the
workers were not yet familiar with this machine, now was the time
to start using it as there was no other solution if we were to deliver
the Gourd’O on time.
The printing plates for this machine were made in Toronto and
this meant another delay. Things got even more complicated
because they had to replace the plates four or five times before
they could finally start printing. Tension was rising.
In spite of the workers’ efforts, printing was delayed and the
workshops were waiting to start work. It was already May 1st and
not one Gourd’O was ready.
A week later, the silkscreen printing was under way and I waited
with my truck until there were enough Gourd’O to bring to the
workshops. However since there were so many on the production
line, we had to buy a second truck to speed up delivery.
When both trucks were filled, they contained 27,000 Gourd’O
and we delivered them to nine workshops. On Monday morning

we informed the workshop supervisors that we would be back on
Wednesday evening to pick up the boxes ready for delivery to
Ultramar.
The following Wednesday, I drove my truck to one of the
workshops located in Pointe-aux-Trembles to pick up 3000
Gourd’O. I parked the truck at the loading dock and went around
the front to ask them to open the door. The lady who met me at the
front desk said that there was no need to open the door because
there were only two boxes ready. I was speechless. There should
have been fifteen boxes to pick up. She invited me inside to see the
workshop and then I saw why there was a problem. The people
working at “Les Ateliers L’Essor” were slightly handicapped but
these workers had more severe handicaps and it was really quite an
achievement for them just to screw on the bottle caps. So filling
just these two boxes had meant a lot of hard work for them.
As I left this workshop, I hoped it was the only one where the
employees suffered serious mental disabilities. In other times, I
would have been willing to wait a little longer but time was
running out in this case.
Unfortunately, out of the nine workshops selected, six employed
severally handicapped persons. Only “Les Ateliers L’Essor” and
two other workshops were productive and I picked up only 32
boxes that day. There was more disappointment in store. I was in
for even a greater disillusionment with the launching of the
campaign.
We had all been invited, along with the owners of Ultramar
service stations across the province, to a « Casino Night » at the
Montreal Olympic Velodrome. The official start of the campaign
was to be announced during the evening and we were all anxious
to see their response to this campaign.
While nervously waiting for her turn to speak, Mrs. Lavoie was
discussing with Jacques Théberge, a paraplegic businessman and
writer who was to go on a tour of the province with her and

Maurice “Mad Dog” Vachon to visit the Ultramar gas stations and
promote the sale of the Gourd’O.
Next to Mrs. Lavoie and a few volunteer workers from LucieBruneau stood the mascot created to attract the attention of the
Ultramar franchisees. Everything was ready, the party was going
well and we had no intention of revealing any of the problems
encountered up to this point.
The special projects director was introduced to the crowd politely
but without warmth or enthusiasm. We soon realized that the
message was not getting through. Mrs. Lavoie was speaking but
nobody was listening. People preferred to play Black-Jack and
Poker.
I was infuriated that no one had the decency to ask the audience
to interrupt their games for just two minutes to listen to the
message. With tears in her eyes Mrs. Lavoie finished her speech.
Guy and I suddenly understood the underlying problem during
this “ceremony”. A few minutes after the speech, we both left the
Velodrome and went to a restaurant to discuss the situation. It was
obvious that Mrs. Lavoie did not have the support of the
management at Ultramar and that it would be impossible to sell
388,000 Gourd’O. So we decided to make only 200,000 units
without telling Mrs. Lavoie. We did not want to show her that we
had lost confidence in her project. It was also going to be very
difficult for her to make the payments if there were less than
200,000 sales.
It was too late. The next morning we learned that DuoPac had
already manufactured 250,000 Gourd’O. They immediately
stopped production and we contacted the other suppliers to ask
them to do the same. However they had already filled their orders
and 400,000 bottle caps, ropes and plastic bags were ready to be
shipped. We did not even know when the product was supposed to
be delivered to Ultramar yet!

To top it all off, my associate was going on a business trip to
Florida and the silkscreen printer called me to say that he could not
print the Gourd’O because the new machine has just broken down.
I had three options: commit suicide immediately, wait until
someone murdered me or to take action. Since I believed it was
worth living, I decide to make the best of it.
My first preoccupation was to solve the printing problem. I
decided to have stickers printed and we could glue them on the
containers. I needed Ultramar’s approval for this and luckily got it.
Within 48 hours I had ordered the stickers and hired the employees
of the silkscreen shop to glue them on the Gourd’O.
We were not out of the woods yet. Ultramar informed me that
they expected 400 boxes of Gourd’O to be delivered the next
Tuesday. Even if I knew that we would eventually have to deliver
the product, no date had yet been set and we were just not ready. It
was Thursday and we barely had 100 boxes ready.
A friend had loaned me warehouse space for the duration of the
contract in the industrial district of Anjou. So I had a place to work
and to store my product but no employees. How was I going to fill
the order with so little time left?
I needed help, so I contacted family members. Three of my
nephews agreed to work with me. I also hired a few handicapped
persons from “Les Ateliers L’Essor” who were willing to work on
the weekend but that was still not enough. Even if we worked 20
hours a day, we could not prepare more than 20 boxes a day. Mrs.
Lavoie was overjoyed with the news that we had 400 boxes to
deliver in four days. She was leaving on the tour of the province
and I did not dare burst her bubble and tell her that the situation
was desperate.
On Saturday morning, I picked up my nephews with my truck.
We were driving towards the warehouse when we noticed a group
of boy scouts having a car wash day. My nephew Dominique

waved at one of his friends in the group. I continued driving when
it suddenly hit me. I turned the truck around and went to see the
scout leader. He had the workforce and wanted to raise money. I
had the money and needed the workforce. It took just a few
minutes to reach an agreement. That evening, the warehouse was
filled with all the people I had been able to hire during the day,
including my mom and dad.
Larry, my father-in-law, took command. He divided the workload
among the different groups, prepared the time schedules including
break periods and made sure that everyone had the material they
needed to do their job.
This was all great but I knew that on Monday I would be shortstaffed as the boys and girls scouts went back to school. They
promised to come back after 6 p.m. but there was too much work
to finish.
Immediately after he got off the plane, my associate showed up at
the warehouse to see how we were doing. When informed of my
problems, he made a phone call to one of his friends, Mrs. Mimi
Ouellette. Within no time at all she had managed to gather at least
forty volunteers who usually met in the church basement. They
were so efficient that we could hardly keep up with them.
When Guy and I brought the material to be assembled to the
church basement on the Tuesday evening, we were informed that
there was already a meeting in progress there and that we could not
deliver the boxes. However the volunteers decided to do the work
in the church near the altar. Looking back I remember that peculiar
sight, 30 women and a few men sitting in church pews screwing on
bottle caps. Their help was very precious and we were able to
deliver the 400 boxes on schedule.
Meanwhile, back at the warehouse, my father-in-law Larry had
prepared time sheets for the employees and was keeping records of
work shifts, merchandise, and meals. He took care of packing and
shipping. He was in total control of the situation.

The success of the campaign was assured from our side and now
it was up to Mrs. Lavoie to promote sales. Unfortunately, despite
all her valiant efforts, only 186,000 Gourd’O were sold during the
two months of the campaign. Although this was above Ultramar’s
expectations, it was still a far cry from Mrs. Lavoie’s original goal.
Despite it all, notwithstanding the intense period of stress, it ended
well for everyone including the suppliers.

Left, drawing finally
accepted by Ultramar.

Our profits were certainly not as high as we had expected but Guy
and I still celebrated with an excellent seafood dinner. And I
promised myself that from now on I would take care only of
production and let Guy handle sales and business transactions.

Chapter 5
Once an Inventor, Always an Inventor
With my partner Guy Cloutier to take care of business, I now had
the time and the means to devote to other inventions. I admit that I
had great fun doing so. Here are a few of the inventions I worked
on in those years.

Bicycle Rack
The idea for one of my best inventions came after a discussion
with one of my colleagues. He mentioned he was trying to find a
bicycle stand to put in his backyard. He was tired of seeing his
children drop their bikes on the lawn. After all, he worked hard at
trying to keep it neat. However he could not find anything in
stores. The only bike racks available were the commercial type
found in parks and in parking lots. They were unsightly and very
expensive.
The idea quickly made its way. If my colleague was right, there
must be a potentially large market for such a product and I should
take advantage of this.
First, I decided to verify if there was such a thing as a domestic
bike rack. The answer came after a few weeks of research: it did
not exist. I had looked all over the city, questioned dozens of
persons; there was nothing of the sort. I was baffled. Nobody had
thought about it yet?

The answer was not really important. After all, if it had not been
invented, then I could do something about it. Surely it was going to
be an easy task and I would have it done in no time.
A few weeks later, I knew why the product did not exist.
The basic requirements for a bike rack seemed simple: it must be
light enough to be carried easily but heavy enough so that it will
not fall when a bicycle is in place. The object must be esthetic and
should hold at least four bicycles: two adult bikes and two
children’s bikes of any type, be it a racer or a mountain bike. Most
importantly, the cost must be reasonable, that is under $40.
What could I use to make it? Metal or aluminium would be too
heavy and too costly. It would have to be plastic. I worked on
models made by injection molding but these presented a weight
problem.
Busy with the organization of the Saint-Leonard bicycle rally, I
had little time to think about the solution to my problem. One day,
as I was looking through some business cards, I happened to find
one that had been given to me after I had written a report for a car
accident. The man said that he recognized me since we had already
met at the mold factory where my Gourd’O were made. He was an
industrial designer. I remembered our conversation and how he had
impressed me with his wide knowledge on the subject. I figured
that he could probably help me with my problem.
Without hesitation, I phoned Jean-Pierre Boyer. It took only a few
seconds to refresh his memory. I explain the reason for my call and
he was very enthusiastic about my idea and invited me to his place
to discuss it.

Jean-Pierre lived in Saint-Leonard in a modest apartment
building. Our conversation was short but to the point. He agreed
that plastic was the better material to use and that my
specifications were to be respected.
Our biggest challenge dealt with the weight of the product. It had
to be light enough to carry, yet heavy enough to hold the bikes up.
The solution was not obvious. We met occasionally to exchange
our ideas on the subject.
One Sunday, having spent the day with Jean-Pierre and his
girlfriend trying to find the solution, I went home again
disappointed. We had been working on the problem for several
weeks and had yet to figure out how we could make the bike rack
according to my specifications. I decided to put all thoughts aside
and go to bed immediately. My head had barely hit the pillow that
the solution appeared.
Instead of injection molding, this rack would have to be made by
blow molding. This way the rack would be light enough to carry
but you could fill it with water to make it heavy enough to remain
standing. When it was time to put it away, you just had to empty
the water. Also I knew more about blow molding than injection
molding. Since Jean-Pierre was the expert when it came to molds,
he could now start working on the drawings. It was yet another
sleepless night for me…
The main problem was settled but there was still a lot of work to
do. However neither of us had very much spare time. I was
involved with the Saint-Leonard rally and Jean-Pierre had a busy
work schedule.
It was in July 1989 that we finally agreed on the shape of the bike
rack. Unfortunately, the first models did not correspond to some of
the criteria we had set. For example, we could not figure out how
to make it hold mountain bikes as well as racers. The problem lay

in the width of the tires. Jean-Pierre still went ahead and prepared
the designs. I presented them to the same company who had
handled the designs for my road sign weights. We knew that the
design was not final and would need further adjustments but we
wanted to have an estimate of the cost for the molds and each of
the parts. With this, we would be able to evaluate if the retail price
we had in mind was realistic.
In September, when I realized that something was going wrong
with the road sign weights, I was afraid the same thing would
happen with the bike rack. So I consulted two other companies
hoping to sign a deal more quickly and outwit the company who
might want to steal my idea. A company in L’Assomption, Anchor
Plastics, liked the project and when we met one of the owners in
October, he promised to have a definite answer for us after the
Holidays. Although we were impatient, we had no other choice but
to wait. The investment in this project was estimated between
$75,000 and $100,000 and we did not have such a large sum at our
disposal.
At the end of January, we were still without news from Anchor
Plastics. A friend of mine, Jean Roberge, called me to say that he
had seen my bike rack at a Toronto show. Hearing my reaction, he
quickly understood that I was unaware of this and he went on to
say that the product was presented by Anchor Plastics. I was
dumbfounded. After the initial shock, I phoned Jean-Pierre to give
him this news. I made it clear that I was going to fight for my
rights this time.
I immediately contacted the marketing director at Anchor
Plastics, Daniel Parent. He did not seem to know what I was
talking about and proposed to see me the next day. He said that the
president, Bernard Lafrenière, would be present to clarify the
situation.

The next day at the meeting, although there was no real tension in
the room, Mr. Lafrenière seemed a bit stressed. Both men
explained the situation. Mr. Lafrenière said that he had acquired
the company only a few months ago and knew very little about the
previous owner’s projects. For his part, Mr. Parent had been
working for the company only a few weeks. He had seen a bike
rack in Chicago and liked it so much that he made an offer to buy
it from the American inventor.
The story was plausible. Everything is possible in the realm of
invention. However, as soon as I saw the bike rack they had
presented at the Toronto show, I was relieved. This rack may have
been the right price and the right weight but I knew that my
product would prove far superior in quality once completed.
It was time to put my cards on the table. Taking advantage of the
president’s presence, I showed my plans to Mr. Parent. He
examined them and found them to his liking. He revealed that he
had not yet signed a contract with the American inventor which
meant that we might be able to sign an agreement.
A few days later, as I was about to contact another company, Mr.
Parent called me to discuss business. The meeting was set for 10
a.m. the next day. Obviously I was happy but I knew that my idea
was registered only with Invention-Quebec. Mr. Parent would
surely ask me if my idea was protected. Being an honest person, I
could not lie to him. In any case, I needed the documents to prove
that my idea was protected before we started production.
The next morning I was at the door of Invent-Q first thing in the
morning to ask for a Request to Grant a Patent, a document which
is sent to London and gives the inventor protection for one year
before he has to apply for the official patent. I realized that it
would be difficult to obtain a patent for the bike rack and that I
would probably have to be content with the registration of an
industrial design.

In any case, now I held the proof that my idea was protected. I
trusted Mr. Parent and Mr. Lafrenière who both seemed to have a
deep respect for inventors. I was not going to give up this
opportunity to sign a contract with Anchor Plastics.
A few weeks later, Jean-Pierre was surprised to learn that the
contract was signed. He thought we had come to a dead end when
he heard about the other bike rack. He did not know that it is
possible to apply for protection for a more sophisticated model. A
meeting with my patent agent convinced me that I could only
register industrial designs for my product. In any case Anchor
Plastics preferred my model over the American one.

Mr. Lafrenière and me after signing of the contract.

Jean-Pierre was now persuaded that once I set my mind, there is
nothing to stop me. Everything went so fast that we did not have
time to modify our bike rack. We were not sure that our bike rack,
in its original form, would be a great success. The only thing we
agreed on was that it seemed more functional than our
competitor’s.
The wooden mold was ordered. Each person involved added his
own recommendations. Mr. Parent slightly modified its
appearance, the engineer thought of a few changes to facilitate the
molding, etc. In short, everyone had a suggestion except that each

seemed to forget the main purpose of the product – to hold
bicycles. The result was disastrous.
I was vacationing in Saint-Sauveur-des-Monts when I learned that
the wooden mold was completed but that there was something
wrong. I promised to go see it the next day.
On my way to Anchor Plastics, I kept repeating to myself that we
should never have accepted to start work on a product that was not
fully developed according to the criteria we had initially set. We
had been too eager and now the game was over…
When I arrived at Anchor Plastics, a calm Mr. Lafrenière
explained what went wrong. He said the bicycles did not remain
standing on the rack and asked when I would be ready to bring him
a functional model. The problem had to be solved quickly if we
wanted to have the product ready for spring 1991. I could not
believe it. Instead of rejecting my project, he was requesting
another model. I asked him if he was serious and he replied quite
simply: “Are you an inventor, yes or no?”
My pride was under attack! “Mr. Lafrenière, give me until
Sunday and you will have a new bike rack”. This gave me only
four days to find a solution to a problem that Jean-Pierre and I had
failed to resolve in the last two years.
I had read several books about the power of the subconscious
mind. The message is that if one is straightforward and asks the
subconscious mind to find a solution, then one will get results. It
was time to test this affirmation. I was determined to have a new
model of the perfect bike rack within the next four days.
My whole career as an inventor was on the line. I had to succeed.
As soon as I got back to my country home, I took out an adult
bicycle and a child’s bicycle so as to have them constantly within
my sight.

For the first time in my life, I spoke directly to my subconscious
mind and asked it to show me the exact bike rack to meet my
specifications. Over the next three days, I obsessed about finding
the solution to the point that my neighbours thought I must be
going crazy.
On the Saturday afternoon, I was still pondering the problem
when the adult bicycle fell. When I went to pick it up, I noticed
that it had fallen because it was so warm outside that the kickstand
had made a hole in the asphalt. I could not leave it there so I
looked around and saw my truck. I wedged the front wheel of the
bike between the fender and the truck tire to make it stand. I placed
the small bike in the same position and went back to my
observation post.
Staring at the bicycles, I noticed the tires stayed in place because
the meeting point between the fender and the tire formed a shape
resembling an arrowhead. That was it! The arrowhead shape!
When the tire is inserted in the groove, the pressure exerted by this
shape will keep it from falling. A few minutes later I was at my
drawing table already thinking about building a prototype.

The smile of the winner
few moments just after
completing my prototype.

This would require some time and I asked Anchor Plastics for an
extra twenty-four hour delay to present my prototype. They
graciously agreed and when I went on the Tuesday with the new

model, it was immediately accepted. Mr. Lafrenière did not seem
surprised to see my new product. In fact I got the impression that
he had been expecting it.
We went over the new design carefully and everyone agreed that
there was nothing to add to it. Leaving Anchor Plastics that day I
felt very proud that I had achieved my goal. My dream finally
became reality and sales are doing great.

Prototype

Finished product

There is a lot to be said about the power of the subconscious mind
and I am persuaded that positive thinking is a great asset to any
inventor. There are many books on this subject and I recommend
that you take the time to read a few of them.

The “Pilorescent”
In early spring of 1986, I was jogging to work as usual when I
noticed that the edges of the lawns were all damaged at the end of
winter. This happened because the drivers of the snow removal
vehicles could not make out the borderline between the sidewalk
and the lawn. So I thought of making fluorescent plastic poles to
indicate the delimitation.
The idea was so simple that I could visualize these poles coming
off the production line. And I did not need intellectual property to
protect this idea, so I would be saving money.

The idea was quite simple but more difficult to make than I first
imagined. I understood the process of making molds by extrusion
and knew that it was rather inexpensive. The problem was that my
pole needed a pointed end to penetrate the soil and the other end
had to be strong enough to withstand hammer blows. I did not
want a costly object since I intended to sell the four foot poles for
$1.99 and the six foot poles for $2.99. I had to find a solution and
else abandon the project.
I kept thinking about it until a solution started to appear. The
plastic pole could be replaced with a wooden one. I chose maple
wood which could be stained and did not need to have a pointed
end. Then I had to resolve the subject of price and paint. After
some research, I found a manufacturer of broom handles from
Scottstown in Quebec who submitted a tender that met my
requirements.
I believed that I had a new product to put on the market.
However things got complicated when I began looking for
fluorescent paint. The wood supplier, Beauchesne & Fils, had
never heard of such paint. And if it did exist, it would have to dry
instantly or else the poles could not be put on the conveyer belts.
Looking for such a paint product was like looking for a needle in a
haystack. I spent all summer trying to find it. Finally I was about to
abandon when the solution happened to come along. I was writing
a police report following a theft when an employee of the store
came up to the counter and inquired if his “fluorescent lacquer”
had arrived.
I immediately asked the clerk about this “fluorescent lacquer”.
He explained that it was a fluorescent paint that dried instantly
when applied. Eureka!

Me and my Pilorescent
in front of a
McDonald's restaurant.

It was while looking in the dictionary that I found the name for
the poles. I called them “Pilorescent”. A few months later they
were being sold in all the Canadian Tire stores. As a matter of fact,
you can still buy them there and Beauchesne & Fils are still the
manufacturer. Their commercial success is undeniable but I never
needed a patent for a simple pole.

The Golf’O
The inventor’s mind is very active and one idea often leads to
several other creative ideas. This happened while I was presenting
the Jog’O and the Gourd’O at exhibitions. Many golfers were
complaining that the water fountains were quite far apart on the
golf course and also that the water had an unpleasant sulfurous
smell. This made me realize that they might appreciate a water
bottle created for their specific needs.

As usual, I identified the basic criteria before starting to work on
the prototype. The product must be simple, efficient and relatively
inexpensive. If I cannot create such a product, someone else will
and his product will appeal to the public and will be easier to sell.
The biggest problem with this invention was in finding a way to
clip the bottle to the golf bag. I came up with an idea involving a
small metal piece. I took this to the manufacturer and asked him if
it was possible to make it for 20 cents a unit. When I learned that
the pieces would cost around 50 cents each and that this could not
be negotiated even with a large order, I had to give up this idea and
find another way to fasten the bottle to the bag.
So I sat down with a golf bag in front of me and tried to visualize
where and how the bottle could be attached. The solution popped
up within the hour. When the golfer is playing, he removes the golf
cap on his bag. The golf cap is snapped on so that when it is
removed the male side of the snap is visible. All I had to do was to
attach the female side on the Golf’O and then it could be snapped
on the golf bag. The solution was so simple that I wondered why I
had not thought about it sooner.

Prototype

Finished product

The female snap cost only a few cents and we were able to sell
the Golf’O for $19.95 which was the exact price I had anticipated.
As expected, the Golf’O soon became popular and like the Jog’O
and the Gourd’O it also became a promotional item.

The Nightball !
Perfecting the Nightball was a combination of observation and
adaptability. In 1993, while vacationing in Florida, I was browsing
through the department stores with my son Eric. I enjoyed visiting
these large stores and was always looking to find new and
innovative products.
In the toy department we noticed small transparent plastic sticks
around two centimeters long. When you bend them they emit a
bright light when the two chemical products inside the stick come
into contact. Eric was fascinated by this toy and we bought several.
That was just one of many other new products in our shopping
cart. Another was a transparent rubber ball with a bell inside which
was advertised as a cat’s favourite toy.
Back at the hotel, we took out the toys and started playing catch
with the bright sticks. One of them fell to the ground and our cat
immediately pounced on it, ignoring his new ball. In fact, the cat
liked this luminous toy so much that we had a hard time retrieving
it. Then and there I thought of inserting the stick in the ball.
At around 10 pm we went to the beach with our luminous ball.
We were just starting to play and already people were asking
where we had bought this new toy. The Nightball was born!

The Visor Headband
Sometimes an idea will pop up when you least expect it. One
morning I was riding the subway train when I noticed a gentleman
reading his newspaper. His glasses kept sliding down his nose and
he kept pushing them back up. It was kind of funny to watch but it
made me think I had the same problem with my sunglasses when I
was out jogging.
The first question that came to my mind was: would it be possible
to make some kind of eyeglasses that you would not have to wear
on your nose and ears? I thought about it for a few minutes then
came up with the idea of adding a visor to a headband. Thereby
two accessories used by a jogger now become one.
I got to work on the prototype as soon as I got home. Actually it
took only a few minutes to make and I immediately went out to jog
a few kilometers to test it. It was not perfect but worked and I
decided to market this product.

My Visor Headband

Next came the difficult part of this new adventure. It was easy to
find the headbands. While working on other inventions, I had
visited a shop who ordered them from China. On the other hand, it
took some time to find a manufacturer who would make the perfect
visors. I had decided to sell this new product only as a promotional
item. The first order for 25,000 units came from a restaurant chain
“Chalet Suisse”. This was not the first time I had a contract with

them since they had already used the Jog’O during a promotion.
Many other orders followed and over the next few years we sold
several thousand visor headbands.
However marketing this product was time demanding and I did
not have very much free time to spare. The selling price being
$4.50 each, I had to hire several seamstresses who worked from
their homes but they were scattered across the city and it was timeconsuming to pick up the finished product. Also I had so many
other ideas to develop new products that I decided to abandon this
project after all the initial orders had been filled.

The Electronic Sandwich Man
As funny as this title seems, it is what best describes this
invention which was never completed. I like to think that I was
ahead of my time with this one.
This idea first came to me in 1987 while I was watching a Charlie
Chaplin silent movie. In one scene, a sandwich man is walking on
a busy street. For those who may not know this, a sandwich man
was a person who walked with two pieces of board, one on his
front and one on his back, held by shoulder straps to advertise a
coming event or a special sale. This kind of advertising was very
popular up until the 1950s.
The thought was to revive this advertising concept by using
electronic panels instead of wooden boards. I imagined my
sandwich men wearing a black costume and a derby. Since I
wanted to rent out advertising space, I had to be able to program
different messages to meet customer demand. My brother Denis,
an electronics engineer, was confident that it could work.

Electronic billboards were being used more and more and I
wanted to have a share of this new market.

The Design of the
Electronic Sandwich Man

The main problem was finding batteries powerful enough to
supply at least two hours of electrical power. Cameramen had long
lasting batteries but they were heavy and cumbersome. It would
take a strong sandwich man to be able to carry them around his
waist for two hours.
There was also the weight of the panels to be taken into
consideration. At the time, this was a new technology and the
materials used were heavier than they are today. In any case, I
never found the solution to these weight problems.
At the time, I had spoken about this idea to the owner of a
popular Montreal radio station. Mr. Brunet was an advertising buff
and he ordered the Gourd’O with the CKLM logo regularly. When
he heard of my idea for an electronic sandwich man, he promised
to be the first one to rent one. He must have called me five or six
times to find out when they would be available.
However after a year of fruitless research and seeing that my
provisional patent had expired, I abandoned the idea for the time.
My intention was to wait for technological improvements but I
admit that I never followed up on this project.

Folding Cardboard Binoculars
While at a concert of the Montreal Symphony Orchestra at Place
des Arts, I noted that many spectators had opera glasses. I wished I
had a pair to get a closer look at the orchestra and the conductor.
Forgetting about the music, I began to imagine a pair of
inexpensive folding binoculars that one could put in his shirt
pocket. With a simple pressure of the hand, the binoculars would
open. The idea seemed rather simple but developing it proved to be
very complicated.
A cigarette pack was used to make the original trial prototype. I
bought a small pair of concert glasses to use the lenses. Concert
glasses are held in a small metal case and the lenses lift up when
you open the case. This was exactly the kind of object I had in
mind. After many trials and modifications, I finally had a perfectly
functional prototype.
It’s great once you have a prototype but this is not what sells.
You need to perfect your product before you bring it to market. So
the next step was research and development.
It was easy to find the cardboard supplier. I had already done
business with the Ecco company in Boucherville to obtain packing
material for my Jog’O. Since they can place different cardboard
designs on the same cutting board, the process is not too costly
because it is shared with the other users and you can place a small
order. My first order was for one hundred units that I could use to
promote the product.
Again I was targeting the advertising market, like I had done with
the Gourd’O and the Golf’O. This market is interesting in that you
deal directly with the companies and their orders are usually quite
considerable. You need an attractive product with a large printing

surface and a reasonably low production price per unit. The object
is not to make a big profit on each item but rather to sell a large
quantity of the product. This market is truly profitable and that is
the reason I chose to specialize in such products. This is how I sold
over four million Gourd’O around the world.
Like I said, you need a finished product before you can start
selling. My binoculars had to be functional. I had to find relatively
cheap lenses to fit my cardboard design. There was nothing on the
market to meet my needs so I decided to make them myself.
The solution was to have a plastic injection mold even if this was
costly. I called on Denis Labelle, a person I knew and trusted. The
deal was sealed with a handshake. Denis would supply the mold
and he would be the sole supplier of lenses.
Things seemed to be working out fine and I was very excited that
I would soon receive the first pair of lenses. But Denis had other
projects and he could not drop everything for me, so I had to wait a
few months before I got the first samples. The lenses looked neat;
there was no doubt about that. However binoculars are supposed to
bring objects closer but looking through these lenses was no
different than looking with the naked eye.
It was the beginning of a nightmare that lasted almost a year;
endless trials, errors, modifications. We finally had to admit that
we lacked the knowledge to make proper lenses. After all that time
and money invested, we agreed to drop the project. I imagine that
today we could find the answer on Internet with just a few clicks!

Chapter 6
My Copyrights
Contrary to popular belief, artists and authors are not the only
ones who can protect their creations with copyrights. As an
inventor, I applied for copyrights on numerous occasions.
Since early childhood, I was always fascinated with mascots and
Youppi, the Expos’ mascot revived this interest. When I was going
around the trade shows to present my Gourd’O, I thought it might
be fun to have my own mascot to help promote my product. Since
a mascot can cost as much as $4000, I decided to make one myself.
I had a dream, yet little means, but that was not going to stop me.
Needless to say, I had no idea how to build one of these big
characters. My only reference was a picture of Youppi. My
mother-in-law offered to sew the costume for the body but neither
of us had any idea how to make the head.
I decided to set this problem aside for a while, as least until the
drawings of my character were finished. Then I was back to square
one. I studied the pictures of Youppi but could not figure out how
the head was made. Most of my attempts to make a head failed. At
one point, I did create a good looking one but it was too heavy.
Then I realized that the problem lay in my method of work.
Instead of looking for an overall solution, I should be looking to
solve one problem at a time. So whenever I had the opportunity, I
would go into a costume shop and check the heads. I examined the
nose, the eyes, the ears, etc.
As soon as I went back home, I would apply these techniques,
molding again and again great wads of polymer foam around a
motorcycle helmet to give shape to my mascot’s head. After three

months of hard work, the Gourd’O mascot was born and I obtained
a copyright to protect it. Since then, this character has
accompanied me everywhere to help promote my products.

Gourd'O the mascot
in a children’s party

I hold copyrights on four other creations.
When I became known as an inventor, I was often invited to
speak to children about the fascinating world of inventions. As I
have already mentioned at the beginning of this book, for them an
inventor is an old man who wears glasses, a beard and he works in
a lab surrounded with test tubes and all sorts of phials.
This description of the inventor seemed so vivid in children’s
minds that I decided to create a character to fit the picture. I had a
professional artist draw the character and then had stickers printed.
I would hand them out to the children after the conferences.
One day, a teacher came to see me after the conference and
suggested that I write a book for children. The hero would be an
inventor named Dan’O. This was the name the children had given
me when I started my conference tour. I liked the idea and
immediately went to work on it. It took me a few months to write
the book but the subject did not interest publishers. I was humble
enough to admit that I really knew very little about children’s
books so I decided to put the project aside for a while.

A year later, my Dan’O character became famous. A theater
group who played for young audiences was looking for a new
subject for its next production. I immediately proposed a play in
which the main character, Dano, would talk about inventions. They
read the book and voted unanimously in favour of the idea. I hold
the copyrights to this play.

The real Inventor Dan'O

The third time I applied for a copyright was to protect the concept
of a bicycle rally. I had come up with this idea to raise funds for a
church that had been destroyed by fire at the beginning of the year
in 1988.
The rally was intended to be a family affair and there was no limit
to the number of participants on each team. At the start, everyone
got a map of the city of Saint-Léonard along with a booklet
containing a series of ten photos, each representing a business or
an industry. On each photo there was a letter and a number that
corresponded to a sector of the city on the map. Each team had to
find the business places and note the letter we had placed in the
window. When they had found the ten letters, each team had to
figure out what the word was. The word was “magasinage” the
French word for ‘shopping’. All those who found the correct word
were eligible to a draw to win a 21-foot swimming pool and a trip
to Florida. The race was to end in a city park where a party and
numerous activities were planned.
The idea seemed simple enough but involved a lot of work and
logistics.

Truth is, this project seemed doomed from the start. I had
approached the mayor with the idea and he seemed quite
interested. However the city councillors voted against the project
saying that citizens could surely complain with all those bicycles in
the streets. I explained that there was no need to close off streets
but they still refused to give their consent. I went to a council
meeting where I again presented my project. Four councillors and
a citizens’ representative invited me to discuss it with them. The
meeting lasted from 6 to 10 p.m. but I was unable to get final
approval.
So I turned to the parish priest. This time, the councillors
promised to consider the project.
A few days later, working my shift as a police officer, I was
called to investigate a car theft in front of city hall. I happened to
meet a fireman who was just coming out of a meeting. He told me
that my project had just been accepted by the city council.
After weeks of effort and hard work, the day of the rally finally
arrived. What a day it turned out to be! It was pouring rain and
only about 500 people were brave enough to participate.
Nevertheless I hold the copyright for this rally as well as one for a
walking rally through the Montreal metro stations. I came up with
this concept to help the Lucie-Bruneau Foundation. Everybody
could participate in this rally – young or old, athlete or not, rich or
poor. The purpose of this rally is to get to know the different
subway stations by walking through them and to promote public
transportation. I sincerely hope to bring this project to life
someday.

Myself with the
mascot Gourd'O,
Mathieu Houle,
winner of Rally
and Cosmo Maciocia,
deputy of St-Leonard

I have one more creation that is protected with a copyright. It is a
board game dealing with inventions. As you can see, copyrights
are not just for artists and authors.

Chapter 7
The Inventor’s Worst Fear
The worst fear for all inventors is to have their ideas stolen.
Many have nightmares about it. I remember an inventor who called
me three times to talk about a possible association to manufacture
his product. He was sure it was a brilliant idea and that he would
become rich but always refused to reveal the nature of his product.
Even today, years later, I still have no idea what he invented.
It is sad but true that there is always a danger of having an idea
stolen and unfortunately there are people who will take advantage
of you. One bright Sunday morning in July 1989, I was driving to
my country home in the Laurentians. Road conditions were ideal.
Suddenly, there was a traffic jam. A few hundred meters ahead at
least ten cars were involved in a pile up. How could this happen on
a perfect day?
I spoke with the police officers who had been called on the scene.
One of them told me that the accident was caused by the sand bags
used in the construction zone. These sand bags eventually wear out
and the sand spills on the road rendering it very slippery.
This got me thinking about a way to solve this problem. Soon I
had an idea to create plastic weights filled with cement. They
would surely be more efficient, practical and pleasing to the eye
than the dirty, half empty sand bags. The more I thought about it,
the more I was convinced that I had found a solution guaranteed to
be approved by the public works services.
The market for such a product was vast, although at the time I
was only considering the province of Quebec. Since no one else
had thought about it yet, the idea was interesting and held great

potential. To check it out, I went to meet with a provincial road
maintenance manager. Georges Leblanc listened closely and gave
me some advice inspired by his own experience in the field.
According to him, my idea was very interesting but he was afraid
that the weight might be thrust in the air when hit by a car. He
suggested that I find a way to anchor the weight.
He also suggested that the weights should be easy to stack and
have a handle to grip them. Within a few minutes, he had
established the basic criteria for my product. He was so precise that
I could actually visualize the model. Better yet, he proposed to
examine the samples with his team and to test the product.
I was ecstatic. It was like placing all your money on the winning
race horse. Your heart is trembling during the race and when your
horse comes in first place your heart is pounding with joy. This is
the way I felt when I left the meeting with Mr. Leblanc. However,
I tried to quiet this feeling because I knew from experience that
what may seem easy at first often turns out to be most difficult to
achieve.
One thing was certain. I had found a potential customer who was
very interested and if I came up with the right product, it was a
done deal. However, at this time I was also working on four other
inventions and my financial situation was a bit strained. So I
decided to have the samples made in order to test the product
before protecting my idea.
I knew only one company in the province of Quebec who could
make a plastic mold that could be filled with cement and this was
the manufacturer of my Gourd’O. They owned a machine to make
dumbbells for a large international company. Also, over the years,
I had become friends with one of the employees and I trusted him
completely.

I found myself in a delicate situation; I needed a finished product
before I could apply for a patent.
I had no other choice but to trust this company and hope that my
idea would not be stolen before I filed for an industrial design.
After a few days, I had created a weight that met the requirements
set forth by Mr. Leblanc. It was a kind of jerry can with a groove
in the middle to hold the road sign post. This way it would not fly
off if hit by a vehicle. Each had a handle and could be stacked.
Everything about this product - the dimensions, the weight (75 lb)
made it much more efficient than sand bags.

The problem

The solution

I was ready to have the samples made. It seemed that it was
taking a long time to get them but I was quite busy, working
twelve to fourteen hours a day to organize the bicycle rally in
Saint-Leonard.
A few months later, I was in the patrol car when I noticed the
road sign weights. They were manufactured by the very company
who made the samples. The manufacturer used my design but I,
the inventor, never got credit for it. Although I was very angry,
there was nothing I could legally do about it because I have not

taken the time and precaution to file for a provisional patent for
this invention.
Most responsible businessmen have great respect for inventors
and are willing to work with them because they know that the
inventors bring water to the mill with their innovative ideas and
products. Sadly there are pirates among them who are only looking
to make a profit. They are very clever and you cannot always spot
them. It is usually too late when you learn of their true intentions.
There are some precautions to take if you want to avoid meeting
the wrong kind of people. You can join an association of inventors.
You will be in contact with other members of the group who will
be more than willing to share their experiences with different
manufacturers.
It is also a good idea to be on good terms with at least one
customer of a leading firm. You can ask this person to put you in
contact with the directors of the company. Once you have been
introduced by one of their good clients, the directors will hesitate
to steal your idea since they would most likely lose this customer
also. I must add that most businessmen like to meet inventors.
Once your project is accepted, you must keep a close tab on the
file and always keep in touch with the CEO and make sure you
stay on good terms with him. I made the mistake of establishing a
good relationship with a company manager but the senior
executive did not know me. Never forget that the CEO always has
the last word…
There is one positive point in this story. I learned that you must
handle every invention as if it is your first one and you have to
start from scratch each time. Do not believe that bad things only
happen to others. Like the soldier on the battlefield, the guns are
not aimed at everybody else…You can also be a victim…

Good ideas are rare and for that reason it is very important that
you take every precaution to protect them.

Chapter 8
Policeman and Inventor
I was on the police force for thirty years and I enjoyed every
moment. Throughout the years, I combined both my passions:
police work and inventions. Being a police officer, many of my
inventions are related to my line of work and were created to
prevent accidents and increase public safety.
It started in 1988 when I imagined a mechanism to protect
children who took the school bus every day. The safety barrier
installed on the front of the school bus to keep children at a
distance so that the driver can see them when they cross the street
earned me praise from the public as well as from my peers.
One day, I was reading the newspaper when I came across an
article about a six year old child who had died after being hit by
her school bus. The little girl had just stepped down from the bus
when the accident occurred. Despite the convex mirror on the front
of the bus, the driver had not seen her run in front of his bus. I was
devastated as I thought that the same thing could happen to my
nine year old son.
Accidents such as this one happened too often. It was urgent to
find a solution to this problem.
This was still on my mind as I pulled into the car-wash with the
patrol car. As coincidence would have it, the school bus involved
in the accident was also at that car-wash. Seeing it, I again felt the
urgency to find a way to protect our children. The solution popped
up a few hours later.

I thought of installing a safety barrier on the front bumper of the
bus. The children would have to walk around this barrier.
Therefore the bus driver could see them. I immediately got to work
on a drawing.

My first sketches
done in my patrol car

This invention is quite simple. By installing a safety barrier on the
front bumper which opens at a 90 degree angle, the children have
to walk several feet in front of the bus to cross the street.
Therefore the bus driver sees them and will let them cross safely
before moving on.
I shared my idea with several colleagues and got favourable
reactions, so I decided to get to work on the construction of my
prototype. I went to see my brother Denis and his sons, Alain and
Marco who were all “tinkerers”. After I had explained my idea,
they started working on an electric motor that would open and
close the safety barrier. Meanwhile, I met some school bus drivers
to find out what they thought of my idea. They all agreed that it
was an excellent idea. One of them even said that once the product
was available, he would not drive his bus without it.
A few days later I was invited to talk about my inventions on
television. I decided to use this television show to present my
project even though it was not protected. First I had professional
sketches made and opened a file with Invent-Q.

Obviously I was taking a risk but the security barrier was not
something that would be sold in stores. The only way to get to the
customers would be to visit the owners of school buses and to try
to win over the support of school boards and parent/teacher
associations. It seemed almost impossible to reach everyone
concerned. The easiest access was through the media.
It was not long before I was invited on three other television
shows and two articles on the subject appeared in a Montreal
newspaper. Within a few weeks, I received hundreds of letters and
phone calls encouraging me to pursue my research and develop my
product.
At about the same time I learned that a seven year old boy from
Laval had just been run over by a school bus. It was a miracle that
he survived. A witness said that the little boy bent down to tie his
shoelace. He slipped and fell between the front and back wheels
just as the bus was driving away. This news upset me and I started
looking for a way to solve this problem.

Martin Couture
survived the accident

I thought of placing a plastic skirt on the right side of the bus
between the front and back wheels. This ‘skirt’ would be about six
inches from the ground and rigid enough to prevent a child from
rolling under. This relatively simple idea could save lives.

Someone asked me if I was afraid another person might try to
steal my ideas since I was making them public. Although you are
never happy to see another take credit for your ideas I told myself
that it was for a good cause. The object was to have the school
buses equipped with these safety devices.
Today I can see that my efforts were not in vain. Since 1991 only
one death involving a school bus and a child has been reported.
Many school bus companies are using my innovations. The safety
barrier is used in many countries around the world and has become
compulsory in many Canadian provinces and American states.

A bus equipped
with my prototypes

Urgenstop
The best way to avoid dramatic situations is to prevent them. As a
police officer I was constantly aware of this. Here is another
example.
After a victim died in a road accident, the officer in charge of the
investigation explained that accident happened because the traffic
lights stopped working due to a power failure. The victim, an
elderly woman driving one of the cars, died soon after arriving at
the hospital. The officer, Jacques Lamarre, knew that I was an
inventor and he dared me to find a permanent solution to this

problem. I took up the challenge but I have to admit I spent many
sleepless nights over the next few years.
I was already aware of the situation since policemen were always
called on the site to direct traffic when there was a power failure.
Municipal authorities had to send public works crews to set up stop
signs at the designated intersections. Unfortunately there was
always some delay between the time they got the call and the time
the workers arrived on the site. Many serious accidents have been
recorded in such circumstances and it was worse when the power
failure occured at night.
To find a solution I had to focus on the elements important to all
my inventions: it has to be simple, efficient and the least expensive
possible. If my goal was reached using these three criteria, I knew
that even if my invention was copied, it could never be outclassed.
My first thought was to create a stop sign which would be
installed at each intersection but would be hidden from view until a
power failure occurred. The stop sign would then automatically
open up powered by an electromagnetic mechanism and would
fold down when the power returned. I shared this idea with Gerard
Labranche, a friend and inventor and offered him equal
partnership. I call him “Mr. Einstein number 2”. He has a very
good knowledge of electronic mechanisms and was quite
enthusiastic about the project and started working on it almost
immediately.
It was agreed that we would build a prototype before doing a
patent search. The next months were devoted to creating a model
using our sketches. One aspect of the problem was bothering me.
There are so many road signs, signal lights and traffic lights at
intersections. Where would we put our electromagnetic stop sign?

This was on my mind most of the time. One morning I was
driving to pick up some accessories for my Golf’O and stopped at
an intersection with a flashing red light. I had not gone more than
200 meters when I had a “flash of genius” as they say. Eureka!
That’s the answer!
I got out of my car and stared at the flashing red light. Here was
the solution. I could see it clearly in my mind. A flashing red light
powered by a rechargeable battery is automatically activated the
instant a power failure occurs. Motorists notice this emergency red
light and stop at the intersections. Collisions are avoided.
Within a few minutes I was on the phone with Gerard and told
him to stop working on the electronic panel and start research on
an emergency flasher. Gerard was taken aback by my proposal
since he was putting the finishing touches on the project we had
taken months to develop. I decided to give him a few days to get
over the shock. When he called me he admitted that this new
solution did seem the best and he was eager to discuss it.
It took us a few weeks to perfect the first prototype and I filed for
the provisional patent on May 16, 1992. The following years were
devoted to research and development on the product to make it
marketable. This auxiliary emergency system is known under the
trademark “URGENSTOP”.

Installation of the first
system in Saint-Léonard

In 1995, it was nominated as the most innovative security product
by the Congress of Quebec Municipalities. City councillors were
readily convinced that this emergency system would prevent
tragedies, save lives and save money for the city. The auxiliary
emergency system was unanimously adopted and to this day I have
never heard a negative comment about it.
Patented in Canada, the United States and Europe, with this
invention I was a finalist in the Quebec Grand Prix for Inventions
and I came in fourth place for the Ernest C. Manning Prize (The
Canadian Inventions Grand Prix). Unlike some of my other
inventions, I never had any problem finding investors for this
project.

My American patent

The Big Red Nose Alcotest
Again this invention is a result of my observations as a police
officer. Like everywhere else the province of Quebec is
preoccupied with the problem of drinking and driving. The
government has launched numerous campaigns, voted stricter laws
and is constantly trying to find new ways to raise public awareness
concerning the dangers of drinking and driving. Although the

problem still exists, we are noticing important changes in public
attitude. Back in 1995, there was still a lot of work to be done.
The idea for this next invention came to me one evening during
the Holiday Season when I was called to settle a family quarrel.
As is often the case during this festive season, someone had taken
too many drinks and other family members were trying to keep
him from driving his car. In fact, this individual was the only one
who was convinced he could still get behind the wheel. To prove
it, he walked a straight line down the hallway, raised his right arm,
closed his eyes and touched his nose, threw a coin on the floor and
picked it up, etc. In fact he knew all the tests that policemen ask
you to pass if they think you are too drunk to drive. Obviously this
was not the first time he wanted to drive while under the influence
of alcohol and he was arguing with the other guests and
challenging them to do the tests themselves. It was both funny and
pathetic at the same time.
After a few minutes of intense negotiations we were finally able
to convince the man to take a taxi. Everyone was satisfied with this
but they were all upset with him because he has argued with all the
guests, including his wife and daughter. At one point we were
ready to arrest him for disturbing the peace but policemen show
more patience during the Holidays.
Still this got me thinking. Maybe we could have a fun test, a kind
of game the party goers could use to help them realize that they
have had too many drinks to be able to drive safely. My partner
liked the idea.
At first I thought of creating a kit explaining the different tests
used by policemen but quickly changed my mind. It sounded too
serious, which was not my goal. It was also out of the question to

try to market something that could be used in court by an
individual who had failed the Breathalyzer test.
Then I recalled a game we used to play as teenagers to test our
reflexes. We would let a dollar bill drop vertically between a
friend’s thumb and forefinger and he would have to catch it before
it hit the ground. If someone had been drinking, he could never
catch it in mid-air. We all had fun with this game.
I kept thinking about it until I got the idea of a graduated ruler.
My first prototype was a piece of paper the size of a dollar bill.
What I did not like about the idea was that I had to bend down and
pick up the paper if the person could not catch it. Then I got the
idea of making it longer and adding graduation marks indicating
the time it took to react – cheater, super quick, very quick, normal
and slow. To make it obvious that the ruler was to be used only as
a game I decided to add clown heads. The nose grows more red
through the “slow” section. This way no one could use this “test”
as proof before a judge in court.

It's fun
and it works

The funny thing is that it really works and is even used to test
reflexes in other situations. It works with people who have taken
drugs or medications or whose responses are altered by fatigue or
old age.

Obviously there is no scientific basis to this ruler and it is not
intended to show whether or not the person has exceeded the
alcohol limit permitted by Canadian law. It is a game that lets
people become aware of their limits and their impaired capacities
at times. This way there are fewer arguments about who will be
driving home.
With the « Big Red Nose » ruler I chose humour as the means of
communication since it is the best way to get the message across
without seeming too moralizing. That is the reason I added
drawings of a clown whose nose in the shape of a thermometer got
more and more red. When they do the test at the beginning of the
evening, most guests pass but they realize that it is more difficult at
the end of the evening. The ones who fail are embarrassed and
more willing to hand over the car keys. I speak from personal
experience!
The « Big Red Nose » Alcotest became very popular and in fact it
still is today. I have been invited on countless television shows to
talk about it. Over the years I have received many testimonials
confirming that I used the right approach. I am always happy to
hear that an individual decided not to drive after he failed the test.
What is unexpected is when I get an order from psychologists who
use the ruler to test their patients’ reflexes.
This invention looks and sounds so simple yet it took a full year to
develop but it was worth it!

The Squeegee Vignette
I was stopped at a traffic light of a busy intersection on a bright,
sunny day in 1997. There I saw a “squeegee” coming my way. My
car was in the center lane and a white Mercedes was on my left.

As the young man approached I checked in my pocket for some
change. To my surprise, he went right past me to the Mercedes and
started washing the windshield. The driver was angry and started
shouting at the young man. Obviously he had chosen the wrong
car. I admit that if I had to choose between a Ford Tempo and a
Mercedes, I would opt for the Mercedes too.
At the time I laughed about the situation but later I started
thinking about it again. If that young man had known which driver
was ready to give him some money, he would have picked my car.
On the other hand, was there a way to let him know that I did not
want his service?
So I got the idea of a reversible vignette – “Yes” on one side and
« No thank you » on the other. Simple yet so effective. If you want
him to wash your windshield, you put the vignette on the “Yes”
side. If you do not want him to clean your window or if you have
no change, then you put up the “No thank you” side.

A simple solution
to a complex problem

Soon after I had begun advertising my new product, I was invited
to a popular television show with other policemen, squeegees and
social workers. The squeegees and policemen were expressing
their discontent with each other. Then it was my turn to explain the
purpose of the vignette. Utter silence! The show host got up and
coming towards me asked candidly: “Which side on you on
Daniel?” She made me sit in the middle, between the policemen
and the squeegees. She then turned to the audience and said:
“Don’t look any further for a solution; it is right here in my hand. I
have never seen such a simple solution for such a complex
problem.”
In the following weeks, I sold hundreds of vignettes. People were
buying them for themselves and also for friends and colleagues.

Lay Down Your Arms
I do not only invent objects. Sometimes my cogitation will lead to
social projects.
On December 16, 1989 a terrible tragedy upset the province of
Quebec and the whole country. A gunman, Marc Lepine, walked in
the Ecole Polytechnique on the University of Montreal campus
where he shot and killed fourteen young women and wounded
many others before committing suicide. I was on duty that evening
and was assigned to the homicide department for the next two
months. I met with several students who had witnessed the horrible
scene.
The senseless killing of innocent people made people realize that
it is too easy to buy firearms. A long political battle ensued to
restrain the purchase of hand guns and control firearms. It took a
lot of energy for a group of family members of the victims to win

over the powerful Pro-gun lobbyists. I chose to help them in my
way.
Being a policeman, I was well aware of the danger and the
devastation caused by firearms. My plan was that each year on
December 6th, citizens could willingly hand over the guns they did
not need. Again a simple idea took a lot a work. First I had to
convince the high ranking officers of the Montreal Police Force.
The project was refused at first but I was so insistent that it was
finally adopted. There was however one prerequisite. I had to
convince the Minister of Justice of Canada to decree December 6th
of each year a day of amnesty. I accepted the challenge thinking
that it would be a simple formality. It was not the case.
It took two years of intense lobbying and several trips to
Parliament before the project was accepted. Fortunately I got the
invaluable support of two women: Carole Jacques, the Liberal MP
of Pointe-aux-Trembles and Kim Campbell, then Minister of
Justice.
And so on December 6th 1994, the project “Lay Down Your
Arms” in memory of the 14 victims of the Polytechnique was
officialised. That first year 49 firearms as well as munitions were
handed over to the Montreal Police force. These were destroyed
and the metal was melted down and used by artist Alex Magrini,
member of Artists for Peace, to create sculptures. The profits from
the sales are donated to the foundation “Silence of the Arms”. I
remember a beautiful piece in particular; a piano that was given to
Jean-Bertrand Aristide, newly elected President of Haiti.
The following year more than 350 guns and firearms were
collected in Montreal as well as in many municipalities across the
province. The project was so successful that other major cities
across the country adopted it and in 1996 it became a national
project with Toronto, Winnipeg and Vancouver joining in.

Although it is not one of my better known inventions, I must say
that I am most proud of this one.

Chapter 9
Learning from your Failures
If it is true that success comes after a series of trial and error, then
I am on the right track. I have known many setbacks in my career
as an inventor. Each failure involves loss of time and money.
However, this book is meant to be positive, so I shall not dwell on
my failures. The man who learns from his errors becomes a better
and wiser person.
A detailed analysis of one failed project will show you how you
can learn from your mistakes and avoid repeating them. In my
case, each time my project was unsuccessful, it was due to my lack
of knowledge in a particular field of the invention.
For example, I once decided to make a special bag for Bingo
players. I was convinced that it was going to win over all the Bingo
fans even if I had never even been in a Bingo hall. The only
information I had came from a friend who played once in a while.
Furthermore, I knew nothing about the sewing business or the
costs involved. These are very important details if you want to
evaluate the cost of your project.

The Bingo bag
with the horseshoe.
A failure

I can only blame myself for having lost time and money in this
project. Had I done my homework, I probably would have
abandoned the idea on the onset. An inventor is a creative person
with dozen of ideas in his head all the time. He gets his ideas
through conversations with friends and relatives, browsing through
newspapers or magazine articles.
You must start from scratch with each invention. You must learn
everything, every little detail about the product you intend to
create. You must study the problem carefully before you even start
thinking of a practical solution. Once you believe you have solved
the problem, then you can start making drawings and models of
your product. You also have to find out about production methods.
All this may seem like a long and pointless process at first but it is
absolutely necessary if you want to succeed.
With my inventions I learned the specifics about blow plastic
molding. This was the process used to make the Jog’O, the
Gourd’O, the bike rack and the sign post weights. With the Golf’O,
I had to learn more about sewing even though I had acquired a
basic knowledge when I developed the Bingo bag and the visor
band for joggers. I mention these two elements because I learned
from these experiences and was wise enough after that to avoid
such problems, with the exception of the Pilorescents pickets.
When it comes to inventions, you cannot skip steps. Beware of
advice that comes from family or friends. They do not always have
potentially marketable ideas. I am not saying that you should
immediately reject their ideas but take the time to analyse their
proposals. If you cannot evaluate the purpose for the product,
explain why it is not feasible. On the other hand, if someone has a
good suggestion but you do not have the time to spare, why not
encourage this person to start working on it. Who knows? Maybe
this is another creative mind ready to join the ranks of inventors.

Remember to always express your gratitude to a person who has
given you a suggestion, especially if you have succeeded in
bringing the project to term. This person believed in you and
should be informed of your progress throughout the development
process. He will be just as excited as you knowing that his idea
finally took shape. When you show respect to the people who bring
you ideas, they will continue to feed you with suggestions and
someday one of these may be immensely successful.
I have been writing about myself since the beginning of this book.
I have told you of my experiences, my worries, the ups and downs
of my financial situation. I wanted you to see that I am just an
ordinary man, with no special degree or exceptional qualifications.
However I do have a keen sense of observation and my
determination has no limits.
The purpose of this book is to show you that anyone with good
ideas can be an inventor if he trusts his instinct and works hard.
There are many obstacles to overcome but you can do it if you
believe in yourself and your product. At this point, if you have ever
thought of being an inventor but felt too discouraged to pursue
your ideas, I suggest you read the preceding chapters over again.
They might inspire you.
Another reason for writing about my experiences was to show
you that even a very good idea and a finished product will not
necessarily make you rich. In fact, the production costs can even
bring you close to bankruptcy. Also, as you have seen, you must
beware of unscrupulous businessmen who are ready to steal your
invention even when it is already on the production line. In such
circumstances, you will not collect a penny for your efforts.
One does not become an inventor with the intention of becoming
a millionaire. It takes patience and determination. The satisfaction
of seeing your dream come true may be your only reward. Some

inventors eventually do make a substantial profit but it comes after
months and even years of continuous effort.
Personally, I have not become rich with my inventions but I do
believe that I am a successful man. I am reminded of this every
time I see a runner with a Jog’O in each hand or when I am on the
road and I notice the safety barrier on the front bumper of a school
bus. It is difficult to describe the feeling but I can say that I do feel
rewarded for all the hard work.
Alexander Graham Bell would surely be very proud of his
invention if he could witness the numerous advantages of his
telephone. Joseph-Armand Bombardier might be surprised to find
out that the engine he invented to bring sick people to the hospital
is now a recreational vehicle but he would be proud to see how
many jobs have been created to manufacture his product.
The more you work on inventions, the more you become creative
and ingenious. Without realizing it, you develop your ability to
find solutions more quickly. The brain can be trained to react to all
sorts of situations. If you constantly stimulate your brain with new
problems, you will be astonished with your improved capacity to
solve them.
I like to read the newspaper and look for problems that I can try
to solve. Most of the time, it is just a game I am playing with my
brain to make it react and to stay alert. If you practice on a regular
basis for a few hours, or even a few minutes, you will find that it
will become easier to solve the problems.
When you invent a new product, you have actually created a
series of small inventions which make up the final product that
corresponds to the criteria you had set out at the beginning of your
project. This involves brain work and the power of your
subconscious mind which is active 24 hours a day. To obtain

results you must program your brain by continually repeating the
available data and your final objective. Then trust that the answers
will come.

Chapter 10
Standing Up for Inventors
When my invention was stolen in 1989 I decided to write a book
« A Good Idea Is Worth a Fortune » to vent my exasperation. The
first chapters were written in anger but eventually I calmed down
and finally decided that the book would serve as a guideline for
other inventors.

My first book
published in 1990

At the end of the book, I added a survey to find out if inventors
wanted to form an association to protect their rights and defend
their interests. I received almost five hundred replies with 75% of
the inventors stating they were willing to form an association.
Some of them even had very interesting proposals and I picked out
eleven of them who seemed more eager to work with me in
creating this association.
I contacted these inventors and invited them to meet in a
restaurant in Laval. The twelve people present all agreed to form
the association and most of them were ready to be actively
involved in the project. They voted me as their president and I
realized that I would have to commit my heart and soul to the

project. Gilles Latulippe became vice-president and Paul Boisvert
the secretary-treasurer.
This meeting changed my life forever.
The first members were people who had sent in the survey. The
first official meeting of the Quebec Inventors' Association was
held in February 1992 at the “Corvette” restaurant in SaintLéonard. We had room for 45 participants and while we were
expecting about 30 to show up, including the original 12 members,
there were 49 people present. Only a few months later, the QIA
had more than one hundred members.

With
Daniel Trépanier
and Gilles Latulippe
at a meeting of the QIA.

A long-time friend offered us office space and the rent was quite
reasonable. I was much too busy to continue acting both as
president and general manager so Daniel Trépanier became general
manager.
We decided to offer some specific services related to intellectual
property to our members. At first, we provided only the patent
search. Our patent agent recommended Jean-François Poirier as
research agent. The patent agent continued to draft the patent
documents.

The Inventors’ Pavilion
In 1992 I met the president and general manager of the National
Housing Show, Pierre Parent, and suggested a project to make
space for inventors at the Show. We came to an agreement after
several weeks of negotiation. The National Housing Show lent us
the kiosks free of charge and the QIA paid only for the rental
space. I guaranteed the presence of 20 inventors.
Upon close calculation, the square footage of rental space cost the
AIQ $32,000. Each inventor was to pay $500 which meant we only
had $10,000 available. We had to find a way to get the other
$22,000. I got permission to hold a fundraising event at our kiosk.
Since more than 200,000 visitors attended the show we had to
come up with an appropriate fundraiser to attract them to our
kiosk.
I was ecstatic about the project but there was still a lot of hard
work ahead. I had to convince our board of administration to vote
for the project. They were mostly reticent because of the financial
risks. In the end, only one member was willing to sign the
agreement with the Housing Show.
I decided to sign alone which meant that I was solely responsible
for the amount of $32,000. I trusted that with the support of our
devoted volunteers the event would be a great success. I just had to
find a good idea for the fundraising event. We needed at least
$22,000. Any surplus would go to our Association.
In 1988, shortly after the loony replaced the dollar bill, I had seen
a news report. Most men found the coin big and heavy and worried
that their pant pockets would tear. They just did not like it. Why
not give them to me, I thought. The idea was to create the longest
chain of loonies in the world. We would put adhesive tape on the

floor and invite the people to stick their loonies to it all around the
Olympic Stadium.
The organizers did not like the idea and I had to come up with
something that we could do inside our kiosk. So, like with all my
inventions, I started to set out the list of criteria. And I developed a
new invention. It looked like a wheelbarrow supporting a large
wheel with adhesive tape. By turning this wheel we could gather
the loonies stuck on the tape. With my friend Gerard Labranche
and a few other inventors, it took us a few weeks to build this
wheel.

More than $ 12,000
on the wheel

At the end of the ten day event we were so successful that we
won a trophy for the most popular kiosk.
Although some of the inventors present were very successful, the
same cannot be said for me. There were so many visitors that many
of them could not find their way to my kiosk and put their loony on
our magic wheel. I was left with a debt of $12,000. However
something good did come with this experience. We had been a
major attraction at the show and that proved good for negotiations
the next year. Actually my debt was paid off the next year.
The Inventors’ Pavilion was present at the show each year until
2001. That year a new foreign group took over the operations of
the show and they did not understand our importance and
popularity. Negotiations for the 2002 show were dropped and that
marked the end of this wonderful adventure.

The inventor's Pavilion.
The best attraction
of the National Housing Show

The End of Operations for the QIA
The previous year I had opened up a small kiosk in an East-end
shopping mall with my friends Gilles Latulippe and Jean-Paul
Goulet to promote and sell Quebec inventions. We were running
out of space and had to do something about it – either close up
shop or find a boutique to rent. I was ready to move into a boutique
but my partners did not want to get involved.
Daniel Trepanier wanted the QIA to open shop but the association
did not have the financial means to cover the rent. Also it was a
non-lucrative organization and my boutique was a private business.
We could not have a conflict of interest.
Despite all his hard work, Daniel Trepanier could not make ends
meet. The meetings, the patent searches and membership fees were
not enough to pay his salary and most of the time I had to draw
from my pocket to pay the rent A few months after I had opened
the boutique, Daniel told me he was obliged to quit and find
another job.
So I was stuck with a serious problem. I had just opened a
boutique requiring all my attention but it was not yet profitable. I
was still working on the police force full time as well as on many
inventions. The association was practically bankrupt and there was
the rent to pay. Could it get worse?

I decided to disolve the association. I called an urgent meeting of
the board and invited our most devoted volunteers. I informed
them of my decision. They were disappointed but understood that
there was no other way out. We all agreed to continue meeting on a
monthly basis and I would continue to operate my boutique.

Chapter 11
The World of Quebec Inventions
I could now devote all my time and effort to setting up my
boutique of inventions. Based on my experience with the kiosk in
the shopping mall, I felt sure it would be successful.
During the most part of the year, people would wander in to see
our novelties but we made little sales. It seemed we were more an
attraction than a retail store. However between November 15 and
December 25 sales boomed so that we ended the year with a
substantial profit.
A few months before the end of our lease, we started running out
of space. We had to decide whether to close shop or find a larger
store to rent. Again my partners backed out of the project and I was
alone to set out on this new adventure.
My first task was to find a shop close to my workplace. I finally
did find one located about 100 meters from the police station.
Three months later “The World of Quebec Inventions” opened its
doors.
To ensure that things would be profitable, I needed to offer some
intellectual property services. I hired an engineer, Alain Bélanger,
to evaluate the inventions and Jean-François Poirier continued to
do the patent search. More than twenty years later, Alain and JeanFrançois are still performing the same duties for Inventarium. The
documents for the provisional patents were drafted by a friend who
was a patent agent.

It was not long before The World of Quebec Inventions became
profitable. It was close to the Holiday Season in 1996 and every
week we had journalists coming to the boutique to write an article
about us. It was great for business.

My
inventions
store

Beginning in 1994, I hosted a television series on the community
channel: « Quebec Inventors of Today ». Two inventors were
invited each week to share their experiences. In all 84 shows were
produced. The ratings were not very high since most of the viewers
were inventors. Still the show was seen all over the province and
there were reruns for a number of years.
The boutique was open seven days a week and I hired employees
to help out. During the first ten months of the year, sales were not
very profitable. However the intellectual property services were
generating enough profit to keep the business going. The Holiday
Season was always great with customers coming from all over
looking for that special and original gift.
The monthly meetings continued with the inventors and the staff.
In all, we held over 100 such meetings, all very interesting and
motivating. However at the turn of the century, it was becoming
easier to turn to the Internet to find information, so I decided to end
the meetings.

The Inventors’ Exhibition in Paris
In the early 1990’s, Mrs Pauline Normand who was working for
the publisher « Robert Lafond » asked me to be the spokesperson
for the Quebec edition of « The World Book of Inventions ». My
job was to promote the book each year during media interviews
and at book fairs.
In 1996, the owner of this French encyclopedia on inventions,
Valérie-Anne Giscard D’Estaing, expressed her wish to publish my
book “A Good Idea is Worth a Fortune” in Europe. Obviously I
accepted her offer and went to work on an updated version titled
"Daniel Paquette, Policeman and Inventor in Quebec”. The book
was launched on the opening day of the Inventions Fair in Paris in
May 1997. This was unquestionably one of the best moments of
my career as an inventor.
During the ten days of the fair, I received regal treatment from
Valérie-Ann, her team and the 200 inventors on the site. Every day
we held a conference followed by a book signing session. I never
felt happier and more comfortable. I made a number of friends
among the French inventors.

Conference and
signing session
at
Paris Invention’s fair

Inventions Broker
When I started out as consultant for inventors, some people who
came to offer their services as inventions broker. I always
collaborated with them but they usually did not last very long. I
understood why they abandoned the project but still I wanted to
live the experience and touch on every aspect of inventions.
A few weeks after my return from Paris, I decided to give it a try
but I could not do it alone. I asked France Couture to help me.
However I could not continue to take care of the boutique and offer
these services at the same time. Jean-François and Alain took
charge of the services and Jocelyne Vaillancourt took charge of the
store.
We rented an office and began to put the project in place. It lasted
only one year. Efforts to approach companies were long and
arduous and we were not making ends meet. The experience failed
but I learned a lot through it.
Having worked on every aspect in the field of inventions, I was
convinced that I was now ready to get to work on the most
important project of my life, Inventarium. This time I was
determined to put the project on hold until my retirement from the
police force.

Chapter 12
Inventarium and its Squad
After opening my boutique, I was convinced that I could offer
more than the three basic services leading to the provisional patent.
I decided not to renew the lease for the boutique in 1999 to spend
as much time as possible on the Inventarium project. As I said, it
was out of the question that I launch this project before my
retirement. It was the project of a lifetime and my time and energy
were devoted to it.
I went through the huge pile of documents I kept since the first
day in my career as an inventor. All the documents relevant to my
project were classified and filed in 13 folders: the sale and
promotion of inventions, intellectual property services, meetings
with inventors, exhibitions, comments and suggestions by former
members, etc. With this exercise I realized how all these past
experiences, good and bad, led me to create Inventarium.
My wife Jeanne came to the office on a regular basis and inquired
about my project for Inventarium. I suggested she look through the
13 folders in her spare time. She was very impressed with the
extent of the project and expressed her enthusiasm in sharing this
project.
The following year, at the end of June, together we held our first
event: “The Exhibition of Inventions, Genius and Creativity”.
There were more than 100 stands: inventors, creators of board
games, students in engineering, cartoonists, sculptors, painters, etc.
The event was a great success but we had agreed it would be held
only once. We organized another event during the Holiday Season:
“The Quebec Inventions Fair”.

The Exhibition of Inventions, Genius and Creativity

The Quebec Inventions Fair

While preparing these two events, I continued to work on the
Inventarium project. I was preparing the forms for the different
services that I wanted to offer to the inventors. This required a lot
of time and concentration. I was also working on my business plan.
All this time, I continued to offer the basic three intellectual
property services.
Jeanne and I are not only husband and wife, we are best friends.
Obviously I did not want to lose her but I knew that I was rather
obsessive and that I would be working seven days as well as seven
nights a week. The day of my retirement from the police force was
getting closer. I started worrying more and more. I realized I was

taking a risk with the Inventarium project even if I was well aware
of the obstacles. Moreover, setting up the business required
considerable financial investments.
I thought about it for weeks and finally decided that Jeanne was
much more important to me than this new project. I decided to
accept the job offered by a friend to work in his security
organization.
That evening I told Jeanne about my decision. I never expected
her reaction. She asked me if I was serious about this and then
said: “You have no right to abandon the project. It is your dream
and from now on it is also my dream. We will build Inventarium
together, one inch at a time, one day at a time and we will
succeed”. The thought of doing anything else never entered my
mind again.
From that moment on, it was out of the question that either of us
would work on any other project. We put all our energy – and we
both have a lot – on building Inventarium. Before launching the
project we had to prepare for the National Housing Show where
we had the inventors kiosks as usual. Once again it was a great
success.

Inventor’s Pavilion.
Another great success

As chance would have it we met someone very special during this
event. We needed someone to draft the patents for Inventarium. A
friend introduced us to a patent writer, Gilles Boulanger. We read

his letter and agreed that he was the person we had been looking
for. In fact he is still working with us.
As soon as the show was over, we concentrated all our energy on
launching Inventarium. The first step was to set up our Internet
site. A few weeks before the Show I had been called to investigate
a theft in a residential building. The plaintiff was a telephony
engineer and we spoke more about Internet programming than the
actual robbery. I liked him and believed the feeling was mutual.
We agreed to meet after the Housing Show. It was with a simple
handshake that François Sackhouse became and still is our
Webmaster.
On May 10th 2001, after thirty years as a policeman, I was
officially retired. The next morning, Jeanne and I were at the
notary’s office to sign the documents giving birth to Inventarium.
Our offices were located on the 16th floor of the building where we
lived at the corner of Pie IX and Rosemont in Montreal. We made
an ideal team with Jeanne taking care of administration and
finances and I providing the services to the inventors.
The Inventarium concept is unique. It is based on a patent law
which allows any individual to draft, file and manage his own
patent.
A conventional patent agency will charge as much as $15,000 and
sometimes more to file an official patent in Canada and the United
States. The process usually involves long and tedious negotiations
with different patent offices. You must pay your agent for each
intervention and there is usually a fee charged each time you speak
with him on the phone.
For example, in 1985 filing my first official patent in Canada and
the United States cost $12,000. Later I received a bill for $1,800

from my agent to pursue a first claim with the United States patent
office. In the end, I had paid almost $21,000 to obtain my first
patents. How much of this money went directly to the patent
agent? How much went to pay rent and salaries?
Each time I telephoned my agent to get information I was charged
by the minute. Inventors will often hesitate to call their patent
agent to get important information or details about something they
do not quite understand because it is so costly. At Inventarium, it is
an absolute rule that there is no fee for phone calls.
Conventional patent offices offer their services to large
businesses who have the means to pay and who will get a tax
deduction as well as government subsidies. However in most
cases, independent inventors who come up with a good idea do not
have such large amounts of money at their disposal. They also
need support through the development and marketing phases of
their invention. Patent agencies cannot offer these services because
they are submitted to the rules of the CIPI.
This is the reason it seemed urgent to create a facilities
specifically to help independent inventors and small business
owners. I did not invent the Inventarium concept. It grew on me
through my years of experience. The challenge was the same as
always, with the same criteria. It had to be simple, efficient and the
least expensive. I have reached my goal.
Starting in 2002, our inventors could advertise their products
directly on our website. Therefore there was no need to rent a
kiosk at the National Housing Show or to prepare an exhibition.
We could concentrate solely on the success of Inventarium. On
August 6th 2002 we filed for official patents in Canada and the
United States on behalf of Mrs. Luce Belle. The official patents

were delivered two years later. Her tire storage rack is available in
all Walmart stores.
Over the years we continued to offer more services and added the
registration of industrial designs, trademarks and copyrights. We
also developed services specifically for board games.
In October 2003 we met with several directors of the CIPO
(Canadian Intellectual Property Office) in Gatineau. Since the
services we offer to individual inventors and small businesses are
unique, they wanted to know more about our implication in the
projects. The meeting lasted more than two hours. We were well
prepared to answer all their questions and explain how we operate.
We passed the test.
Inventors had provided me with a large number of documents
proving that relations can be difficult between the patent examiners
and the inventors. Everyone agreed that most of the time the
Examiner rejects the patent and the inventor will abandon the
project because he does not have the required technical or legal
knowledge to pursue the matter.
At the end of the meeting Mrs. Carole Choiniere, director of
communications, confirmed we had passed the test with this
comment: “I hope that one day there will be an Inventarium office
in every province in Canada”. It was extremely flattering although
we never considered this possibility since all our services are
available through the Internet. It encouraged us to continue and to
provide additional services for our inventors.
Two registered patent agents joined our ranks. Bruce Lev who
used to be the chief examiner for the American patent office and
Peter Mahler who worked for the European patent offices for over
20 years. The main advantage of working with agents living in a
foreign country is that their wages are not regulated by Canadian

law. In fact all our agents work from their homes and we pay only
for the services they provide. Over the years we have established
connections with patent agents in many countries, including China,
India, Japan and Australia.
Since 2007 inventors from all over Canada and everywhere in the
world can access our services through our Internet site. Many
European inventors have trusted us with their projects.
At Inventarium we have opened thousands of files and several
hundreds of the projects have been officially patented. Many
products have reached market and some are hugely successful. We
could not have done it without our team of agents who are most
conscientious, totally professional and deeply passionate about
their work.
However Inventarium could not exist without the people who
continue to dare and persevere to protect, develop and market their
ideas. We can proudly say that more and more experts in their
profession and small business representatives are turning to
Inventarium. They have heard about us through satisfied
customers. Our best publicity is by word of mouth and we strive to
always do our best. Like I always say, perfection may not exist but
there is nothing to stop us from trying to reach it.

Inventarium’s Squad

Alain Belanger, B. Ing.
Invention’s Evaluator

Diane Richard
Secretary

Me Francois Legare
Business Law

Vikram Swaminadhan
Patent Writer

Gilles Boulanger
Patent Writer

Jean-Francois Poirier, B.E.S.
M. Sc. - IP Researcher

Me Vincent Allard
Trademark Agent

Bruce Lev
Patent Agent – USA

Peter Mahler
Patent Agent – Europa

Vincent Gendreau
Marketing Specialist

Francois Sackhouse, B. Ing.
Webmaster

Thomas Lavoie
Industrial Designer

Conclusion
The end of my book is not the end of my story. On the contrary I
am determined to add many other chapters over the next years. In
fact the word “retirement” is not in my vocabulary no more than in
Jeanne’s.
The day we created Inventarium, I quit inventing because I did
not want to be in conflict of interest with the inventors. This does
not mean that I do not have new ideas. I stand by my decision. My
ideas for inventions are put aside so that I can continue to manage
Inventarium for many years to come.
I am responsible for the services provided by Inventarium. I treat
each inventor’s file as if it were my own and I never count the
hours I dedicate to each project. I make sure that deadlines are met
and that each customer understands the documents and the process
and is truly satisfied with each report. As the years go by, my
enthusiasm has not diminished and I am still as passionate about
the work as on the first day. My fondest wish is for every inventor
who puts his trust in Inventarium to see his dream come true.
The same can be said of Jeanne who takes care of the
administration side of the business. I have never known such a
hardworking and dedicated person. She does not tally the hours on
the job either. She admires the inventors. She is compassionate and
will take the time to listen to them and give them advice, be it
related to a personal problem or to their invention.
In the process of writing this book, I relived many moments of
my life. Fortunately, there was more good than bad. Of course if I
had to start over, I would do some things differently. Looking
back, I realize that each situation paved to way to my greatest
dream, Inventarium.

I thought a lot about the relevance of this book before I started to
write. I finally came to the conclusion that if life has been good to
you then you should share it with others so they can learn from
your experiences.
If you find some motivation in this book, if it helps you in any
way to react favourably in a given situation, if it helps you avoid
errors or if it simply helps you take a better decision, then its
purpose is achieved.
Now it is your turn to play.

