
Tribute to Ian McNab – Keith Rose 
 

Ian and I first met in 1982 when he joined the then 1314 Chess Club and we quickly became friends. We 

often travelled to congresses together and we regularly drank together, usually with a portable chess set to 

analyse our recent games. We got some strange and pitying looks from other drinkers, but we didn’t care. 

After several pints the set was put away and we turned normal again. He did like his pints and swore that 

two or three before a game made him play better. I don’t know about that but he certainly played some wild 

games with a few in him. 

 

One of our clubmates wrote to me saying: 

 

“I used to hang with him and Brian occasionally, drinking and having a laugh. He would go and put 

Brian's horses on for a pint and always be back in time to watch them lose, which was of course a 

good excuse for another pint.” 

 

Ian was known throughout the Scottish chess community as an inventive and imaginative player with a 

sharp sense of humour. His outgoing and sometimes unconventional character gained him many friends. A 

stranger in Ian’s company wasn’t a stranger for long. 

 

He had a sense of the absurd, the bizarre, and the blackest of black humour. As an example – he had 

recently been playing chess on the internet and he gave himself the nickname ‘Fireraiser’. That would have 

cracked him up when he thought of it. And only Ian would dare. 

 

I believe he loved life – not necessarily the circumstances of it, but life itself. He had an intense curiosity 

and was interested in everything. He had all the time in the world to listen to the experiences and views of 

others. He had his own opinions but wasn’t afraid to change them after listening to others.  

 

He was particularly fond of karaoke – he was truly, truly awful but he didn’t care. He just enjoyed himself.  

 

Ian was sometimes treated unfairly by life but he took it all and just got on with things. Every unfortunate 

event that happened to Ian he turned into a joke, and if was against himself, so much the funnier. I never 

knew him to lose his temper or even get angry – just a bit annoyed sometimes.  

 

Since the news got round I have received a number of messages and typical comments were: 

 

• an imaginative and dangerous chess player  

• a chess legend 

• A great character  

• always good company and very funny 

 



 

 

 

 

One person wrote:  

 

“His chess was much like his personality—lively, sharp, incisive and unpredictable. … he was 

friendly and quick-witted  No-one could afford to take themselves too seriously when Ian was 

around.” 

 

Another wrote: 

 

“The chess community in Scotland is diminished by this loss. “ 

 

And so are we. 

 

 

 

 


