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Among the giants of modern 
prose must be David Ogilvy.

Confessions of an 
Advertising Man, a book my 
advertising-man father gave 
me to read when I was 12 (an 

age of high susceptibility to prose styles), 
had the same body-slamming impact on me 
as Hemingway’s Nick Adams stories, which 
I read about the same time. Active rather 
than passive, intimate rather than formal, 
grammatically streamlined, first person, and 
characterized by a set of appealing personal 
tics, the language seemed to break from all 
the blah blah you’d ever read before. Not only 
did it make you want to write like that, but 
you felt you could write like that: crystalline, 
authoritative, oracular even, and witty. 

I read that book and was instantly smarter. 
A precocious 12-year-old to start, after reading 
Ogilvy I was confident that I knew more than 
anyone (teachers, friends, parents) who had 
not read that book. People who I urge the book 
on now still have the same amazed reaction of 

suddenly understanding the world.
It’s about how the clever world works—not 

just how advertising works (which would have 
been quite a lot), or about how advertising 
agencies work, but how savvy people function. 
It’s about how to be successful—how to make 
money with style, grace, and chutzpa. And it’s 
about creating your own character (creating 
your own brand, 50 years before that was 
anybody’s notion). 

Just as Hemingway was defined by his 
picture as well as his prose, Ogilvy’s look 
matched his words: effortless, smooth, proud, 
and a bit scornful. He not only looked the part, 
but looked like a movie star playing the part.

He was the most famous businessman of 
his generation, one that went from shortly 
after the Second World War through the 
1960s. I don’t think it’s an overstatement 
to put him, in his time, on the level of Steve 
Jobs in ours. That ought to prompt a curious 
question: Why has no one in the advertising 
business matched him in stature (save 
arguably the Saatchis for a flash) since?

Certainly he grabbed his mo-
ment. His was the first voice to 
define the advertising business 
in an aspirational sense. His 
list of rules, proscribed stan-
dards, and artful snobbery (de-

spite being a liberal in a Republican business, 
he was its biggest snob) gave the business its 
first real sense of professionalism and class. 

This was helped by his meteoric success—
or at least the illusion of meteoric success. 

He opened his doors with next to 
nothing—a story he always repeated—
although, actually, his older brother was the 
managing director of Mather & Crowther, 
one of the oldest and most vaunted agencies 
in London, who invested in his brother’s 
New York venture. (The two agencies would 
ultimately merge, and there would be a tussle 
with his brother for the leadership role, 
conveniently resolved with his brother’s 
timely death.)

He had a handful of small accounts: 
Wedgwood, the British china company; 
Hathaway, a shirt maker; Schweppes, a 
tonic water maker; and British Travel. For 
Hathaway and Schweppes, he developed not 
just a definitive campaign, but, in a sense, the 
definitive idea of the definitive campaign: 
that single, identifiable element that slips 
into the popular imagination. Indeed, the 
branded persona is an Ogilvy invention. 
The Hathaway man wears an eyepatch (and 
would do so, reason never explained, for the 
next generation). Schweppes was served up 
by Commander Whitehead, its fortuitously 
craggy and red-bearded CEO (a generation 
later O&M would pull the same trick with 
Frank Perdue). 

And then he put virtually the entire 
budgets of his small accounts into The 
New Yorker, the single most powerful and 
concentrated piece of upscale (then called 
carriage trade) media that existed in the 
country. Almost every upscale person—a 
significantly more rarefied lot then—could 
be counted on to read The New Yorker and 
to see Ogilvy’s ads. The frequency in The 
New Yorker gave the illusion that these were 
much bigger campaigns than they were and, 
as well, put the Ogilvy work regularly in front 
of the very people who hired advertising 
agencies.

With a series of flourishes, idiosyncrasies, 
and publicity gambits (including his 
assiduous working of the trade press), he sold 
himself.

His double-breasted navy blazers were all 
lined with crimson. When he gave speeches, 
which he did with great verve and command, 
he took off his blazer before beginning, 
folding it crimson side out and laying it across 
a chair. (His hair, too, was near the color of 
the lining of his blazers.) When he won the 
Rolls-Royce account, in the age of Chevys 
and Caddies, he took to riding around New 

The First 
(and Last) 
Adman 
David Ogilvy arrived on the scene with a new 
voice, a set of rules, and an idea of what an adman 
should be. Michael Wolff says there hasn’t been 
another like him.  
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York in one of the few, if not the only, Rolls in 
the city. An early rapper. 

He bought a 30-room 12th-century chateau 
in France.

He made scenes in restaurants to the 
great discomfort of his companions when the 
service failed—his point, however childish, 
was about service (a professional virtue at 
which he excelled) and about, well, him.

He was a rude, impatient, egotistical man, 
chary with a compliment, and yet who needed 
to be liked. And so he was always making up 
for his rudeness with extreme generosity.

He was obsessive about details: in copy, 
design, manners, dress, travel, workplace. 

He was a memorable speaker most of 
all because his great fluency was marred 
or dramatized by pauses, hesitations, 
digressions—his audience was always 
coming closer, listening harder, paying more 
attention. 

He was full of certainty—exaggerated, 
definitive, aphoristic. 

He was, of course, a ladies’ man.
When I recently pressed three of his pro-

tégés at the agency—Ken Roman (p. 43), Joel 
Raphaelson, Michael Ball—on their personal 
feelings toward their perfectionist, atten-
tion-seeking, egotistical boss, I also asked, 
point-blank: “Did you like him?” 

They each separately replied: “I loved him.”
That is a status apart. 

Ogilvy as an agency became a sta-
tus apart: more cultured, more 
civilized, more creative than 
any other. Indeed, a suspect in-
dustry had found its better ava-
tar. Clients needed—or began to 

think they needed—Ogilvy more than Ogilvy 
needed them. Not least of all because Ogilvy 

was always describing the clients he wouldn’t 
take, or the clients he had turned down, or cli-
ent behavior he wouldn’t countenance. 

Ogilvy, Benson & Mather was the true 
Church. It had its catechism; its little red 
book; its great leader. He spent much of his 
time convincing the people who worked at 
Ogilvy that they were an elite corps because 
they worked at Ogilvy.

His was not just the invention of the 
modern advertising business, but the argu-
ably post-modern media. Media heretofore 
had been a way to reach mass audiences, but 
Ogilvy’s insight was to project a very spe-
cific message on a much smaller audience, 
which, in turn spread his story. It is all about 
culture (the real theme of Confessions of 
an Advertising Man). It is as though Jobs—
who would owe so much to his adman, Jay 
Chiat, cut from the Ogilvy tradition—fol-
lowed the Ogilvy rules of making look and 
feel and attitude as important as function. 

C uriously, this tower of mid-
century modernism came to 
seem, rather quickly, quite 
old-fashioned.

The creative revolution, led 
by Bill Bernbach (who will, 

himself, have a hundredth birthday in Au-
gust), upstaged the Ogilvy revolution.

The late-’60s made the stylish early-’60s 
man in a blue-blazer and Rolls-Royce look 
just a bit out of it. 

The ad businesses entered its anti-WASP 
and anti-establishment moment. Ogilvy’s 
relentless rules (no matter how impish and, 
perhaps, disruptive) seemed like rules, when 
everywhere rules were collapsing.

Ogilvy himself never liked television. He 
remained a magazine copywriter (along with 

The New Yorker, Holiday magazine was his 
real home).

His agency’s increasing success—with 
packaged-goods accounts—made it seem 
uncreative: the crown magically appearing 
on the head of the lummox-eating Imperial 
margarine.

He became more and more curmudgeonly 
too, spending more and more time in France.

What’s more, he wouldn’t fly.
When his agency started to expand 

globally, he opposed it. When it bought Scali, 
McCabe, Sloves, in one of the first examples 
of consolidation, he was against it.

And yet, Ogilvy, at 100, survives.
While just about every other iconic figure 

in the advertising business, except Leo 
Burnett, has been blended and merged out of 
existence.

Why have the great 
names—the fundamen-
tal brands—in this busi-
ness of brands been lost? 
Likely it has much to do 
with the insecurity of 

the industry. The economic insecurity which 
has forced agency after agency into succes-
sive consolidations, has, perhaps necessar-
ily, leveled corporate cultures and their most 
distinctive personalities. The names them-
selves have become a kind of mulch: J. Wal-
ter Thompson to the anodyne JWT; Doyle, 
Dane, and Bernbach to DDB; Ted Bates dis-
appeared. And now the new generation of 
Hunger, Fire, Harrumph.

Ogilvy’s name is still on the door—his 
signature scrawled over every surface of the 
agency—in some sense because his was a 
fight against insecurity and corporatism. 

He was central. He was unique. He was 
right. And he told you so. Repeatedly.

What’s more, his was the first advertising 
agency—and one of the first service 
companies of any kind—to do a public 
offering. In 1962, the combination of Ogilvy, 
Benson & Mather with Mather & Crowther 
went public, making one of the first global 
agencies and, too, making David Ogilvy rich.

He was a rich man, with a clarion 
voice—a million copies of Confessions of an 
Advertising Man would soon be in print.

And there were the rules, repeated 
throughout the agency, passed down by 
generations: not so much rules of procedure, but 
rules of behavior and conduct. And the prose, 
which made the rules less rules than…truths.

Ogilvy is the greatest brand in the 
history of the advertising business because 
it is based on voice and style and identity—
intemperate, savvy, original, sure. 

Even in an industry that has gone out of its 
way to mercilessly flatten its own traditions 
and character, Ogilvy flourishes. 
—Michael.Wolff@adweek.com;  
Twitter: MichaelWolffNYC.

Ogilvy’s Château de Touffou in 
Bonnes, France. Opposite page are 
more pictures taken there in 1998,
when Adweek’s Noreen O’Leary spent 
several days talking with the adman.



Ogilvy at 100

Medieval Manor david ogilvy bought Chateâu de 
touffou, his apricot-colored castle in the south of 
France, for $500,000, furnished, and said his days 
there were among the happiest in his life. he spent 
his time gardening, cycling, floating in the pool, 
bird-watching, and entertaining with after-dinner 
storytelling marathons. he built secret garden 
“rooms” enclosed by walls of evergreen hedge and 
filled them with fragrant lavender and magnolias. 
in his book-filled office, ogilvy spent many hours 
sending off letters to far-flung corners of his agency 
empire—an outpouring which caused the local 
town Bonnes to upgrade its post office and give the 
postmaster a raise. if the global agency network 
bearing his name was his greatest public pride, he 
described life in the lush French countryside at 
touffou as his private “paradise.”—Noreen O’Leary
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D avid Ogilvy is the most familiar 
brand name in advertising. His 
fame lives on in the name of a 
global company, on the dust-
jackets of two books worth read-
ing (and one not worth reading), 

and in dozens of querulous quotes. 
On the centennial of his birth, we will be 

told how revolutionary his work was for its 
time. Today we see his advertisements only 
as artifacts, set off by white borders, accom-
panied by captions telling us the ads are even 
better than we think they are. But how are we 
to judge?

Let’s saddle stitch Ogilvy’s work back into 
the original context and try to see his ads the 
way some of his first audiences would have 
seen them: in the pages of The New Yorker 
magazine of the 1950s. For a reader, it re-
quires a certain trick of mind erasure to see 
the ads fresh and not be influenced by their 
later fame.

The New Yorker, Sept. 22, 1951: In an issue 
in which Le Corbusier is taken to task for the 
new U.N. Secretariat Building and William 
Faulkner is chided for Requiem for a Nun, one 
wonders how the editors must have writhed 
when the print ads started coming in. One, 

from the Remington Rand, shows a secretary, 
shot in the breastbone by Cupid, confessing 
she is “head over heels in love…with typing 
quiet…with typing results…” Another, for the 
Alcoa Company, hopefully offers a painting of 
its factory by “the famous artist Peter Welch…
in larger size suitable for framing.” 

So it is with a kind of start, really, that one 
comes upon a color photo of a trim military-
looking man, wearing a crisp white dress 
shirt—and a black eyepatch. “The man in the 
Hathaway shirt” is being measured for a be-
spoke suit. The copy begins: “American men 
are beginning to realize that it is ridiculous 
to buy good suits and then spoil the effect by 
wearing an ordinary, mass-produced shirt.” 
The remarkable thing is the ad’s absolute re-
fusal to explain the central mystery: the eye-
patch, and the man wearing it. The text is all 
about—is only about—the virtues of the Hatha-
way shirt. The titillation is all the greater for its 
restraint. 

The New Yorker, June 6, 1953: The ad inside 
the front cover shows Joe DiMaggio Jr. and Sr. 
at the seaside wearing “precisely matched, 
precisely tailored swim trunks and shirts” for 
Bates Disciplined Fabric. A few pages later a 
young woman fondles a Lordcastle shirt and 

declares, most oddly, it’s “the nicest thing that 
ever happened to Father’s neck!” 

But things don’t get better on page 62 when 
we see “The man from Schweppes is here.” 
“Commander” Whitehead disembarks from 
an airplane—alone, as royalty do, carrying a 
Very Important Briefcase. The fakery of the 
visual is exceeded only by that of the copy: 
“Commander Whitehead has come to these 
United States to make sure that every drop of 
Schweppes Quinine Water bottled here has 
the original flavor. [The] secret of Schweppes 
unique carbonation is locked in his brief case.”

Really? The Hathaway shirt ad delivered 
250 words of information and added mys-
tique. The Schweppes ad is cute and cloying, 
and built on a thin conceit—which makes it 
the most like the other ads around it, and the 
most un-Ogilvy idea of the bunch.

The New Yorker, May 31, 1958: Block that 
English major! One imagines when the The 
New Yorker insertions came up, the most “lit-
erary” copywriters were rounded up to write 
them. So we see an ad for Hanes underwear 
that reads: “What is more taken for granted, 
more utterly Babbitt, than his underwear!” 
And for the new Jet-Prop plane Bristol Britan-
nica, we read: “Welladay! Eureka! O Gemini! 
Etc.! Home Sapiens has homered again.” 

So it is with relief that one encounters this 
headline: “At 60 miles an hour the loudest 
noise in this new Rolls-Royce comes from the 
electric clock.” The headline is deliberately 
un-literary; it’s the quote of an “eminent Rolls-
Royce engineer.” The copy then walks you 
through 19 numbered reasons to justify the 
$13,550 price. Less often commented upon is 
the photo: a woman at the wheel of the Rolls 
waits curbside, as her two children emerge 
from the market. The effect of the whole is sim-
ple, tasteful, rational—for Rolls-Royce. 

The New Yorker, Nov. 25, 1950: Our final 
exhibit is the earliest work from Ogilvy’s 
hand, the “Guinness Guide to Oysters.” It’s 
not much to look at: a grid formed by sailor’s 
rope, displaying nine types of oysters. But 
now, read just this one caption: “Oyster Bays 
are mild and heavy-shelled. It is said that 
oysters yawn at night. Monkeys know this 
and arm themselves with small stones. They 
watch for an oyster to yawn and then pop the 
stone in between the shells. ‘Thus the oyster 
is exposed to the greed of the monkeys.’”

Well. This is something different. It is per-
haps the single most memorable paragraph 
in the entire magazine. It is clear that Ogilvy 
was pushing, in his own cranky, idiosyncratic 
way, to make ads do more than they were used 
to doing—to make them inform, compel, and 
delight.

—Steve Simpson is chief creative officer, 
North America, Ogilvy & Mather. steve.simp-
son@ogilvy.com.

Past 
Perfect 
To fully understand the punch of ads written  
long ago, Steve Simpson puts Ogilvy’s work in 
context—and discovers anew why advertising  
would never be the same. 
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1. The Hathaway shirt man wore an eyepatch thanks to a 
whim on the part of Ogilvy, who bought some on his way to the 
shoot. In 1951, within a week of the first print ad, C.F. Hatha-
way’s entire stock sold out.
2. This ad ran in only two newspapers and two magazines, 
costing $25,000. Ogilvy claimed that a year later Ford spent 
millions, insisting its car was even quieter than a Rolls. He 
later resigned Rolls-Royce after they sent 500 defective cars to 
the U.S.
 3. Ogilvy used the face of Edward Whitehead, a former British 
Royal Navy officer who was the agency’s Schweppes USA 
client, to personalize the brand. As a result, “Commander” 
Whitehead became a popular guest on TV talk shows.
4.  The Guinness ad is the first that Ogilvy, aged 39, wrote as 
the head of his own agency.
 

2.

3.

4.
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D avid Ogilvy (D.O. on his memos) 
died in 1999 at 88. He was born 
June 23, 1911 (the same year as 
Ronald Reagan), and would have 
been 100 this week. I met Ogilvy 
when I joined Ogilvy, Benson 

& Mather in 1963 as an assistant account 
executive. I was 32, he was 56 and already 
famous for his tasteful, literate campaigns 
as well as for his arresting epigrams (“The 
consumer is not a moron, she is your wife”). 
He was driven around New York in a Rolls-
Royce and occasionally wore a kilt, before 
most people had seen either.

In 1964, he published Confessions of an Ad-
vertising Man. It became the best-selling ad-
vertising book of all time, the only one most 
people outside the business have ever read; he 
was on his way to becoming the most famous 
advertising man in the world.

When I joined the agency, it was still small 
enough, at 600 employees, that he could make 
it a point to meet most new executives (even 
junior account managers). Once in his pres-
ence, the visitor was subjected to an interro-
gation: What had he done before? Where did 
he live? What were his interests?

In my case, he asked me to bring the re-
search on Prime, a dog food being introduced 
by General Foods, a client he had cultivated as 
a new business prospect. On that initial meet-
ing, he quickly put aside the research and dis-
covered we both liked Gilbert and Sullivan 
operas, then offered me a ride home.

He correctly regarded his most important 
talent as new business—but had little under-
standing of mass consumer products like 
dog food. Learning the client wanted a better 
“promise” for the introductory commercial, 

he worked all weekend and arrived in my of-
fice Monday morning with his entry: “The 
Prime Minister of dog food.” 

He had a surer touch with premium brands, 
putting the red-bearded U.S. president of 
Schweppes in the “The Man From Schweppes 
Is Here” ads. In response to the CEO’s nervous 
query about whether he looked like a rabbi in 
one photo, Ogilvy said: “Whoever heard of a 
rabbi named Commander Whitehead?”

Even as he elevated to world renown, he 
never pontificated—he interrogated, even 

with dinner partners. His great secret was 
an inquiring mind. He learned from accom-
plished people and from his experiences.

His life story is implausible. He was born 
and raised in England, the son of a Scottish 
father and an Irish mother. He was an indif-
ferent student at Oxford and dropped out 
without graduating. After Oxford, he found 
work as a sous chef at the Hotel Majestic, at 
the time the best kitchen in Paris. Working 
long hours alongside volatile chefs, he learned 
high standards and leadership from the impe-

The first four chairmen of O&M,
circa 1979: (l. r.) William Phillips
(No. 3), David Ogilvy, Jock Elliott
(No. 2), and Kenneth Roman (No. 4). 

David Ogilvy 
& Me
  
Kenneth Roman on the Oxford dropout, door-to-door salesman, 
amateur spy, and gentleman farmer who turned his sights on 
advertising—and became a legend in his own time. 
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rious head chef M. Pitard: “Ah, my dear Da-
vid, what is not perfect is bad.”

Then off to Scotland to sell Aga Cookers, 
the Rolls-Royce of cooking stoves, door to 
door to Scottish housewives at the depths of 
the Depression. Another learning experience. 
“No sale, no commission. No commission, no 
eat. That left a mark on me.” The mark it left 
was a lifetime commitment to judge advertis-
ing on its ability to sell, not entertain.

It became an opportunity to demonstrate 
his ability to distill experience into prin-
ciples. The company’s best salesman, Ogilvy 
was asked to tell other salesmen how he did it, 
in what Fortune called “the best sales manual 
ever.” It was the most entertaining, for sure.

Stress the fact that no cook can make her 
Aga burn more fuel than 4 [pounds] a year, 
however stupid, extravagant or careless she 
may be, or however much she may cook. If more 
fuel is being consumed, it is being stolen, and 
the police should be called in immediately.

Manual in hand, he talked his way into 
an apprenticeship in his brother’s ad agency 
in London and then a job with George Gal-
lup doing research on the movie business in 
Hollywood. And it was Ogilvy, not Gallup, 
working with the moguls—choosing scripts, 
influencing titles, making (or killing) stars’ 
careers. It also led him to inject consumer 
research into the development of his agency’s 
advertising.

With the advent of World War II, Ogilvy 
went to work for the British Secret Service 
in New York under Sir William Stephenson, 
the model for agent 007 in the James Bond 
series. He engaged mainly in economic stud-
ies, but claimed to have learned tricks of the 
spy business—like stopping an attack dog by 
ripping its front legs apart. This amused col-
leagues who knew him as a physical coward 
who would lose an argument to a copywriter 
who took two threatening steps toward him.

Unsure what to do when the war ended, 
he became, of all things, a farmer in the 
Amish countryside of Pennsylvania. “We 
never thought of him as a farmer,” said a lo-
cal reporter. “He was a gentleman who lived 
on a farm.” Amazingly, the plain and simple 
Amish and the flamboyant Ogilvy were a 
match. He adored their simple ways; they 
were charmed by him.

If he wasn’t going to be a farmer, he was 
now ambitious—for advertising. He arranged 
with the local library to get him new cam-
paigns, and studied them in his room at night. 
He read every advertising book he could find, 
and soaked up knowledge. 

Then, at 38, never really having worked 
in advertising (save for his brief stint at his 
brother’s firm), he opens an agency in New 
York to compete with the great agencies of 
the day, and within 10 years becomes the 
most talked about person on Madison Av-
enue. His ad campaigns set new standards in 
style and taste, his speeches about building 
brands and respecting the consumer made 
news, his dramatic dress and memorable say-
ings got him invited to parties and even to the 
White House.

People saved copies of his letters and 
memos. My first was a letter he wrote to my 
Gillette client, who came to us with a cam-
paign created by their design department. 
After listing eight reasons why it would 
not be successful, he delivered his ultimate 
argument:

The only thing that can be said in favor of the 
layouts is that they are “different.” You could 
make a cow look different by removing the ud-
der. But that cow would not produce results.

Despite a reputation as a creative genius, 
Ogilvy’s real genius was as instinctive leader. 
Some think the best advertisement he ever 
wrote was for Ogilvy & Mather itself, with the 
headline “How to run an advertising agency,” 
espousing principles that apply to many 
businesses. 

More than setting down principles in 
writing, he dramatized them. At one board 
meeting, he gave directors sets of Russian 
nesting matryoshka dolls. Inside the largest 
doll a smaller one, then a smaller one, and so 
forth. Inside the smallest doll there was a slip 
of paper:

If we hire people who are smaller than we 
are, we will become a company of dwarfs. If we 
hire people who are bigger than we are, we will 
become a company of giants.

Hire people who are better than you are. 
And pay them more than you if necessary.

If he had composed a memo urging that 
we hire better people, everyone would have 
saluted—and forgotten it in 10 minutes. No-

body forgot the Russian dolls.
He strived to build a corporate culture 

(“We hire gentlemen with brains”) and make 
Ogilvy & Mather a meritocracy, and succeed-
ed to a large extent. “No nepots, no spouses,” 
he directed. “Pay peanuts and you get mon-
keys” was another favorite, although he never 
paid himself more than $125,000.

In 1973, he retired to Château de Touffou, 
a 12th century castle with 30 rooms and a dry 
moat, several hours south of Paris. He would 
pick up visitors at the railroad station and, 
on the 20-minute ride back, start with “Tell 
me all about your life.” He named himself the 
agency’s international creative director and 
reviewed ads from around the world.

But the agency had become too far-flung, 
with 200 offices in 52 countries, for a man 
who hated to travel. And the business had 
passed him by. He was a print man; his great 
successes were in magazines and news-
papers, and he never grasped the TV me-
dium or the role of music and emotion in 
advertising. 

He continued to give speeches (his final 
crusade was for advertising that sells rather 
than entertains), accept awards, and write. 
When I asked him for title suggestions for 
my first book, he replied, “The title of my 
next book is How to Advertise. If you like it, 
you may have it and use it.” I used it. Several 
years later, he told me he was writing another 
book. “Do you have any titles left over?” he 
asked me. I reminded him of his earlier con-
tribution, and offered that the title of his next 
book was easy: “You’re the most famous ad-
vertising man in the world. You’re the title. It 
should be David Ogilvy on Advertising.” Pub-
lished in 1983, Ogilvy on Advertising became 
a bookend to that story.

In 1989, Ogilvy & Mather was the object 
of a hostile takeover by the British holding 
company WPP. After a fierce defense (he 
called the WPP head “an odious little shit”), 
he came around and accepted the token posi-
tion as non-executive chairman. But his baby 
had been taken away. He died a decade later. 

His considerable legacies, beyond his be-
loved agency, include the concepts of brands 
and branding, which he pioneered. His sup-
port of research in advertising is recognized 
by the Advertising Research Foundation’s 
ARF David Ogilvy Awards. He is the only 
general advertising man in the Direct Mar-
keting Hall of Fame. He was an early con-
sumerist, railing against billboards (“They 
spoil the landscape”) and misleading adver-
tising. Starting from scratch in 1948, he built 
the only international agency started since 
World War II that is still there, with his name 
on the door.  

—Kenneth Roman, a former chairman of 
Ogilvy & Mather Worldwide, is the author of 
The King of Madison Avenue: David Ogilvy 
and the Making of Modern Advertising. ken.
roman@verizon.net. 

Despite a reputation 
as a creative genius, 
Ogilvy’s real genius 
was as instinctive 
leader. 

1. Ogilvy as a “gentleman farmer” in Lancaster, 
Pa., circa 1945.
2. At work at Ogilvy, early 1950s.
3. Leading a training program.
4. On the boat to America, 1938.
5. (l. to r.) Edmund Whitehead (the “Command-
er” in the Schweppes ads), Ogilvy, and Baron 
George Wrangell, the Russian aristocrat who 
played the “man” in the Hathaway ads.
6. At his typewriter in 1977. 
7. Sporting a top hat in 1967.
8. On the set of a Western Union ad.
9. Head shot, 1977.
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