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_ Training & - KevinByme |

Programme & Priorities for 2003

The role of Training & Development Officer is just over a year in place in the Club,
The creation of such a role-reflects a discernible trend in adventure sports generally
towards providing members of clubs with opportunities to develop their skills in a

structured and speedy manner. Apparently, nobody is prepdred 1o serve a seven-
year apprenticeship any morel This sfiort aricle is to inform members about what is
happening on training and to get ideas and feedback. It's also intended to create
awareness of the benefits of training’ (yes, even for old-timers) and to encourage
members with appropriate skils and expertise to offer these for the benefit of fellow
club members

I nol th rle of the IMC, nor ndoad would i b possiic o provide  ul tango of
training opportunities for members but there is ot we can do in the way of sharing
knowledge and supporting the recognised channels. \/xews from members on
priorities, approaches, actions etc. would be very welcome. Swimming against the
lde was never my thing! Coniac m by emat: kevin byme@alianzie orby phoning
087 2568 4

2003 Programme

Building on the activities of last year, the main objective in 2003 are to ensure that all
members are encouraged to acquire the basic skills needed to enjoy the hills safely.
Thus the emphasis will be on Mountain Skils, the Single Pitch Award in climbing,
First Aid and of course our ‘in-house' Introduction to Rock climbing.

‘Some training initiatives are already in hand. Others are in gestation. Overall, the
following is the current Calendar of Events for the first half of 2003. To repeat
comments, suggestions, offers of help would be well appreciated.

Wonth [ Activity Notes
January | Video on Scotiish Winter | Video available from Club
bing Skils Library, ~

February | Mountain Skills Training | Chris Clarke — based in the Hut.
See article in Newsletter

Apﬂ\ 37 Video on Alpine Skills Church House

[ April 26727 | First Aid Course ‘Antoinette Gough

(087-7957560)

Weekend in the Hut

May RCL4 Assessmenl
_ |RCL4Trai Traini
May ['sPA Tramlng T Chseratiors | Provier b agreed. Calvin
__ | Torrans probably.
‘April, May, June | Beginners Iniro to Rock Usual four week programme

Climbin

Clmbing __ . |
June SPAand RCL 4 Depending on numbers
1




Being a mountainesring/ciimbing club the emphasis in training is on climbing. The
following are the main qualifications to which club members should aspire.

ngle Pitch Award (SPA) / Rock Climbing Le:
SPA has now replaced RCL3. SPA is more speciic to single pitch activities than was
RCL but t requires candidates to log more obsenvation sessions. To achieve the SPA
the main requirements are

Undertake the training — 2 days or 4 evening plus one evening at the wall. Cost
approx €100.

Demonstrate a sitable level of abilly to lead single pitch routes — 1o about
Severe level, though this s not stated:

Log approx 20 observations sessions where you watch inslructors and students in
action. Observing fellow club members on the Beginners Intro will go a long way.

« Acqire a First Aid Certificate.

« Pass the Assessment - 2 days.

Currently several members have registered for SPA and a small number are stil
completing RCL. If you're thinking about the: award, or just undergoing the training,
which is very valuable in itself, please contact me for info/advice. From the point of
view of introducing new members to the club and ensuring that the basics of rock
climbing are at a sufficiently high level in the Club, SPA is probably the single most
important initiative. Ideally all members should complete the programme.

Currently 4 members have completed training for the RCL 4 (multi-pitch) award
‘These four will undergo the assessment in May. Tollymore will provide the assessors
and ho assosemont wil bo in 1 MouMos. Assasements, on @ 1 (0 2 basis
assessor to students, have to be done by one of the approved training centres eg
Tollymore. Another 2 members are due to undertake the training in May also and
hopefully their assessment will be later in the year.

Those who have completed RCL3 can proceed through RCL 4 but others will
progress through the mult-pitch award scheme.

First Aid

In addition to getting the basics correct — just think, we all trust our lives to our
climbing partners on a regular basis — we should also consider acquiring first aid
skills as a basic requirement. In a sense we all have a duty of care to each other and
that can be reflected in taking the time and trouble to acquire the knowledge needed
to know what to do (and what not to do) when things go wrong.

On the weekend of Sat 26th and Sun 27th Apri, a first aid course will be held in the
Hut. This is of particular interest to those who

have completed RCL training but who never managed o acquire a first aid cert (a
requirement under the RCL and SPA programmes) to those currently or about to do
SPA, or to those who want to gain the knowledge and skills to save lives. Al are
‘welcome. The cost will be 75 Euro for the 2 days including notes etc. If you are
interested contact Antoinette on email at Antoinetiekeogh@hotmail.com

or by phone on 087 795 7560.



lountain Skills / Mountain Leadership

Assuming you've managed to find the mountain, the crag, the route and 0 successfuly

climbed i, the biggest problem most moun'ameers grapple with (not a ways a5

suwessiu!]y as they should)) is gelting back down. This calls for the kind of
e and skil hat s part of Vountain SKils and Mountain Leadership. Within

me Club Chris Clarke, a member of the Comittee, has already run one-mountain

skills programme covering:

Map and compass work
Correct clothinglequipment
Hypother
Simple route planning

Elementary Emergency Procedures
Day and night hill walking/navigation

A logical progression would be to have another weekend to consolidate the skills
learnt and to cover the following in more detail:
« Movement on steep ground
« Evacuation and emergency procedures
cover the enire syllabus for mountain skills as laid down by BOS and
ts 1o go for assessment. Success n a mountain skils assessment is a
necessary prerequisite to undertaking Mountain Leadership (ML) Training.

Mountain Skills Course



Resources

The Club has many training resources but needs 1o buid on these. The following list
might stimulate some ideas and additions. Among existing resources are

MIA ~ (Instructor), 1 (Paddy O'Leary)

ML — Mountain Leadership Cert: Please let me know....Chris might need helpers.
MS — Mountain Skills: again, please let me know.

RCL 4 -2 (Hugh Sharkey and Noel Caffrey)

RCL 3 - About 16

First Aid Instructor - 1 (Antoinetie Gough)

First Aid Cert Holders — About 12

Equipment: Currently none as there is no reason for the Club to maintain equipment.

Books and Videos: Some available already from the Library. These can be added
to. Any requests?

nance: Some modest grants available from MCI.

Eurther Training Possibilities
Member's suggestions and input welcomed. Some of these already in hand: -

Navigation

Mountain Skills
Mountain Leadership Training
Mountain Rescue

Rock-climbing: Leading for Beginners
Winter Mountaineering

Alpine Climbing

7-9 February 2003

We parked at the bttom of Turlough Hill and took a bearing on Tonelagee. It was not
raining at the time but the peak was hidden by cloud. As we ascended a light drizzle
became gradually more persistent. By the time we reached the top the wind was
howling and the rain had become a steady downpour. Irish weather being
predictably unpredictable. By the time we had reached Stoneytop, freezing rain was
being driven into our faces by a merciless wind. Not exactly ideal conditions for
walking, miserable in fact, so Chris pulls out his storm shelter and we all piled into it
1o eatlunch — warm and happy and convinced about the value of good gear.



Chris Clarke is an IMC member who decided to run a free and meticulously
organised mountain skills course for a few lucky fellow IMC members in February.

1 cannot imagine a btter-organised course - flip chart pages and overhead slides.
were prepared beforehand and were photocopied and bound for us to take away.
Practical exercises, walks and lectures were all mixed in the right proportions. The
Glendalough youth hostel was a great choice of base. They kindly provided a lecture
room and overhead projector free of charge and hearty packed lunches for a fiver.
On Saturday morning Chris measured out 100m with an odometer and literally
brought each of us through our paces. Chris is an excellent fulor - the theory
sessions were thorough without ever being dull and we were all given an equal
chance to lead the group on the mountain,

On Saturday night we tumed off our head lorches and navigated on Trooperstown
Hill using the luminous marks on our compasses. Great fun! On Sunday, we located
Lake Firrib using compasses and maps from Turlough Hill. Try it — they don't call it
the hidden lake for nothing!

“Did you learn anything?" Chris asked with characteristic modesty on Sunday at the.
debriefing.” Are you kiddin'?" Everyone sgreed thal e had leamed a grea deal
about navigation and survival on the mountain, about gear, weather, hypothermia
and many other things. Its easy to drift into somelmng like mountaineering, leaming
the hard way about the gt gear and leavig the planring o others. Safa cnough
until something goes wrong! And what if you want to take it to the next level - lon
walks in more dangerous terrain - not something to drift into. And how competent \s
that person you are following? No doubt fit and experienced but does she have the
raining 1o save your lfe in an emergency? | believe that Chris gave us the skills and



confidence to plan and lead expeditions in all Irish conditions and terrain in comfort
and safety.

1 also made six new pals. We all agreed to meet again Soon to try out some routes
fogether. The beginners course s great or geting now mombers nfo cimoing

1d we do s imilar for mounlaineering beginners? The club has recently
cabn the valua In traning it ook 16aders.  Iout 1 just a5 imporant 10 i i
mountain leaders? Great fun too!

Thanks a million Chris.
Attending the course were Conor & Celine Murphy, Jacinta Wright, Mark Porter, Alan
McDonagh and Dave Ayrton.

Leabhar ¢ seo a deineann cur sios ar eachtrai a bhain le gasra beag Eireannaigh
agus a mbeathai dreapaddireachta le céile. Ta cur sios ann ar an geéad turas a thug
an tudar agus a chomréidaithe go spuaiceanna n nAlp, na dearmhaid a dhein siad
agus an -colas agus an ontaoibh  daimsig sad ann. Innstear dinn aol onsploraid

telfox nuair a spreag sé a na s6 éadainn thuaich Alpach
a dhreapadh agus deinntear cur sios ar dreapadha gach éadan. Leantar ar aghaich
le scéal turas scannanaoiochta i ngaineamhlach an Sahara. Innstear dinn faoi turas.
abhalle & soaloch | Tihet agus | leanntar é seo le cur sios ar timpealaiocht an chéad
océid gur an phoinnte is ao

Ins na focla loma sin nil ach cnamha an leabhar. T4 a oiread baint acu leis an tabhar
is ata ag lontaise leis an ainmni a bhi ina bheatha na millin de bhiianta 6 shin. Is
ha go bihuil na céadtha, nd bféidir na milte leabhair scriobhtha go bféadfai na
focla céanna a rd futhu. Is mé taithneamh ata bainte ag gach éinne againn as na
leabhair sin ach ar an dtaobh elle de'n scéal té sort eachiranachtas ag baint leo toisc
gur eachtrannaigh na n-Gdair agus is annamh go mbionn aon baint pearsanta againn
Teis N6 16i n leis na haistediri a glacann pairt ins na fiorscéalta.
N trg mé féin an ffine i fao dheara go di gur 16gh mé leathar seo Dermot
Somers agus thuig me con chéad Lait o bhfuil taithneamh speisiatta le
céalta &r goomharsain agus iad ag dul i mbun caitheamh aimsite ata gar it
Soraithe o go éir. Rud a sheasann amach as an leabhar seo né go bfhuill sé scriobhta
divonn scéals  nnseacht. Soéat 2 éion go bl gach sort gaisce ion-dhéanta
ag gact ‘againn ach amhain an toil agus an muinin a bheith againn.Scéalta faol
e i caei 6

Lsmonn an leabhar seo nach bl acn ﬁof bheagan de leabhair dreapadsireacht an
0 ald scriobtha ach amh oéal a
blormhor airgeed & Amei chun foch as o turas daireanneach né an chéad cheann
sile. Ni haon rud olc & seo ann féin ach fagann sé na leabhair faoi tioranacht an
mharagadh. Chaithtear an scea\ a innseacht ar bhealach dirithe a mhéadéidh ar a
€0 go bhuil spiorad an scéal clidaithe faol clbca
acu loighte aga t beagnach gach cheann.

iondioltachas. Leanann sé
foimleach. Ma ta ceann amh




| “Rinnce ar na Ballai” ta muid suite i dtig tabhairme né sa mbaile le cara ag éisteacht
le scéalta an domhain lasmuigh. Ni gha dho gach focal a ré chun go dtuigfhimid a
bhuil  ra aige agus is pléisiur mor, neamh coilianta 6 seo. Leabhar I toimseach at
curtha romhainn ag Somers agus t ar mbuiochas toille aige. De bhri go bfhuil s¢
scriobhtha as Gaeilge ta luach nios m6 leis nach mbéadh leis an leabhar céanna as
béarla.

This book in itself is ample justification for any mountaineer who has not got enough
Irish to read it comfortably to enrol immediately in Irish reading classes.

scriobhtha ag Dermot Somers.Cois Life, €25

dtting the boot in. Gerry Moss

I hear a sudden cry of pain!
There is a rabbit in 2 snare:
Now | hear the cry again,
But | cannot tel from where.

But | cannot tell from where
He s caling out for aid!
Crying on the frightened air,
Making everything afraid!
James Stephens.

Love - love changes everything. or so the song tells us. Well, here's something else
10 sing about. Snow changes everything too. Think about it. Even a modest fall of
three or four inches (that's 8 to 10cm for the whippersnappers) can transform the
landscape and bring a whole new dimension to a day in the hills. Here's another
interesting thing about snow: while it s, generally speaking, only available in the one
colour, it comes in a wide variety of textures, from execrable to excellent. The interest
is further heightened by the fact that what is good today may be rotten tomorrow -
and vice versa.

According to Brendan McWilliams, the man who brings us the admirable "Weather
Eve’ in the Irsh Times,sttislcs show thal he opimum cays for snow ing in his
green isle of ours are those at the end of January and beginning of Febr
you and | well know, the weather never takes a blind bit of notice of slallsllcs Snaw
is as capricious as any flighty young thing: it comes flouncing in when it pleases,
dallies for as long as il likes (usually too briefly, alas) and, just as we have become
enamoured with it, takes off without as much as by your leave. There is advice
aplenty for those bitten by the lovebug: we are wamed that ‘faint heart never won fair
lady", urged to ‘gather ye rosebuds while yo may’ and encouraged to ‘be brave and
follow your star’. Al of the above could equally apply o getling to grips with snow;
there's no time for pussyfooting around, you have to be bold, strike while the iron's
cold, 50 to speak. O, in modern parlance, you have 10 go for it.




All of which is by wey of explaining why, t 9am on a January morning a couple of
years ago, | could have been spotted stepping out |rom the carpark in Glenmalure.
There was snow on the hils. Not the best of snow, - the cold snap had been
100 short fo that, but sl Snow is snow and hal  loa & better 1han i read, and
always better than a slap on the belly with a wet fish.
There was hardly a breath of wind as | headed up the Fraughan Rock glen: the sky
above was blue and clear; the puddies at the side of the forest road were coated with
a thin film of ice; the Soggy ground on the far side of the river was frozen hard and
the intermittent patches of snow crunched noisily beneath my boots as | made my
way up through the boulders. Things were looking good. But | wasn't fooled for one
minute. | had seen it all before. It would be less frosty on top, that was for sure.

It would take Someone of the calibre of the above-mentioned McWillams to fully
explain why this shou\d ne 50 but, as he doesn't come cheap, you will have (0 do with
yours truly. Here's the version. When the sun sets in the evenings and the air
cools, the heaver, Cooer i ol doun 1 slopes, to gather at the bottom. While the
skies were clear down in the glen - nothing to prevent any warm air from drifting up,
up and away - Lug was wearing a bonnet of cloud, with the flaps pulled well down
over its ears, and this tends to keep what little warm air there might be around in situ.
The biggest curse of all, though, was the wind. Because it was sheftered low down
the cold air had a chance to settle - higher up, however, the fresh south-westerly
wind would undoubtedly be scattering the air hither and thitner, preventing the frost
from getting any kind of grip.
And that, more or less, is how it panned out. The only ice | encountered on the way
up was on the rocks of the second step - but it was oo thin and 100 brittle 10 be of
any interest. Above that | entered the mist and it was o stay with me for most of the
day. There was, however, a good deal of snow - it had been driven off the summit
ridge by the strong winds and had settled on the lower, more sheltered slopes. But
the higher | went, the more windy it became and the less frost there was.
My original plan was to cross the ridge, drop down into the South Prison, climb the
main gully and continue to the summit. Then descend into the North Prison and cimb.
the main qully there. But a quick recce of the South Prison showed that it would be a
‘wasle of lime going down; it was taking the full brunt of the wind and, as a result, the
ground was unfrozen and there was only a lttie snow.

“Things were a bit better in the North Prison: a lot more snow a [ot less wind. Using
my ski-sticks | headed down towards the start of the gully, makmg long, sliding
su.des sending a hare scampering off ahead of me inlo the mist

1was skipping across a small, snow-covered boulder field just shovo the base of the
qully when it happened. There was an almighty BANG followed by an explosion just
below me: the army was on the warpath. The loud noise startled me and threw me off
balance. My foot siipped down through the boulders and kept on going down. | ended
up on my backside, doing a rather painful and damp spliis in the snow, one leg
straight down through the boulders, the other one slraight out in front of me. As
though to celebrate this sudden capitulation, the guns roared again in triumph. |
couldn't help but srle.
But half-an-hour later the smile had been well and truly wiped from my face; | was stil
in the same awkward position, my foot still held firmly in the vice-like grip of the
boulders. | had tried every trick in the book, from gentle persuasion to sudden, violent
tugs that became more urgent as time passed, but without success. The situation
was further complicated by the fact that the gap between the boulders was 00
constricted to allow any flexing of the leg; too narrow and deep m allow me reach
down 1o get a grip on the bool. | was well and truly trapped. As time passed | becar
more and more impatient, returning again and again (o the atackc neavmg tw\sung,




turning, thrashing about in desperation, lie a wild animal caught in a snare. No go.
And all the while the guns roared and the shells exploded, mocking my futile efforts to
break free.

An hour passed without any progress. Frustrated and _breathless, my upper body
covered in perspiration, my lower fimbs damp and cold, my spirits beginning to flag |
reviewed the siluation. It didn't look too promising. The dense, white mist blended
seamlessly with the snow-covered landscape, reducing visibilty to the span of my
ski-sticks. In between the salvoes there was absolute silence; not a sound, not a
whisper; nothing moved, nothing stirred and, with the army patroling access o the
. it was likely 1o remain that way. Ironically, | was a prisoner in the North
Prison - banged up in a small, white cell - and it was soltary confinement. No visitors.
allowed.

I needed to come up with a plan of action, a change of tactics. | had set out that
morning expecting to encounter nothing more difficult than some deep and, hopefuly,
firm snow. the sort of conditions that a pair of ski-sticks and some step Kicking could
easiy cope with. But, at the last moment, | had tossed a small ice-axe into the bag -
just in case. Remembering this, | fished it out and, holding the very end of the shaft,
manipulated it down through the narrow gap in the rocks. After numerous attempts
managed 1o snag the tip of the pick under my bootlace. Ten minutes of painful
sawing back and forth and the lace snapped. Another couple of minutes picking at
the lace and | could feel the boot loosening on my fool. Pushing down on my hands |
did a vertical press-up, and gently withdrew my foot from the boot - | was free.

But | wasn't going home without my boot. | took off my two snow-gaiters, tied them
around my stockinged foot and set to work Having cleared the snow off the boulders,
1 lay face-down and inserted my arm into the gap, but the bool was out of reach. So |
lowered the axe into the gap and, with the help of my head-torch, hooked the pick
through the loop at the back of the boot. It refused to budge. Back to the drawing
board. Hopping around in ever-increasing circles, | gathered a collection of stones.
and small rocks. Using the axe as a lever, | managed to prise the smallest of the
boulders out a litle and wedged a litle stone into the gap. Over the next half-hour |
repealed this manoeuvre several times, using a larger stone or rack each time, unlil |
had widened the gap enough to accommodate my head and shoulders. At full stretch
it managed 1o 6o a g on 16 boot and, by viiue of some patent Squeeting and
twisting, finally extricated it. Only then | reaiised that the guns were silent. Perhaps,
realising the game was up, the army had made a tactical retreat; more likely they had
simply downed tools and sloped off for a spot of lunch. I did likewise.

Refreshed, | tackled the gully. It was banked up with deep, unblemished snow. It
made for heavy going at first, but conditions improved with height and it was good to
be on the move again. There was satisfaction, a simple pleasure, 10 be derived from
the rhythmic kicking of steps and the steady, upward progress; body warm as loast,
the bood thiing in hends and fee. The fnl seclon was good, firm snow. ot herd
enough to warrant crampons (which | didn't have, being quite happy, if necessar
induige in a bout of step-culling), but firm enough to provide a nea lifle toe-hold H
‘each sharp kick. | was almost disappointed when the conice suddenly loomed above
me in the mist, bulging ominously at the centre. | moved to one side, cut a little
stance and pationly chisolec out 2 narrow groove. Then gently p-toedup and ou
There was no-one at the

1 et o-onb on the ridge afher, as | headed for home, buffetd by the winds, whi
were now nearing gale force. | was thankful to drop off the ridge into the head of i
glen. Swooping down through the snow where it was deep, trotting where it was
shallow, I made good time, 1o finally emerge from the mist at the top of the lowest




step. | was surprised, at this late stage of the day, to see a party approaching through
the boulders (it was almost three o'clock

The group was large, about twenly in number. Although they had only come a short
distance from the end of the forest road they were spread out all over the place, with
everyone picking his or her own line and the stragglers several hundred yards behind
the frontrunner. Even from a distance | recognised the swagger of the chap in front; a
brash young student, | had seen him several times at the climbing wall. This was
obviously a college group and, judging by the manner of their progress, suffering
from the same problem that bedevis all the college clubs - a yearly influx of new
recruts, coupled with a yearly loss of it's more experienced members. u was obvious
from their apparel that most of these were new to the

assortment of heavy overcoats, bulky sweaters and skimpy jumpers; i and
shoulder bags; trainers and even leather-soled shoes. Small wonder they were
making heavy weather of the boulders.

Walching these young people struggling up through the greasy rocks, their cheerful
faces red from exerion and streaked wm perspiration, [ was filed with misgivings.
Were they aware of what lay ahead of them; how much there was stil to do; the
approaching storm? There was no way this group would be anywhere near the
summit by the time daylight faded and they were (oo poor\y equipped and too badly
organised 1o cope safely with strong winds, mist and snow while retreating in
darkness. The more | studied them, the more uneasy | became. This guy was leading
them ke lambs (o the siaughter. \ dlsllked mter’enng snckng my oar in, but should |
let them continue without at lea: roblems shead? | dacided.
reluctantly, to drop a hint to the posiist i madwsabmw of pressing o

Tht the thap in font was the leador there was o doubt, oast of i 1 e rind. He
exuded self-importance; hands in his pockets, a swashbuckiing stride, a smirk on his
face: he was head honcho for the day and relishing every minute of it. He was
making sure to keep a respectable gap between himself and the hoi polloi at all
times- keeping them under pressure- letting them know who was boss.

As he drew alongside me | could tell, from the contemptuous way he locked me up
and dawn, thal he was avon los, mprassed with m than | was wih Him. I 1s2w in
him all the impetuous and headstrong arrogance of youth, he obviously viewed

the way most young people view anyone over the age of sixty - a seriously ancient
and decrepit old fogey - someone who, by rights, should be down playing bingo,
rather than poltering about up here, cluttering up the hills. He spoke fist.

“Youre balling out early’ he said, with a hint of a sneer. "What's up? Couldn't keep up
with your mates? Chicken out of going to the top?

“Well, no’ | said, a bit taken aback. ‘Actually, I'm on my own. As for baling oul early, |
think it might be more a case of you heading up late, rather than me cormi

‘Not at all he interrupted, with an impatient toss of his head. Then he Pl
feproving{ones. ‘And you were up there on your own? s weather? You're asng
for

So much for that



Glendalough

Who is the IMC mystery climber ?

I'm very much a summer only walker. Give me long evenings and warm days but
come the winter, my boots are hung to dry in the garage and | don't think very much
about the outdoors. In November last year, | was tempted by something different. |
hadn't walked much outside of Europe and tempted by tales of dramauc \andstapes
on the edge of the Sahara, I signed up for a week walking in North Afric

Nomadic Ventures, part of the Wilderplaces group, have been organising trips to
Morocco for many years. It had been a bit of a slog to get there via London but direct
flights to Agadi from Dublin, Cork and Belfast now makes Morocco extremely
accessile. Most people on the flight were heading either for the beach resorts of
Agadir and Essaouira or the bustiing port towns Tangiers and Casablanca. Our plan
though was inland.



Although not as well known as the Pyrenees, Alps or the Himalaya, the Allas
Mounlains are ideal for trekking. Most visitors head for the High Atlas, home of
Morocco's highest peak Djebel Toubkal (4,167m). Our destination though was the
more remote Western Atlas, home to the Berber, the longest established inhabitants
of Morocco. Berber hospitality is famous and very genine. For most of the trip, we
were 1o be the only non-Berbers in the area. If you want Goca-Cola, you have to
bring your own,

Our base was Taroudannt, a fown of 30,000 people about an hour by taxi from
Agadir. Taroudannt's economy is trade rather than tourism based and we certainly
found it safe, friendly and laid back. Itis regarded as one of the most elegant towns
in all of Morocco with a bab, kasbah, koubba, medina, and the minarets and riab as
you'd expect in an Arab Town.

Our group was a mixed one, combining Sunday ramb\ers wvlh hlgh sliuds cimbers,
Once we got out of the town, the trek was supy and
mules to carry gear and food. Not that much exlra gearwas requlred Apar\ from a 4-
season sleeping bag and some rain-gear, just in case, its shorts and sun tan lotion
all the way

Wealber in tis part of he workl is not quarantced. but we had bistering sunshine
jay. Temperature did drop at night but my memory is of being wrapped up
warmly and sitting around camp-fires being entertained by the cooks and porters.
Drumming was their thing and we let them at it rather intervene although they were
impressed when one of our party was able to produce a flute and play the Coolin.

‘The mountains are out of mobile phone coverage, although the really important news
does manage to get through. At breakfast one morning | was told by a very excited
Man. Utd. supporiing guide: "McCarthy gone, Keane now play for Ireland”. He was at
least half right.

The route took us through mountain villages, in some cases where it was uniikely
there had been westerners before. The landscape is dry, dusty and very rugged.
Villages have been quite literally carved out of a mountain and the approaches to
these villages are quite breathtaking.

We stayed overnight in two villages, feasting on local fayre of rice, couscous and the
freshest of fruit and veg. But the real 1 plssire wes i the Hammam -2 ca) bifing
house. We entered into a very low, dark, stearmy room as a group of brown people
and emerged again a half hour later somswhdl whiter - you've got to experience this
to appreciate the pleasure.

The longest day was a climb right up Immaraden, the highest peak in the area and
higher than I'd been before. Everyone made ft to the top giving us a very excited
‘summit photo (with flags and all), a de rigeur part of any trekking experience.

The week was certainly great fun. The terrain was challenging at times, but the route
for the following day could always be varied if anyone was struggling. | certainly
found that for a break in a dreary November, we had a great time and would not
hesitate to return.



My memories ofthe week are the peace and quietof the mountins and veking in
my shorts during November, all combined with market days, hammams, makin
bread the Berber way, souks, mint tea and of course fantastic scenery.

ttinery:

Day 1: Dublin-Agadir. Transfer to Taroudannt
Day 2: By taxi to Ouned Brehil and truck to Tigouag (height 1650m)

Day 3: Day trek to the Tichka Plateau (2600m)

Day 4: Up to the northem rim to Immaraden (3350m) and down to Tizi 'n Targa
(28

Day 5: Quick jaunt (st Irish group!) up Askawn (3100m)

Day 6: Down to Taghmout n the Medlawa valley (1550m)

Day 7: Last day to Imoulas and back to Taroudant

Day 8 Shopping in Taroudant, then fight home to Dubiin

More Information
www.nomadicventures.com
www wilderplaces.com

Lug Camp — January 2003 Chris Clarke]

It all began rather innocently at the first commiltee meeling | attended pre Christmas
of 2002 when Maira was busy making out the meets programme for 2003, When the
lradmona\ Lug Camp was moo(ed a strange silence befeu the room and people
starting asking ‘do you want a pint, scurried to the bar, and generally avoided the
ool ina Tt of beginner's enthusiasm I took up the gauntlet and volunteered my
services. After the inital rush of feeling seful wore off | began to ask myself on the
way home what does one do to organise the Lug Camp?

After mulling over the ins and outs for a few days the work began in earest with a
quiet word in the ear of more seasoned warriors who gave the general gist of
previous trips (thank you Kevin and Frank...). The traditional ideal was to march to
the summit of Lugnaquilla by night, camp out in clear frosty/snow conditions and do.
some climbing on the Prisons the next day. The problem was as the weekend in
question drew near — geles and heay rai were forecast, s0 | began to pnnder the
feasibllity of the whole venture. A serious lack of people contacting me t
before ok s strain and reached breaking paint by Thursday nightt Eclually signed
one my emails ‘Looking forward to full and eager pa
intended, honestly). What the hell —we are supposed to be hardy mountinears - 5
still on | decided despite the weather forecast. When | went to the slide show on the
Thursday night before, | felt like a press gang bribing and bullying hesitant recruts!

Finally, D Day arrived and a brave trio Penny, James and myself headed off up
Camara Hill in windy but mild conditions. With heavy packs creaking and much
puffing and panting we made it up the steady steepish slope to the top. After a quick
clothing adjustment stop we were off again along the broad ridge heading towards
the summit. The wind strengthened as we climbed and it started to rain. Although it
was probably in everyone's mind from the start, somebody eventually ventured the



question ~ ‘will we be able to pitch tents and will they stay standing on the summit2'
To quell the potential mutiny | immediately and boldly stated that | had done it before.
and if we work together it should be no problem.

re collected and distilled at an altitude of 700m and we endured
our ol aton of hardship up e slosp path o e summit plateaus, Afte a shortwalk
to the summit cairn we arrived to a bleak and disquieling scene. Sirengthening gale
force winds and the rain getting heavier by the minute. After a short debate

concerning the optimum campsite, the real challenge began — pitching the tents.
After much confusion over the correct arangement o of tent poles, muttering and
g ot our tents up foll

As people stripped out of soaked clothing and cooked meals within the tents, the gale
reached a frenzy and battered us for 3 hours or so. A tense time as we wondered
would the tents remain standing through the night. However, respite finally came with
slackening winds and drier conditions. Spirits rose and we adjoumed to my tent for
some hot loddies and general mountain speak. At this stage we had expected none
other than Mr. Dave Kenny to have arrived after a solo ascent in the dark. No sign,
s0 we all adjourned to our respective sleeping quarters to bed down into damp
sleeping bags,

By michight we were g into Zed Land when | eard cotseps ouiside my ten —
probably someone relieving themselves | thought, but then voices ‘do ant a
fand with puting up your fen” ~ Dave had fially artivod aftr alt At puting up

superdooper tent we again drifted into siumber land wondering what
avemres e oo wbd bring.

Wakened by the sound of a raven, we awoke to a freezing but beautiful and sunny
dawn — with all the surrounding tops clear we all agreed it was worth it just for this
After a hurried breakfast and packing all of the gear away we set off in the direction



of Cannow and then a hard slog up Camenbologue mountain. Unfortunately, James
twisted his ankle on some rough ground bul bravely struggled to the end of the walk.
Finally, table track was reached and we set off at a merry pace back to Fentons Pub.
One final drama awaited us when it came crossing 2 Fords, which were at high tide —

ter a commando type sprint across the second Ford my comrades reluctanty
followed! With wet feet we squelched back (o Fenton's where a warm fire and creamy
pints greeted us. Feeling very proud of ourselves | asked ‘Same time and place next
weekend?’ The response is best not printed!

_ ValDiMello T __ Conor O Cennor

Anlit Delayed fiight, missed connecting flight, subsequent available flight to
another airport ~ holidays who'd have them. In June 2002 Nicholas, Terry and myself
traveled to the Bregaglia to the Val Masino area, Valtelina , Northem llaly;
specffically, to the Val Di Melio, one of the most spectacular and preserved valley's
in the Alps. About an hour and a half drive from Milan through Lecco on towards
Sondrio but turing left shorly after Morbegno you rise into the Val Masino. This area
s also known 88 the ~Vosomite of Europe” bcause of the fwge granle ual and
boulders as big as some of the indoor climbing community's ego’s. We had beer
there before, two years earlier, for a week and the potential high altitude Gimbing.
some classics such as the north face of the Piz Badile, Mt Disgrazia, big wall granile
climbing, not to mention the boulders of Sasso Di Remenno (one of which is over half
ion Gubic meters of granite), meant a longer stay was on the cards.

Onthe southe side of he Alps tis area receives good weather earler than its
rerhom sisler counlerarls but 2 we ol know over the past decade poorer
summers and receding snow lines, coupled with shorter weather windows have
meant you really need several weeks in the AIps to cover your objectives. These
patterns have frustrated us on a number of occasions so a rockcimbing only, no high
mixed routes, was planned.

Our arival coincided with the Irish world cup maich with Spain, a game that went all
the way. Monica's bar localed in San Martino, a climber's bar, was chosen and we
duly set up camp, stringing our bunting and flags, hats etc. all over the bar. Our quiet
demeanor attracted constant attention from the villagers, consequently setting up the
relationships we were to have with them for the duralion of our stay in the area — they
laughed constantly with us as opposed o at us ( of course we attended their match
and pointed out we had at least got to the penalty stage). It was always a pleasure
to retum to San Martino for dinner at 10Euro for a three course meal which was
impossible to finish, coupled with a noticeable lack of commercialism, cheap camping
facilities, warm climate, ice cool river to swim in, need | say more.

The main rock classics of IL Risvegilo Di Kundalini, Oceano Irrazionale and Luna
Nascente provide all the wonderful features any granite climber could wish for. The
granite consists of a high proportion of hard quartz which is very strong and hard
wearing, examples of this at the boulders at Sasso, an area climbed very regularly,
give a good indication as o the friction available throughout the valley. Famous for its
slab climbing Val Masino produces some of the most interesting climbs of this type.

iese slabs can stretch for 100 meters without any possible natural protection point
and as a result are bolted, one of which you have to ciimb 20 meters to reach the first



one. The bolt placements are such that the technical difficulties encountered are not
a prerequisite for the placement of a bolt, you must pass the problem to reach the
bolt, which leads to more exiting climbing. A goed introductory area for slab climbing
is the Val Bagni, which is the westem upper valley from San Martino. Walk IN's of up
10 45 seconds are required 0 bring a packed lunch. Grades from 5a upwards allow a
climber familiarize themselves with the friction and common features of the rock.

The overall climbing attitude of the area is very much towards traditional styles of
cimbing, placing your own protection, yet the more difficult sections may have bolts.
Waterfals in the area cutinto the granie, producing great chutes and bolts placed at
the sides of these chutes provide protection in winter when they freeze up, for
climbers to ice climb. The guidebook has good details on insitu bolts and pegs and a
wonderful character and symbols o depict the qualty of any given route. It also
indicates the type of equipment required for each route. We located, in Sondrio, a
bookshop that had copies in stock of a local guidebook in lever-arch style. In English
it gives good route details and is easily photocopied to lighten the climbing load on
route. Complied by Cristina Zecca and Pietro Corti, published by Editrice G
Stefanoni in Lecco, tiled Val Di Mello it is all you will need for a few months of
continuous climbing. A topo guide book by luisa Angslici and Antonio Boscacai, aplly
named, Mello (Edizioni, Albatros publication) is also very useful. Sass
guidebook by Antonio Boscacd, called Remenno, again publisher E
covers the many “boulders” of the area. For the higher rock or mixed foutes the
Bernina and Bregaglia, Alpine Club guidebook by Lindsay Griffin covers the whole
new world above the towering lower valley faces

Route finding, both ascent and decent, proved easy enough. The scale of the routes
and the valley is greatly enhanced by gaining altitude as perspective of scale is set
against the small vilages and hamlets below. The structure of the longer routes is
such that large terraces are gained after 300 lo 400 meters which then join other
routes to provide routes length, IL Risvegilo Di Kundalini and Luna
Nascente are two routes we joined providing fantastic climbing at grade 5/6 to 6/7 —
c. Difficult sections tended to be short lived on these two routes but the
climbing situations provided dramatic views of the valley below and are highly
mended. An important note is to climb the more classic routes during the week
as at weekends Milanese climbers are more common in the valley as this area is
effectively their back yard. We were caught in this respect and missed out on Oceano
Irrazionale on our visit due to its popularity.
two weeks we had perfect weather and climbed every day either long
routes or slabs in the morning and then Sasso Di Remenno in the evenings ( oo hot
in the middle of the day, had to drink coffee and go swimming! ).

Getling there  three airports service Milan - Bergamo, Malpensa and Linate. Linate
is the most soutnery and nearet ian but Bergamo or Malpensa are ouside Mian
and best placed for both cheaper flights and easier access to the art

Rorin, The Goot for s was 400 euto cach for fign inaoding ar i (Fiat Pumo)
Not much point in home cooking or even to make coffee in the morning as eating out
s 50 cheap you could very comfortably get away with camping and food for 35 Euro
per day.

Well worth a visit!



Barre des Ecrins R

“Une ou deux?" the hut warden barked in my direction.

“En, deux,” | replied, plaintively, knowing that my dreams of double blanket comfort
on the cold stone flagstones of the Ecrins Hut was about to be destroyed.

The blanket was whipped from me in a flash and redistributed o cover at least one
other lucky soul from the teeming masses who with varying degrees of luck were
bedding down for the night on the floor of possibly the busiest hut in the Dauphme
We had at least been triumphant in wrestling two Thermorests from the throng. Two
glum ltalian Alpini looked shocked to be facing into a cold night sharing one Dlanket
and a very hard floor.

Peter Brown and | were back in the Ecrins Hut to attempt Barre des Ecrins (4,101m)
for our second time in three weeks. Yes, the normal north face PD foute 1o the
highest mountain the French can wholly call their own had spooked us first time
round. A combination of inexperience, exhaustion and plain Chickonheariadnoss s
chased us away just two weeks previously.

We were coming to the end of three weeks spent between the Dauphine, Chamonix
and a brief sejour with the crag rats at Orpierre. We'd got four Facile/PD routes done
and he thoroughly enjoyabie Cosmiques Ridge 25 wel 25 2 eck of ol of dring
and the inescapable stir crazy days listening to the rain patter on the tent. This was to
be the Jas( good weather window in what had been a mixed few weeks, so it had to
be now or next year.

wmh ear plugs firmly in place | had a luxurious hut snooze for all of four hours or so

fore we were woken with the full blast of the overhead flouresants. The night of the
meg Dead started slowly with pale, puffed up faces, yawning into that shocked
Stare hat s s 2:30am. 1 itk and cold. 1on bout 10 getup. Why?"

Searching for answers in the plastic bowl of hot chocolate and accompanying
bread we suddenly became aware of the animated conversation the Halian Alpml
were having at the other table. They seemed 1o be discussing the plastic bag, its
origins, its core strength and values, its place in Europe and how many times you can
put things in it, check if those things are still there, take them out and put hom back
in. Their therorising was demonstrated again and again. I's truly amazing how much
noise a plastic bag can make at 2:30am.

We observed in this jaunt to the Alps the almost universal fascination w:m \he plasuc
bag. The obsession takes place in the dining room, the hut porch, in the
rustling crackle of plastic rings through the Alpine night. We coined a phrase ot e
particular Alpine activity: The Faff.

Naturally we displayed unparalleled efficiency in our early morning rummaging and
only went back up the track to the hut once (that was Peter) to find a pair of
sunglasses. And I left my belay plate behind, which proved awkwar

Barre des Ecrins lies at the top of the Glacier Blanc valley. It dnmlnales the Allefroide
end of the Dauphine and takes on a different character depending from where you
view it. The PD route leads you up o the 0p of the glacier and winds through seracs



and over crevasses along a busy, well marked trail on the north face of the mountain.
It's the same route to reach the rounded Dome de Neige, which nesties to the side of
the Barre.

Second time round we made it to the Breche Lory in guide time. We felt fitter and
less daunted by the looming ridge above us. There's a tricky bit involved in working
around the base of the ridge but that wasn't the main obstacle. Peter led and the
biggest problem we experienced was the loose snow from recent falls, which
obscured good holds -and worse- made finding your feet precarious.

The ridge ftself is magnificent. Below the almost vertical iced riorth face is the Glacier
Blanc valley and views as far as Mont Blanc and the Matterhorn in the far distance.
As you grasp the rocks on the o of the ridge you can peer over and marvel at the
long drop down the rock pillrs of the south face.

We made it to the summit within guide time and erjoyed the view with a French
guided party of two. There were four climbers from the Basque on their way up the
ice climb on the north face direct route. It seemed the snowfalls in the previous days
had kept the crowds from the summit. The fact it's the highest mountain in the region
and the airiness of its ridge makes it a spectacularly satisfying climb

1led the descent and we lost time on one particularly steep point, which we decided
to pitch. We met one Swiss climber on our way down who was soloing the route.
After believing we had achieved the pinnacle of our Alpine ambitions for 2002, that
brought things inlo perspective.

Once we got off the ridge it was along, slow slog down through knee deep snow.
Guide book time went out the window. It was replaced by a dazed but ha

realisation that we'd ciimbed a mountain that had eluded us the first time and had
pushed ourselves o the limits of our capabiliies. At PD grade, that is admittedly not
very far butin the same way as the Barre is reverentialy hailed by the French as the
only 4,000m+ peak wholly in France, our ascent of it was the crowning glory of our
2002 tr

In the restaurant in Allefroide that night as we battled with our steaks (why do the
French like their meat raw?) we met the celebrated John Brailsford, author of the
Alpine Club guide book to the area, I fact, it was the second occasion we had met
Joh-nay -as he's known over there. The first time was at the start of the holiday when
he joined us, along with Kevin Hutchinson and Eamonn.

We were going to harangue Joh-nay over getting lost on not one but two Facile
routes over the past three weeks but decided to let him away with it, particulariy as
he most decently plonked half a bottle of the local wine on our table. Funny enough,
he didn't seem all that impressed by our conquest of the Barre.

And as a final footnole for any members who may recall seeing my head torch
tumbling down the Palavar three years ago and particularly for Conor Murray who
literally went through shit to help four foolish climbers abssing in the dark. myselt
and Peter ascended and more importantly descended Palavar les Flots in textbook
fashion last summer. It proved that providing one does not come 2 cropper in failing
the first time, the Alps offers infinite opportunities 1o try, try and try again.



Every January hundreds of hoary down-ciad climbers descend on the tiny vilage of
Argentiere la Bessé in the heart of the French Ecrin. The village is the home of the
ICE festival (Intemational Climbing Event) which this year celebrated a successful
13-year run, and which has placed Argentiere firmly on the map as an international
Mecea for the esoteric sportof climbing frozen waterfalls.

For those of us who arrived in the sleepy village a week before the festival, it was all
the more extraordinary 1o later witness the mass invasion. As we arrived in late
December, the ice was not yet fully formed, the festival had not yet begun, and the
festivals orga e 10 be seen wandering around the Fournel and Freissineres
valleys in logo covered land-rovers, biting nails and looking up at what should have
been ice falls. By New Years Eve most of the famed routes of the surrounding
valleys were forlorn and mushy waterfalls, and worse, almost completely inaccessible
due to avalanche risk from the very heavy Christmas snowalls.




While Argentiere is well placed to access several surrounding ski resorts — Serr
Chivalier, and Puy St Vincent amang olhers.. 15 town has auit clearty ony stared
to court tourism quite recently. The ICE festival is one of the main annual showcases
to boost trade. The traces of the town's very recent industrial past are still highly
visible, and quarrying and cement production are stil the real economic mainstay of
the town. We are a long way here from the glamour of a Chamonix with its long
history of ski tourism. In many ways Argentiere is all the more charming for its
innocence, despite the straggling townscape and the sometimes bleak industrial
architecture of the town.

The village is so small, that having eaten all the menu options in the one and only
good restaurant by day 4, we were forced to go shopping to cook on day 5. We
a0, 2 wllagers n he shops and sreets graelod b warmly, hat after 5 days we
knew the entire community. This was parlly because we were pretty much the only
foreigners staying in the village all week, and hence were inviled as welcome guests
to the vilage New Years Eve party — they didn't want us to feel left out on the
important feast day, and went to enormous lengths to make us feel at home.

By January 3, the major Irist inruminns mnea incarest, as several groups of Irish
climbers straggled in to Argentiere — meeting ost instantly in the café on the
lage square. Therd wore i all Sbout 27 Iish chmbels from all over the island. The
IMC contingent was unusual in giving the impression of the IMC as an unusually
progressive and feminist climbing club — Sile Daly, Niamh McGreen, Sara Spenser
and myself, soon o be collectively known as the teletubbies ~ a reflection on our
Red, Yellow, Green and Blue down jackets, rather than our shapes....Im 100d.....

With balmy mild temperatures stil prevailing through the early New Year, most of the
mainland European climbers held off. For a few days the Irish held the vilage to
themselves, meeting eagery in the evenings to exchange intelligence on what littie
ice had formed. Within days however temperatures plummeted, Festival organisers
went off to sacrifice new-bom lambs on ice alters, the town started o fill up, and
climbing started in earnest.

There is a_bewidering number of ice climbing options in the near vicinity of
Argentiere. Fortunately at any one time, only a few crags were in good condition. The
major advantages of the festival - apart from great craic and a fantastic almosphere -
are that there s information, advice, guidance and transport constantly available to
bring you to the crag of your choice. On the first day of the festival we were told to
report to the vilage hall at 7. Having duly ignored this request, the lrish all struggled
out of bed at the crack of 9, to check conditions with the local guides and the detailed
web printouts posted up in the hall. We were given a van and driver (free) at our
disposal for the day to take us to wherever we wanted to climb. We unanimously
chose la Grave - a good hours drive distant, and a definite snow chain destination
This would have potentially been qute dificult in our badly equipped hired cars.

We climbed primarily in
La Grave (Very wide selection of mult-pitch- 3 fo 6 pitches, arade Il upwards, short
steep walkins or in some cases belay from the car walk-ins)






