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Tibetan Trader
At weekly market in Namche Bazaar.

Rob Fairley, 1998. (Watercolour. 20cm x 14cm. Sketchbook drawing.)
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JOHN PORTER

The Mountain World  
of Ken Wilson

‘Ken is the most considerate of  men: the brash ones usually are. They’re 
hiding their feelings behind the hard words.’ Tim Lewis, Mountain 59

‘[Mountain] captured the profound changes affecting climbing at that period 
and Ken proved a relentless guardian of  the soul of  mountaineering – as he  
saw it.’ Doug Scott, Up and About: The Hard Road to Everest

The gospel according to Wilson. Few mountaineering publishers  
in the English-speaking world have come close to the impact  

Ken Wilson had in the 1970s. His coverage in Mountain of the  
Cairngorm tragedy in 1971 was influential and exemplary.
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In today’s media-rich world, suffused with tweets and video footage of   
the latest Font 8b problem available on Vimeo within seconds of  its  

completion, it is difficult to appreciate how revolutionary Ken Wilson’s 
Mountain magazine was when it first appeared in 1969. Bernard Newman, 
former editor of  both Mountain and the AJ, summed it up:

‘Gone were the stuffy, cramped journals that hadn’t moved on since Victorian  
times, and in came the glossy, visually stunning, and supremely readable 
spreads of  Ken’s vision. Mountain was a crucible for top-quality writing,  
photography and rigorously accurate information gathering, all powered  
by Ken’s unrelenting attention to detail combined with peerless photo editing. 
It’s often quipped that you haven’t climbed a peak in Nepal unless Liz Hawley  
says you have. Well it was Ken you had to get past in those days, after  
a thorough grilling to provide a “plausible scenario” for your claims.1’

For six months in 1974-5, I worked for Ken at Mountain, on issues 40 to 
45 to be precise, over the winter and into the following summer. I knew Ken, 
had climbed with him on his visits to Leeds, and found him good company, 
if  a bit abrasive, always quick to remind me that I was a ‘Yank.’ But it was  
a fluke I ended up working for him.

It wasn’t Ken who offered me the job. That was Chris Brasher, who was 
in the process of  buying Mountain from Ken in late 1974 and recruited 
me as editor. As an ambitious journalist, Chris saw opportunities to take  
the ‘new look’ magazine to a wider audience. The popularity of  the BBC’s 
outside broadcasts featuring climbing and the sport’s heightened media  
profile pointed to new consumer interest.

Ken wanted to offload the magazine to take on a new challenge, creating  
a publishing company specialising in mountain topics. He had edited 
Mountain for five years and, prior to that, the last two editions of  Mountain 
Craft, the only independent climbing magazine in the UK in the 1960s, but  
looking tired when Ken took over. With the development of  Mountain,  
Ken created a media platform that mirrored the changes taking place in 
climbing, and for that matter, in society as a whole.

At the time of  the job offer, I was floundering with my ‘PhuD’ at Leeds 
University, having spent more time climbing than researching and writing. 
It came on the back of  my editorship of  the Leeds University Union Climbing 
Club Journal in 1974. I was shocked but delighted when Brasher gave me 
the call. The Leeds Journal was clearly amateurish compared to The Observer 
where Brasher regularly appeared as a feature writer.

For a week or so, Brasher and I travelled around the UK, meeting existing 
correspondents and contributors to reassure them and discuss the direction 
we should take Mountain. Our final call was Ken’s local pub in East Finchley 
to agree final details of  the sale over a pint. Ken and Chris went into a  
huddle in a corner, while I joined the north London climbing regulars,  

1. From the Climbers’ Club Newsletter December 2011 on Ken being awarded honorary membership to  
the CC.

including an old friend from Leeds, Dave Cook, soon to be appointed  
national organiser of  the Communist Party of  Great Britain.

As we sat swapping news, there was a sudden altercation. We turned 
to see Ken lean towards the dapper Brasher, wearing his trademark cravat, 
and then cup the great man’s face in his hands before vigorously slapping 
him on the cheeks. It was like a scene from the Three Stooges. Chris was not 
about to take part in any slapstick. Turning red with rage, he exited the door, 
stopping momentarily to throw a few blustery insults in Ken’s direction.  
I wondered whether I could catch the last train that evening to Leeds.

Ken, pint in hand, came over to join us, still chortling. ‘I can’t let Moun-
tain go to someone who thinks it’s just another publication to make a bit of  
money. The deal’s off.’ Ken paused then turned to me, his watery eyes full 
of  mischief. ‘So, Porthole, you might as well come work for me.’ The nick-
name annoyed the hell out of  me. Ken knew that, and I knew this was a test. 
The only way to impress Ken was to stand your ground and not hesitate.  
I accepted immediately.

Ken had previous with editors of  the Leeds University Climbing Club Journal. 
Bernard Newman had come to work for him after his 1973 edition – far better 

Ken Wilson on Everest in 1972. According to Doug Scott: ‘He might  
have seemed trenchant in his views, but Ken was never consumed with  
self-importance.’
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than my 1974 effort. Yet Bernard had survived London for three months. 
Could I outlast him?2 Next day, I found a bedsit within walking distance of  
Ken’s office in the back of  Ken and wife Gloria’s house on Sylvester Road.

‘Okay, you’ll work fulltime and then some,’ he warned. ‘Come in at 
9.30am, make Gloria and me a cup of  tea, leave it on the landing upstairs, 
then open the post.’

My apprenticeship had begun. By 10.30am every morning, Ken was  
in the office, going through the articles and news items that had come in 
the post. Then he would be on the phone, checking facts, commissioning, 
arguing, demanding, bullying or being amazingly charming, depending 
on what he was after. He was the consummate journalist. The radio was  
always tuned to the ‘Light Programme’ – Radio 2 today. Rock music was 
the domain of  the pirate stations. Ken would occasionally interrupt, either 
singing along or shouting at the announcer. Lunch was always sausages 
on white bread with brown sauce, with endless cups of  tea throughout the  
day and well into the night.

My first task was to edit the international news. ‘Make the language  
clear, consistent, factual – key dates and people – capture the drama, but 
remember Mountain readers include climbers in Japan with only high school 
English. You have to be universal.’

No easy task I thought when it came to obscure outcrops on sodden  
British moors, but it was great advice. Foreign readers bought the magazine 
for its international news. No other climbing magazine in the world had  
correspondents in most major climbing areas on just about every continent 
but nothing was printed without evidence. The phone was rarely on the 
hook; the bill was astronomical.

Ken usually collected that day’s work at 5pm. We would then have an 
hour or two on layout and planning future editions, sometimes three issues 
in advance. The walls, desks and cabinets were papered with A3 sheets 
amounting to 58 pages with covers. I sometimes walked back to my bedsit 
at 8pm but it was much later most days. As printing deadlines approached, 
after midnight, I often drove Ken’s car through London’s deserted streets,  
as they were at night in the 1970s, to Waterloo Station, bundles of   
completed layouts with photos and text attached on the front seat ready  
to go ‘Red Star’ down to the printer in Dorset. Most nights, there would  
be galley proofs to collect for final checks.

In the morning, after making tea and opening the post, I would work 
through Ken’s heavy red underlines, deletions and margin comments on 
copy I had edited the day before. Then I’d sit down at the typewriter to redo 
– laborious work. I thought I was getting better with each news item, but the 
red didn’t diminish for the first six weeks. One day I slipped some of  Ken’s 
copy into a bundle of  my own. Next morning, the red pen had been used 
equally on both sets of  news: ‘Sorry Ken. Some of  your news on Gogarth 
seems to have got mixed up with my Himalayan stuff.’

2. Bernard later returned to Mountain in 1978 under the ownership of  Paul Nunn, Tim and Pat Lewis and 
became the magazine’s longest-serving editor.

Wilson on the last pitch of Tennis Shoe, Idwal, as a young climber. (Ken Wilson 
Collection)
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Ken mined the seam of  this controversy for several issues. Here’s David 
Hewett’s response in Mountain 47:

‘[previous correspondents] seem to imbue expletives with an almost mystical 
power. The words themselves are nothing; indeed they are in most dictionaries. 
Do Messrs Shorter and Langdon… hide dictionaries from their children?’

Anyone familiar with Ken’s passionately egalitarian philosophy will  
appreciate this debate was not just a question of  literary licence. The real  
issue was the use of  expletives by a woman. Ken defended the female voice 
in climbing with gentlemanly vigour. After Ken joined the Climbers’ Club, 
he immediately took them to task for the club’s men only membership. 
Here’s Bernard Newman again3:

‘The club Ken joined was an all-male setup, a concept difficult to grasp 
in this day and age, but by no means unheard-of  back in the Swinging  
Sixties. Ken proposed that the word “gentlemen” be changed to “persons” in the  
section on eligibility in the rules. The membership present at that AGM,  
presided over by John Hunt, naturally thought the change was to dispense 
with outmoded wording, but Ken explained, honourably, that it meant women  
would be allowed to join the club. It was voted out. It took several years,  
several AGMs and Ken’s resignation (with others’ including Martin Boysen 
and Ed Drummond) to get it passed, eventually during the presidency of  
Hamish Nicol in the early 1970s.’

Despite the strident and serious nature of  debates in the pages of   
Mountain, Ken was not the ogre many thought him, and as some pre-
fer to remember him today. He enjoyed telling stories that displayed his  
own weaknesses and foibles, as capable of  laughing at himself  as others. 
Mountain regularly featured the sparkling humour of Ian McNaught-Davis; 
articles such as ‘After Dinner Speaking Made Easy’ and ‘In Memoriam.’ 
The latter examines the vanity of  climbers who feel the need to leave  
a lasting legacy, especially members of  the Alpine Club:

‘Perhaps the final stroke for remembrance is the intended last request of  a 
good friend (happily still climbing) whose ambition was to die at the age of  87, 
shot by a jealous husband, and to have his ashes ceremoniously flushed down 
the famous echoing toilet of  the Alpine Club.’

I wonder what Japanese readers made of  Mac’s esoteric images. Another 
popular feature Ken introduced was the ‘People’ column, edited by Audrey 
Salkeld. Audrey unearthed individuals making contributions away from 
the headlines in areas like mountain medicine and equipment design, and 
in the arts and literature. With contributions from Mac, Audrey and sub-

3. Climbers’ Club Newsletter December 2011.

He looked through the items, appearing bemused by his avid use of  red 
pen on his own copy. Then he looked up and smiled with his characteristic 
mix of  inquisition and mockery. ‘Well done Porthole – you’ve learned the 
first lesson.’ The use of  the red pen was fully deserved but far less frequent 
in the months that followed.

Apart from news of  developments worldwide, the magazine fed its  
British audience on a diet of  often controversial articles from lead climbers 
of  the time: Pete Livesey, Bugs McKeith, Al Rouse, Alan Fyffe and Joe 
Tasker, to name a few from those issues. Their articles were not only about 
new climbs but the development of  climbing techniques, grades, ethics,  
outdoor education, equipment and the use of  chalk. Ken called those who 
used chalk the ‘powder-puff  kids’. In a notorious headline in Mountain 43, 
he censured John Allen for using the stuff  to free Great Wall on Cloggy.  
He fought the use of  expansion bolts to greater effect; their use by Cesare 
Maestri on Cerro Torre was never far from the pages of  Mountain. But Ken 
could change his mind when the tide turned against him; he overcame his 
distaste for chalk when he discovered why all his mates were using it.

Livesey’s piece ‘Castaways on Gritstone Island’ in Mountain 42 was a 
classic example of  Ken’s ability to gather photos of  the key players and 
new climbs of  the day to bring an article to life. Black and white was still 
preferred for rock climbing in those days and Ken would spend hours in 
his dark room drawing out minute details and maximizing the chiaroscuro 
effects of  light and shadow.

‘If  there are no photos, go get them!’ was his maxim. ‘Photos that give 
you sweaty palms and make you want to be there: snap, snap, snap!’

Counterpoint and controversy underpinned Mountain’s articles and  
reporting. In the same issue, Livesey was criticised in a letter from 
Muriel Files for serious errors on Lakeland history. In a subsequent  
edition, Paul Nunn and Ed Grindley took the criticism further, accus-
ing him of  rewriting history for his own glory, and of  being unethical: 
inspecting and practising routes, and pre-placing protection. It is no  
coincidence that the steadfastly ethical New Englander Henry Barber  
appears on the cover of  Mountain 42.

Live issues were fiercely contested and Ken carefully selected what  
those issues would be: the use of  obscenities for example. In Mountain 41, 
for example, under the heading ‘Gratuitous Vulgarity’, John Shorter wrote:

‘… I regret that I shall not again renew my subscription unless the  
magazine ceases to acquiesce in the encouragement of  vulgarity. The phrase  
“creative relevance”, which you use to justify the printing of  an extraordinarily 
blasphemous and obscene expletive of  eleven syllables, seems to me on a par  
with the sociological jargon in vogue today, which is used to justify anything 
which anybody wants to do.’

This and similar letters received were in response to an excellent if   
visceral article entitled ‘Hands’ in Mountain 37 by Anne-Marie Rizzi.  
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editors Mike and Lucy Pearson, Mountain’s scope broadened to encompass  
subjects rarely found in mountain journals, the style always informal, read-
able and ‘newsy.’

A month or two after I arrived, we picked up two ‘Yanks’ from Heath-
row in Ken’s new but battered Ford Cortina. Yvon Chouinard and Michael  
Covington had flown in from Nairobi. Ken stuffed our visitors in the back 
seat. Yvon was half  buried behind a huge sack. They were in the UK for a 
bit of  cragging before going home having just made the first ascent of  the 
Diamond Couloir Direct on Mt Kenya. Ken knew Mick and Yvon from a tour 
of  the American climbing scene in 1973 and had stayed in touch.

As the late May dusk brought the sky alive, Ken swung off  the A5 and 
headed for the centre of  London. Yvon and Mick were about to be given 
Ken’s famous guided tour. This consisted of  crossing six bridges over the 
Thames, starting with Tower Bridge. When the Houses of  Parliament hove 
into view crossing Westminster Bridge, Ken ranted about the increasing  
influence of  the nanny state. Then Ken fired endless questions about  
American climbing achievements and ethics over his shoulder at Mick and 
Yvon. The somewhat wary Americans tried to answer this inquisition as 
best they could. After Vauxhall Bridge, the car was pointed towards the  
hospitality of  Ken’s office and home.

As we drank tins of  McEwan’s, more or less the only beer you could find 
back then, we took down their story and then drifted into more general 
climbing topics: chalk, pre-inspection, use of  photo topos and so on. Ken 
was still vehemently against the use of  chalk mainly because it provided  
a map of  the holds but also because it despoiled the look of  the crag.  
But at the same time, Ken also was the first to make use of  photos to unveil 
the secrets of  the great faces in the Alps and Himalaya. The following issue, 
Mountain 33, had a centrefold of  colour photos from Dick Renshaw’s and 
Joe Tasker’s winter ascent of  the North Face of  the Eiger that unveiled its 
secrets and left little to the imagination for those that followed.

Yvon and Mick engaged politely, but this was Chouinard before political 
activism on environmental and conservation fronts. And Covington was 
definitely more interested in going climbing than talking about it. Ken  
suddenly changed tactics. He began to rant against the government’s  
impending legislation to make wearing of  seatbelts a legal requirement. 
‘The next thing they will impose top-rope climbing only and everyone 
will have to be insured for rescue, or they might ban climbing altogether,’  
Ken ranted, quite literally spitting mad.

Ken had a point, and he was not the only one worried. The solicitor  
Martin Wragg wrote that the seatbelt legislation was indeed the ‘thin end  
of  the wedge.’ He predicted it would lead to further attacks on personal  
freedoms. There had been an ominous cloud hanging over the debate on 
outdoor pursuits following the deaths of  six young people in the Cairn-
gorms in the winter of  1971. Odd statements were being made from  
politicians: ‘there are only a handful of  people in the world who could  
survive a night out in Scotland in the winter.’

In the summer of 1960, Wilson hitchhiked to the Tyrol for a Mountaineering 
Association alpine course. Wilson is on the left and Wilson’s childhood friend 
Dave Cook second from right. Cook, a leading British communist, died in a 
cycling accident in Turkey in 1993. (Ken Wilson Collection)

The UK’s disparate club structure had no consistent representative voice, 
but this was changing as the British Mountaineering Council gathered pace 
under the able leadership of  Dennis Gray. Ken supported the BMC despite 
general opposition from the majority of  climbers who felt the organisation 
was part of  a government conspiracy to impose regulation on climbing 
through the Sports Council. Ken realised the truth was the exact opposite: 
the BMC was essential to fend off  government interference. Dennis Gray 
advertised in Mountain for a new post, that of  national officer, a post soon 
to be filled by Peter Boardman. Even so, British climbers were sceptical, 
something which emerged in the letters pages of  Mountain.

Ken finished his brief  history of  UK climbing politics and the Americans 
sat somewhat bemused. With the beer finished, they were no doubt thinking 
about crawling into their sleeping bags. Suddenly, another light came on in 
Ken’s head, and he turned on the two Yanks. The western world was facing 
a petrol shortage as OPEC countries turned on America’s policy in support 
of  Israel. President Gerald Ford had placed a speed limit on all roads in 
America to reduce fuel consumption.

‘And you Yanks, with your big fast cars and open highways. What the 
hell are you doing going along with a 55mph speed limit. You ought to be 
ashamed of  yourselves.’
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There was a slight pause, then Mick said: ‘Well, you know Ken, not 
everyone wants to drive fast in the States like here. We like to enjoy our 
big open spaces. When we go on a road trip, we have a case of  beer handy,  
light up a joint and well… 55mph seems just fine.’

We laughed, but Ken turned red, knowing the conversation was not  
going any further. The Americans set off  for Wales next morning.

Ken’s obsession with seatbelt legislation reveals his view that risk is  
an essential driver in climbing, crucial for both creativity and pleasure.  
I disagreed with him on this, as did many others in later years. The man-
agement of  risk rather than risk itself  is what fascinates most climbers. But 
there is a misconception that key players in the alpine-style revolution of  
the 1970s and 1980s blamed Mountain for generating a state of  competition 
that led to accidents. Nick Colton, for example, took exception to the idea 
that climbers thrived on risk, but he never criticised Mountain for its policy 
of  reporting where to find ‘the last great lines’ or for any direct respon-
sibility for accidents. But for reasons known only to Ken, he began to believe 
that such accusations were being made, even though Ken knew better than  
anyone that freedom of  choice had to be coupled with responsibility for 
your own actions.

Ken also believed, sometimes obsessively in the early years of  Moun-
tain, that top-class climbers were driven largely by their competitive nature.  
I agreed to some extent. Competition is part of  the character of  many  
well-known climbers, but not necessarily all the best climbers. Ironically, 
some of  today’s most famous ‘adventurers’ are those who take the least risk. 
I doubt Ken saw that coming.

His fascination with competition was in part shaped by his early expo-
sure to the North Wales climbing scene and its race to claim the best routes 
at Gogarth. In the last days of  Mountain Craft, he even went so far as to  
create a league table of  the best climbers based on the number of  new routes  
they had done there. But as Doug Scott pointed out in Up and About, Ken 
was never afraid to put counterarguments in Mountain. His new approach  
brought some stern and thoughtful reprimands from climbers who saw 
mountaineering as a way to bring people closer to a natural state, among 
them Bugs McKeith and Rob Wood who had left the UK to experience the 
wild spaces of  the Canadian Rockies away from the pressure and compe-
tition of  needing to do more with less in the UK. In Ken’s later work as a 
publisher at Diadem and Bâton Wicks, there was a shift toward encompass-
ing and understanding the complexities of  what happens ‘when men and 
mountains meet’ with the publication of  compilations such as The Games 
Climbers Play and Mirrors in the Cliff, and the reprints of  Shipton and Tilman.

That attitude, held by the often silent majority of climbers, was perhaps best 
summed up in a letter to Mountain by another Canadian climber, Brian Green-
wood: ‘to the majority of  climbers climbing is still something separate from 
the crass materialism of  everyday life, please try and keep it that way for us.’

Still, you had to read the magazine to know when to protest, and we all 
did. It was the oracle of  modernity and barometer change in mountaineering. 

Even the purist could not hide under 
a boulder. As Tom Patey comment-
ed: ‘Mountain was the magazine that 
all climbers were seething about.’

Ken was always looking for the 
state of  the art: nothing else was 
good enough for him. He believed 
that to achieve the highest levels of  
performance in life, as in climbing, 
required dedication, trial and error 
and a determination to experiment. 
He briefly introduced banner-style 
headlines, beginning with Mountain 
42 but after two issues had modified 
the layout and largely gone back to 
the earlier style after complaints that 
the new graphics made Mountain 
look like the Daily Express.

One of  my jobs was to do the accounts, pay bills and sort out tax. While 
processing a bill from our printer, I discovered that all the itemised costs – 
colour reproduction, ‘hot’ typesetting, various proofs, paper, ink, shipping, 
etc. – were sub-totalled and then there was one final item on the bill: the 
Wilson Factor. This put another 10 per cent on the final total. Ken was 
not around so I phoned the printer to query this: ‘Ah the Wilson Factor…  
we agreed that with Ken after the first couple of  magazines. It is the addi-
tional costs of  his quest for perfection. We sometimes run off  a couple of  
hundred front covers with Ken overseeing the run, insisting on minor adjust-
ments to the tint and hue until he is satisfied. We have to cover those costs 
but we always bow to Ken’s judgement and want to do the best for him.’

As we moved Mountain briefly from six to 10 issues a year, the intensity  
of  the work increased and more of  my time was needed on editorial work 
and copy editing. Ken decided to employ an admin assistant to do many of  
the basic tasks like accounts, post, and booking appointment and meetings. 
He duly interviewed and appointed the woman he though best suited but 
with one firm instruction: ‘Don’t come in until 10am after John gets here. 
He’ll show you what to do.’

The lady wanted to impress her new boss so decided to come in at 8.30am 
on her first Monday. She let herself  quietly in, collected the post and went  
to the office. At 9am the phone rang. Ken ran downstairs stark naked, 
charged into the office and stood shouting down the phone with his back to 
the corner where the new appointment’s desk had been located. The woman 
froze, and remained frozen for 10 minutes while Ken carried on an ani-
mated discussion, buttocks and privates swaying to and fro. Ken only turned 
around when he banged the phone down. He stood full frontal, shocked  
by the sight of  the now terrified woman before him:

‘I told you not to come in before 10am.’

Leader of the gang. Wilson, centre, 
with from left to right, Wilf Jarvis, 
Graham Ricketts, Bob Grandfield  
and Dave Smith in Snowdonia  
in 1957, when Wilson was 16.  
(Ken Wilson Collection)
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She gathered her bag and was never seen again.
As I gained ability and confidence, the editorial work was not only enjoy-

able but it brought me close to many people for whom I had a huge respect. 
I transcribed, edited and laid out an interview with Fred Beckey. It was  
easy bringing to life such a fascinating character. Chris Bonington’s 1975 
Everest expedition dominated the Himalayan news for a time, and I trav-
elled to meet some of  the team and interview Chris before their departure.  
Ken, curiously, did not give them much chance. I took a difference stance 
in my news item, praising them for their excellent preparation, innovative 
equipment and planning. 

Other editorial tasks were more demanding. The copy for a major feature 
on the Mont Blanc massif  by André Contamine arrived as a set of  badly 
translated notes about each mountain. I had to write the article from scratch 
and learned a huge amount in the process. In Mountain 41, we began a series 
by Oscar and Norman Dyhrenfurth on the world’s 25 highest mountains, 
beginning with Nanda Devi, ending in Mountain 66 with a major feature on 
Everest. For a short time, I was in regular communication with Norman.

Perhaps the most harrowing interview we did was with Sir Edmund 
Hillary. He arrived at Ken’s on time and as planned one warm April evening 
despite the fact that his wife and daughter had been killed when their plane 
crashed taking off  from Kathmandu only a couple of  weeks earlier. Ken 
invited Ed into the dining room and we sat around the large table. Ken came 
straight to the point:

‘Ed, I can’t say how sorry I am about your wife and daughter. If  this is 
not a good time, we can just go for a bit to eat and do an interview some 
other time.’

‘Now’s as good a time as any,’ said Hillary. ‘Nothing is going to change 
the facts and having a good chat about life and climbing might even do me 
some good.’

With that, Ken produced a tape recorder, a bottle of  malt whisky and 
three glasses. Four hours later, all the tapes were full and the bottle was  
empty. The interview appeared in two parts after I had left the magazine,  
but I had the pleasure of  transcribing and editing the piece before I left. 

I told Ken I was leaving in the middle of  July. I explained that while I 
was writing about climbing, I was not getting much of  it done, apart from 
the occasional days when Ken and I would hare up to the Peak District: 
eight hours driving for a few hours climbing. I was missing the mountains, 
especially on those many days when I found myself  reading and writing 
about what my climbing mates were doing. Ken didn’t want me to go, and 
we both became quite emotional. But I was done. I agreed to take a last 
batch of  proofs to Waterloo Station that last night before heading up the 
M1 in the Mini the job had allowed me to buy. I took the opportunity to 
say goodbye to London following Ken’s guided tour over its bridges before 
finally turning north.

Ken Wilson died on 11 June 2016 while this article was being prepared for  
publication. A full obituary will appear in AJ 2017. Ken Wilson at Tremadog in the early 1960s. (John Harwood)


