
I have known Ian for nearly 30 years and many of you will have known him for much 
longer.  

At his peak Ian was worth 2000 plus but even at his more recent level was capable of 

challenging much stronger players. He delighted in creating positions which broke the 

conventional playing rules – doubled isolated pawns were a dream; an exchange sac – 
meat & drink, even if he hadn't a clue what would come of it; why castle when the King 

could be left in the centre as a lure to the unsuspecting?  

He was a happy man if onlookers were baffled by his positions, as they frequently were. 

For a while the Latvian was his favourite opening and great success he had with it too – he 
understood it and it understood him. He had tactical and strategic talents that were never 
really reflected in his gradings.  

Ian experienced some difficult times in his life but you wouldn't know it to listen to him. He 

made light of those times, even joked of many of them, and revelled in his tales of his 
brushes with various organisations.  

As a man he was a bit of a mixture. A clown, an entertainer, a teller of jokes that didn't 
just cross the line of good taste but left it way behind in the distance; if he could shock a 

listener with his black humour so much the better. But anyone who knew Ian well would 
know that behind the humour – which was not to everyone's taste – was a highly 

intelligent and perceptive individual. As a young man he studied at St. Andrews University 

but decided that academic life was not for him – too restricting and conventional; chat with 

him over a pint or two, but before three or four, and you would find a deep interest and 
understanding of many of the issues of the day.  

I spent many nights with Ian that started with a Purdy and analysis of our recent games, 

moved on to politics or whatever took our fancy, back to chess and finished without the 
Purdy but with a number of empty glasses. That was a while back but I remember those 
times fondly.  

Ian 

 

 

 

Another writer has described Ian like this: 

His chess was much like his personality—lively, sharp, incisive and 

unpredictable. Away from the board he was friendly and quick-

witted — always up for a bit of friendly banter or a joke or two at 
the expense of himself or his fellow competitors. No-one could 

afford to take themselves too seriously when Ian was around. 


