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A Tribute from an ex-Colleague

I am aware that since his untimely passing on 12 October, much has already been said and written in tribute to Ian Forbes, the husband, the father, the sportsman and veteran at Old Wilsonians – and quite rightly so.
What perhaps hasn’t been documented is, Ian Forbes, the media man.
I spent almost 10 years working with Forbesy and whilst he was more than capable of slaying anybody at 5 paces with those “death ray” eyebrows, once you got inside his unspoken “circle of trust” then he would back you to the hilt, remain loyal to the end and spend as much time as needed to help you succeed.
Professionally, his reputation was as a fearsome media buyer who could chew you up and spit you out. A reputation which always amused him as he only ever saw the art of buying as a “game” with the final agreed price being the “prize” over which we either won or lost. In Forbesy’s case, he mostly won.
What people were much less aware of however, was his ability to plan media strategies using a wealth of research data, cleverly inter-woven in order to identify the optimum media mix for each and every client. All that back in the days before Artificial Intelligence had ever been dreamt of. It was simply Forbesy, a sheet of A4 and a monstrously large calculator powered by HP2 batteries. The lessons I learned about planning back then still serve me well to this day, though the calculator now takes less of a bashing, to be fair.
Now it is true that, on an off-day, he could be a little on the grumpy side (especially when mid-way through his Dry January abstinence) but, equally, some mornings would find him happily at his desk sharing his multiple renditions of “songs from the shows”. I can still hear a distant echo of “There ain’t nothing like a Dame” even now.
Then there were the “Forbesy-isms”. Phrases that only he would trot out in various situations, though usually in the afternoons post-lunch… classics such as: 
“Another fine mess you’ve got me into”….. for which my reply would normally be; “No, that would be the 12th Large Scotch and Dry you just ordered”.
“Avez vous les pommes de terre? Oui, j’ave”…. Always keen to demonstrate his linguistic skills was Frobesy.
“The day war broke out……” Generally used when someone started banging on about the good old days, which to be fair, Ian never did.
I discovered though, that there was one weakness in the Forbes armoury and that was his sense of direction. This applied not only to his inability to navigate the most direct route on foot across London, but also when travelling further afield as a car passenger with map reading duties his only responsibility. On one occasion, he insisted I take the next right despite my reservations, and we found ourselves ensconced on a one-way system around a giant industrial park, 5 miles from where we needed to be. Bless him.       
Which brings me to the most fun we generally had when working together… the media lunches. There are too many to mention, but a few stick firmly in the memory.
The time we took our client, Dominic Ebery from Remy Martin, out for a congratulatory, pre-wedding, 5 hour lunch before presenting him with a rather expensive cut glass decanter as a gift, only to see him stagger away, unavoidably swinging it from side to side… no idea how many pieces it was in when he got home. For many years after, I know that Remy Martin marketing personnel still used the verb they invented to describe a “pissy” lunch – namely “To Be Forbesed”.  
There were numerous lunches with Messrs Lewis and Broadbent, resulting in the latter recounting Stanley Holloway monologues for all who would listen. 
The magazine sales execs who came like lambs to the slaughter, after revealing they had booked a mid-afternoon meeting with another media agency – Forbesy saw that as challenge to stop them leaving and glasses were constantly filled without them realising … he never failed.
So, thank you Forbesy.
Thank you for teaching me much of what I needed to succeed in this business, for throwing me in the deep end and letting me swim, for supporting me through some pretty tough times, but most of all, for showing me that we can all take ourselves way too seriously in this business… “It’s only a game”… but it does help if you win more than you lose.
Rest easy my friend.
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