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IMC NEWSLETTER SPRING 2002

Activities

New Member

Congratulations to Helen Condon and Des Doyle on the birth of baby Maeve. At least
someone is doing positive things to breed new life into the Club. Wanted: harness, helmet.
shoes. .. .extra, extra, extra small. Phone Helen or Des. ..

Meeting the MCI

Members of the Committee will be meeting officers of the MCI in August to discuss issues of
common 1nterest, mcluding MCI fees and 1nsurance. If vou wish to contnibute, contact a
committee member and air vour views.

Meets

At the ime of writing, the Meets Secretary is busy climbing in Chamonix in the company of
climbers from many clubs participating in the MCI Alpine meet. Details of future meets will
be on the Club Web-site and circulated on email. So keep an eve out. The Spring and early
Summer meets have all taken place but the weather has more than taken 1ts toll.

Biting the bullet!!ll!

The reaction to Gerry Moss” article in the last 1ssue has been less than overwhelming. Two
members have expressed their views. .,

Conor O’Connor wrote:

“The Management of the Hut has always been the issue and has kept the question of why
maintain a facility clearly underused by its members, simply for others (o avail of and so very
often abuse, to the forefront of Club debates. As with so many before and after me, renovation
came second place to the repair required after the unsupervised usage by non-members.

It saddened me however to think that such a rare social occasion was wasted by Club
members. Having been tarred by terms such as “Clique™ and “Your group™ ete., discouraged
others to attend such previous social gatherings (often descrnibed as * Parties™) in the past
when “Our Group™(all of course being Club members) would mix climbing and walking with
drinking and conversation {well OK the conversation was lacking content on occasions). Such
events attracted non-active members who very often travelled to attend the evenings mecets
lists. Such opportunities were rarely missed.

Alas we move on and correctly stated the motor car allows us to go further afield, not
necessarily to those greener fields. But in doing so a “Home™ base 15 equally no longer a
requirement. Such a distant new Hut also presents a maintenance problem or are those greener
hills causing a squinting action reducing our vision. Location, Location, Location, for our
purposes is not a relavant issue, our “talants” are buried and underutilized in the facility we
posses. best stay in a local hostel,



Personally | have always argued for retention of the Hut simply because I have always
understood the Hut was bequeathed to the members of the Club. The decision of an individual
to leave for a specific purpose is not for others te decipher — their clear intention that it be
used for mountaincering and effectively the IMC were under an obligation to act as “janitors”™
[or this purpose, If | bequeath a building for this purpose I would see no respectful reason
why the question of sale take place. But Gerry has clearly stated the building was purchased,
if correct, the tie of sentiment on my part 1s cut if this is so.

[t is however no solution to sell and purchase further afield, other facilities exist and cater
well for the traveling soul. Equally if not Guardians we are not a Tontine society as Gerry has
said. An interesting suggestion some tune ago, [ remember Kevin Byrne discussing the
subject, was the realization value of the Hut could be quite substantial, in fact sufficient to
purchase a property in Dublin or perhaps “Bray™ in which we could have a proper home o
house our “traveling Library™, slide shows, dare I say Club wall and that social environment, 1
previous discussed, usually evolving from such a Home.

[nvestigation into Grants or other funding to increase the possibilitics could be pursued
adding to the capital realized through any sale if this were the way agreed to go forward. [f we
were not hequeathed the Hut T would gladly assist the club in anvway I could to investigate
such a direction.

P.S. From all in “Our Clique”™ we wish Gerry a speedy recovery. He has always commanded
greal respect from all the “clique™ members,”

David Walsh wrote:

“Do we still have that ramshackle .............

[ agree with Gerry Moss, and [ recall I proposed a motion to the AGM in 1981 to scll off the
damn thing. And that came from an enthusiastic worker on the hut through the seventies, but
even then | knew 1t was an act of faith in the future, that curcumstances would make the hut
relevant again some day. It didn't happen and 1t 15 tme to move on, methinks.”

History of the Hut....Ed

From what I have been able to glean (admittedly by detective work that would make Inspector
Clouscau look competent), the Hut was bought from a family in 1957, with the help of a large
grant from Arthur Guinness, some interest-free loans from IMC members and the usual
fund-raising rackets. A member of the Club was a director of Guinesses at the time, The
family incidentally relocated close to Dalkey Quarry. At that time the IMC was probably the
only climbing club in existence in the Dublin area and no doubt the Hut scrved a wider
audience than just Club members. Currently it seems that as many or more outsiders use the
Hut now than do Club members. As the debate rages (smoulders?) Paul Donnelly 1s
undertaking some research into the possibilitics of grants to assist in renovations.



A Wet Weekend in Connemara

Kevin Byrne

A wet weekend indeed. But not from flowing alcohol. No, Connemara served up her finest
concoction of wind. rain and mist to test the stamina and navigational abilities of the 10 dozen
or so hapless souls who handed over their hardearned €20 for the dubious and expensive
pleasure of taking part in the ‘official' Maam Turks walk on 20th April 2002.

AlLY IMC hearties who checked into Canrawer House in Oughterard on Fri night duly rose at
5.30am on Saturday, bright eyed and bushy tailed, cager to get going, At that ungodly hour it
was still enticingly dry but within minutes the drizzle had started and by the time we reached
the check-in it was already a downpour of biblical proportion. We signed up, handed over our
cash and our mobile phone numbers - now an essential piece of equipment for all self
respecting hill walkers - and in true IMC stvle immediately split, unplanned of course, into
three separate groups. The slopes of Corcég were already sodden and slimy as we started the
long trudge upwards. It wasn’t looking too promising.

The summit of Corcdg, reached in about an hour from the start, was wild — minus factor
visibility, honzontal rain and wind speed of about 30mph (ves, Paul measured 1t). Diarmuid
and Alan correetly assessed the misery ahead and immediately headed down at this point, For
them the {leshpots of Clifden beckoned. For the rest, stubbornness forced us onwards,

Within minutes of leaving that first summit our group of four promptly managed to get
thoroughly lost — sacrificing about an hour and a half before we got back on track again.
(Memo to selft don't ask the checkpoint ¢rew for the compass beanings again, take vour own.)
Having avoided a similar fate, the other three - Penny with newcomers Ben and Chris — were
well ahead, showing us how 1t's done.

A short time later we encountered a party of London based walkers. It was re-assuring in a
perverse way Lo hear that they had set out an hour ahead of us!! Deaglan and Jacinta decided
to continue with this party as far as 5t Patnick's well - the first escape point. That left Paul and
me 1o continue in pursuit of Penny & Co.

Paul, who has completed the Turks i six and a half hours {(ves!!) was perplexed that we met
only one group on the route until we descended to the lake at Mam Ochdige. He refused to
believe that the other three (and evervone else it scemed) could be so far ahead. At the
checkpoint, already being dismantled for descent and refusing to check walkers through
because we were too late. it was obvious there were still many behind us still. Paul was
visibly cheered up when Ben, Chris and Penny emerged from the mist a few minutes later.
There's life in the old dog vet.

Leaving the lake for the second half of the walk we kept up our "formation” of two separate
groups. Fortunately the weather relented somewhat. The promised ‘clearance from the west'
never materialised properly but the rain eased to a downpour and the mist was no Jonger
imtimate with the vallevs,

The late start and time lost early on now raised the spectre of not being able to tfinish before
dark. The checkpoint crews kept urging us to descend and some refused to check our numbers
as we were behind the “official’ cut-off time. In the conditions, this seemed a bit silly, If
someone did get lost it would be a lot easier to pinpoint their location with the benefit of
checkpoint records. The €20 was looking like even poorer value for money, It wasn't too clear



why there was such a drive to get people off the hills. Most likely the unfortunate accident of
two vears ago at the end of the walk, in the dark compelled the organisers to try to get
everyone down well before nightfall.

Paul and myself had by now become separated from each other. | suppose it wouldn’t be the
IMC if we didn't. A consequence of the mist and, more simply, Paul having more in reserve.
Rather than trying to meet up again (unlikely in the mist, despite the benefits of text
messaging) we decided to finish at our own pace. Other groups were encountered and passed
as we gradually made up some of the time lost at the start. Our spirits rose as we began (o
realise we would make 1t to the end and the free orange squash and biscuits.

The steep climb out of Maam Turk (the pass of the pigs, from which the whole range is
named} was as energy sapping as ever and the final ascent from the so-called Col of
Despondency was evervthing its name suggests. Pure misery, Paul made 1t to the finish before
7.30 and [ struggled in just past 8.00 — after 12'4 hours on the go. In total only 30 or so of the
original 120 entrants completed the walk. Hardly surprising in the conditions. The joy of a
change into dry clothes has rarely been more welcome. Thanks again for waiting, Alan!

Then 1t was back to Oughterard where Diarmuid had sussed out a lovely little restaurant in
which we had a fine meal of fillet steak and all the trimmings. Posh fare by the usual IMC
standards but the four of us felt we had eamed a little luxury, Chris and Penny arrived shortly
after 10.30 only to hear that the chef had gone and so they had to find an alternative leeding
station, which they duly did.

By midnight all nine were back at the hostel, filling in details of the day's happenings, being
amused by the numerous anecdotes and looking forward to the next time when no doubt the
weather will be kinder.

Sunday morning dawned to more rain and wind, so after a leisurely breakfast it was time (o
drive home.

Despite the foul weather, we all learned a lot from the challenge. There's no better place to
sharpen up your navigation than in the Maam Turks on a wet and misty day.




L_ ______ LONG DISTANCE WALKING ROUTES

- Barry O'Flynn
For each man Kills the thing he loves,/ By each let this be heard,
Some do it with a bitter look,/ Some with a flattering word.
The coward does 1t with a kiss,/ The brave man with a sword,

So wrote Wilde in his Ballad of Reading Gaol and he might have added that the well meaning
kill by kindness or good intentions, the latter being especially insidious. Walking 1s 1o be
encouraged but inevitably one of nature’s unwritten laws will swing into action to frustrate
the desired outcome. One should always bear in mind that *Anything you do to improve
something will only make it worse’,

We all have bees gently buzzing around in our bonnets and fortunately for mankind that 1s
where they remain except occasionally they swarm 1o devastating cffect. Long distance
walking routes were J.B. Malone’s particular bees and therr swarming was tnggered when
thirty or more vears ago the Government decided to encourage sport and outdoor pastimes.
They set up a body 1o put its new policy into operation, 1 think 1t was called the Council for
Sport or it may have been COSAC. In anv event, following their usual practice the council
members were nominated by the Government, not by organisations actively involved in
outdoor activities. So the scene was set: we had a sports council with money to burn, casting
around for something to spend it on. For the council, JB's hobbyhorse was a godsend. it was
something they could sponsor to justify their existence. In the fullness of time a National
Waymarked Wavs Advisory Committee was set up under the auspices of the State sponsored
body, the Irish Sports Council. The current objective of the Committee is to implement an
ambitious three-year development plan to extend and complete a national network of walks.

The Irish genius is a strange plant. In its native soil it tends to be lethargic, in-looking,
indolent and slow to cxploit its talents but transplanted abreoad it flourishes, achieving
spectacular successes, We had Colum Cille in Scotland, Columbanus 1n [taly and John Scotus
Erigena at the court of the Haoly Roman Emperor, Charles the Bald, all dispensing learning to
the barbarians of the mainland. It is no wonder thev say the Insh saved civilisation and set
Europe on course from the misery of the Dark Ages to the splendour of the Renaissance. As
vou can leamn from T.P. Coogan’s Wherever Green is Worn, the Irish are sull contributing to
the wellbeing of other nations. Russia, China, Japan in the east, Oceania in the south and the
Americas in the west, all have benehted from the infusion of the Celuc spint.

At home the story is different. For some odd reason instead of using our native wit and
striking out an onginal line we tend to copy uncritically the disasters of our neighbours, We
clearcd the slums and dispersed the population to the countryside without providing an urban
infrastructure when the nations of Europe were planning and building new towns. When
Britain saw the folly of high rise apartments we rushed to build Ballymun. We concentrated
on building roads and running down the railways when the cities of Europe were being
knitted together with high speed Trans-European Expresses. The canals were let fall nto
disrepair until half a centurv later, prompted by the EU, we realised their potential and spent a
fortune restoring them, What did we do when our next door neighbour highlighted the adverse
effects of creating marked out walking routes? With a flourish of trumpets we unveiled The
Wicklow Wav, The Kerry Way and all the other Ways. Do these long distance walking routes
add anvthing to our enjovment of the countryside and mountains? The short answer 15 no. Do
theyv serve anv useful purpose? No. Are they environmentally sound? Will they nmprove
access? Again the answer is no. From the verv outsel waming voices were raised against the
concept. The arguments against the proposal were cogent, drawing on the experience of other



countries and reflecting the practical knowledge of dedicated walkers.

People have been walking the countryside and mountains for decades without the aid of
marked routes and those who want to set up records for the distance walked are perfectly
capable of inding their own way. Far from being natural lines many sections of the marked
routes arc contrived, meandering without any real purpose. So far as I can gather, the 1dea
behind marking out these routes was, and 1s, to encourage family and casual walkers. If so 1t
has failed in its objective: the general public are not interested in long walks. Families flock to
the trails but rarely go far beyond the start of the tracks, wearing them out so they require
constant maintenance, That 1s the nonnal public response, A good example 1s provided by the
stretch of beach from Greystones to Wicklow. Access 10 the coast is prevented by marshy
land except for where byroads lead down to the beach at Kilcoole, Newcastle, Five Mile Point
and Killoughter. On a fine summer’s day the families and trippers get to the beach at these
points, roughly four kilometres apart, and then spread out for a hundred metres or so on both
sides of the entrance leaving the remaining eighteen kilometres of coastline untouched. So 1t
is with the long distance routcs; access points are heavily trafficked, the remainder scarcely
walked. 1 find it ironic that the Winter 2001 issue of Irish Mountain Log was hailing the
proposed extension of marked routes and the Spring 2002 issue was appealing for volunteers
to help repair croded tracks. The appeal carmied a hint of moral blackmail, *This is vour
opportunity to give something back to the mountains by volunteering for work on our trails,
thereby protecting a fragile environment and in years to come improving our access’, the
implication being that it is we who are responsible for the damage. Erosion is one of the
problems created by the State’s policy to have marked long distance routes; the other is denial
of access.

N¢ inore than the roads of a city, paths and tracks cannot take unlimited (raffic. The Devil’s
Ladder in the Reeks, the approach used by most climbers of Carrauntoohil, 1s seriously
croded. Writing in Insh Mountain Log, Niall Goodwin reports:
The erosion on this gully cannot be sustained. We, taking care and travelling
slowly, moved tons of scree, mud and rocks a little bit further down hill. The top
of the ladder is travelling at high speed into the saddle and bringing down huge
amounts of material,

The hills look solid but their soil cover is incredibly fragile. Dr Rourke Bryan, a member of
the Insh Mountaineering Club for many years, made a study of wear and tear on mountain
tracks. After graduating from Trinity he did his PhD on soil erosion in the Peak District
National Park and was subsequently appointed to a professorial position in the Department of
Geography of the Universily of Alberta. In pursuing his research Dr Bryan spent a year at the
University of Uppsala studying the effect of people on trails. Groevelsjoen, the region in
which he did his field work, has much in common with the Wicklow Mountains, Both areas
have pealy soil with heather and frochan (Erica and Vaccinium) being the dominant
vegetation,

Groevelsjoen 1s an accessible part of the mountain region on the border between Sweden and
Norway and had an hotel providing accommodation for tourists. Subsequently there was
further development and consequently increased tourist pressurc on the area. Mountain trails,
about three dozen, were laid out. Some of them are heavily trafficked, others barely walked
which made the district ideal for companng the deterioration of trails by wear and tear. The
most damaged track was the Linnaeus Trail so called because it follows a route taken by the
naturalist Carl Linnaeus back in the eighteenth century. Due to the influx of trippers the
vegetation on parts of the trail had been destroyed by trampling for a distance of three metres
on both sides of the track. In other parts a gully more than half a metre deep had been worn,



The damage to the trail is progressive. On a mountainside the heather goes first,
leaving a bare footpath: then a gully may develop, forcing the walkers to tramp on
cither side of 1t, killing more heather. Meanwhile a stream runs down the gully so
that 1t grows wider, pushing the people vet further out.

Dr Bryan reports that one of the paths he studied had been transformed into what appeared to
be a ploughed field more than 60 metres across. I do not know of such an extreme case in
Ireland but T have read reports that parts of our marked walks, principally near the start of a
roule, have had to be repaired and strengthened with rallway sleepers.

Closer to home Dr C. Moriarty writing in the Irish Times said:

It 15 not too difficult to understand why erosion takes place. The bushy heather
and frochans arc naturallv damaged by trampling — leaves knocked off, stems
broken and roots loosened. As long as they were alive, the roots helped to bind the
soil while the leaves protected 1t from the wind and insulated it from changing
temperatures. When the soil is left bare, quicker evaporation allows 1t to dry
sooner after a shower. In winter the water on the surface freezes and then thaws in
the sun. These abrupt changes, from wet to dry and from frozen to wet, breaks up
the soil, so that surface water and even the wind can carry it away.

Loss of natural vegetation is what created the Dust Bowl in Texas and Oklahoma. The great
srasslands were ploughed up during World War [ and in the following years over cultivation
and poor land management resulted in the exposed topsoil, deprived of the anchoring, water
retaining roots of its native grasscs being blown away in spectacular dust storms, the *black
blizzards'. The social consequences of the disaster were appalling. Thousands of familics
were driven from their homes, a peace time “ethnic’ cleansing that forced the destitute people
on 1o the roads 1o the West in a desperate search for work just to survive — a re-enactment of
the Irish famine evictions and the Scottish highland clearances. It took twenty years and
millions of dollars to restore the devastated land.

Far worse than the trampling of walkers is another factor eroding our mountains — farmers.
In the west of Ireland the hills have been over grazed turning the green tops into seas of muck
that out rival the mud desert of Barnaculhian, Soon there will be nothing for the sheep to graze
an. Our wet climate, unless the greenhouse effect takes over, will save us from dust bowls but
not from the runoff of silt polluting our waterways. Individually farmers have as much of a
social conscience as the rest of us but collectively thev are a menace. The economist Adam
Smith, a contemporary of Carl Linnaeus, wrote over two centuries ago in his Wealth of
Nalions:

Peaple of the same trade seldom meet together, even for mermiment or diversion,

but the conversation ends in a conspiracy against the public, or in some

conlrivance 1o raise prices.

A sentiment re-echoed by Bernard Shaw in his play The Doctor’s Dilemma in which one of
the characters savs “All professions are conspiracies against the laity’. Ever with an eve on the
main chance the Insh Farmers™ Association, while ostensibly welcoming walkers, wants to be
paid for letting us walk in our own land. They have conveniently forgotten the dictum, which
Thomas Drummond enunciated a century and a half ago, Property has duties as well as its
Fights,

The sheep farmers are not alone in letting greed blind them to the trouble they are storing up
for the next generation. The salmon fishers with an eve to the quick buck are also (torgive the
mixed metaphor) killing the golden goose with over fishing. If they are let keep it up it will



not be long before the kingly fish will have joined the passenger pigeon and the dodo, driven
1o extinction by the hand of man.

Twenty or thirty vears ago my knowledge of freedom of access to the countryside in Great
Britain came from listening to ‘The Archers, an Evervday Story of Country Folk™ on the
BBC. | was amazed at thc dog in the manger attitude of the new landowners, recently
promoted from the status of tenant farmer, who had hystenics every ime a stranger set {oot on
their land because it was in such contrast with the friendly greeting one got at home in Ireland
of the Welcomes. Little did | suspect the same athitude would take root here.

Part of the blame for this change rests on those who promoted the introduction of marked
walking routes. Where previously walkers roamed unhindered no longer can they exercise
their ancient freedoms but are being intuimidated, threatened, denied access or pavinent
demanded. Now we have landowners insisting that walkers suck ngorously to the marked
routes. Having sponsored these the Government is hoist with its own petard and despite the
importance of tourism does nothing w0 ensure freedom to ramble, even though our few
national parks account for less than 1% of our landmass. Across the water in Great Britain
freedom to roam is now a right confirmed by legislation as it is in every country in
northwestern Europe. But then, as we are always late in adopting the good practice of
neighbouring countries, no doubt 1in twenty vears ime we will catch up and walkers wiall get
their Charter of Freedom. In Connemara and elsewhere illegal fencing 1s obstructing walking
not only on the hills but also along beaches and local councillors are shirking their duty of
protecting long existing nghts.

Blame for this change in access to the countryside must also be allocated to organisations
with a financial interest in promoting insurance. To encourage farmers invest in the policies
they were peddling they let loose a barrage of legal gobbledegook about licensees, invitees
and trespassers who would sue the pants off an unfortunate farmer if they incurred an injury
while on his land. With the spectre of bankruptcy dangling before them farmers rushed (o pay
their premiums and much time was taken up in Dail Eireann drafung a bill to nsulated them
as much as possible from the imagined dangers of a predatory public. Not evervone was
fooled, In a discussion program on RTE a bamister pointed out that the whole exercise was a
scare tactic to drum up business. Since the foundation of the State he could find no case in
which a walker sued a landowner for injuries sustained while on his land. The scare tactics
worked and now landowners genuinely fear to let walkers set foot off the burcaucratically
designated routes.

A dedicated group, Keep Ireland Open, 15 doing 115 best o preserve access nghts but [ fear
they are too late and without sufficient political clout to hold back the nsing ude of
restriction. It 1s Realpolitick that he who pays the piper calls the wne. Having become
dependent on  State finance the major outdoor orgamsauons, An Oige and The
Mountaineering Council of Ireland, who should be to the fore in championing the rnight of
access, cannot risk embarrassing the Government by taking a strong stand against the farming
lobby or taking a long, hard look at the official policy of creaung marked walking routes.



: THE FORKIN RIDGE

- Paddy O'Leary

"The most sensational ridge scramble in the Western Highlands; a major winter
mountaineering expedition”

When it was decided in the hotel bar on the previous night that we should try the Forkin route
up The Saddle I hadn't even heard of the route, and the mountain itself was just a name of
which I was vaguely aware. Now, aller a short drive in strong, cold winds from the Cluaine
Inn and a quick ascent up a stalkers' path on firm snow, we could see a party of four starting
at the foot of the toothed ridge and, through windblown mist, ghimpses of the graceful snow-
curve of the summit, As we traversed from the saddle between Biod an Fhithich and Meallan
Odhar the winds abated and the splendour of the hills around us lent charm to what promised
to be an exciting day. The grey-blue of Loch Duich glittered far below to the north.

It had taken some years for me to rouse sufficient enthusiasm to return to Scotland in the
winter, having spent no less than twenty seven winter wecks there leading groups in all sorts
of conditions as part of my job. The opportunity to chimb with some old friends - some IMC
members, some not - had persuaded me to join them in the Glen Shiel! Cluaine area, an area
with which they are familiar, winter and summer, but which was known to me only through a
car window. We had completed some good scrambles during our first few days, 1 had
recovered some keenness and now 1 could feel some of the old thrill as we approached the
foot of the Forkin Ridee.

We had earlv lunch, parted from three of our fmends who were off 1o do something else and
then quickly set off in pursuit of the people we had seen, At first the going was casy in
softish snow with plenty of 1ce-free spikes and handholds. We caught the other party. a roped
and suided one, at the first of the difficulties and were stuck behind them for some time on
the increasingly tncky rock towers. As [ shared a stance with their tail-end man we had a
somewhat surreal conversation about Temple Bar and some pub in Malahide . We were



unroped so some of us managed to pass them and we began 1o make good time. The ¢limbing
had become more interesting, nothing too difficult as the holds remained ice-free, but the
snow had hardened with height and the exposed nature of the ridge became more obvious. At
a deep drop in the ndge we came to a halt to put on the rope. As Dermot Dignam started 10
climb down steep rock [ realised that we could probably circumvent this tricky step by
descending a gully but by then the guide had just begun to lower his party into it.

The others caught up and we lost some time getting ropes out, descending the gully, re-
grouping at a saddle on the ridge-crest and recoiling ropes. The summit seemed a long way
off, the gleam of steeper, icy snow appeared ahead and it was now mid-afterncon, We had
been concentrating so much on the work in hand that time had shipped away.

By the time I reached the saddle Liam O'Cleirigh and Niall Rice, a long-time member of the

club, were hot on the heels of the guided party. We followed on a narrow, snowy crest and
reached the foot of that long, gleaming slope of frozen snow. I sidled past Mick Slevin as he
adjusted a loose crampon and got stuck into exciting front-pointing in an exposed position on
snow of ideal consistency. As my sexagenarian calves tired 1 switched to flat-footed
downward-pointing cramponing while we worked our way around outcrops and back towards
the ridge-crest. Niall led this section in such good style that no one thought it necessary to
rope up so we gquickly gained on the guide and his charges and reached the summit cairmn,
sooner than we had expected, just behind them.

As we sat out of the wind in brilliant sunshine Liam reminded us that he, at 50 vears of age,
was the youngest in our group.

We had still to find the descent route and get back to the car before dark but we were already
well-satisfied with a good day's mountaineering carried out in good ume. As we chatted, and
ook in one of the wildest panoramas in Europe stretching off to distant Ben Nevis, | looked
lorward to the following week when [ would be climbing in Mallorca. I knew [ would have
fun climbing in shorts on sunny cliffs thrusting from slopes redolent with the scent of
roscmary and early lavender, but that isn't really mountaineenng - 15 117

Burren Sea Cliff. Climbers Unknow. Photos Nathalie Bedel



Climbing in the Greater Ranges

Sé O*Hanlon
Would you like to swing on a star
Carry moonbeams home in a jar
And be better off than vou are
Or would you rather be a pig?

These are the first lines of a once popular Bing Crosby song (don’t dare ask who Bing Crosby
was) and they came to my mind when | sat down to write about the IMC and mountaincering
in the Greater Ranges.

[ts great to clhimb E6 or HVS or §, or whartever your limit is; ice climbing is magnificent;
chmbing an Alpine peak and following the footsteps of the thousands who went before you is
super: domng the Lus walk back to back 15 a major achievement. But when vou’ve done these
or some of them, what do you do next? Simple...just go mountaineering in South Amernca,
the Himalava, Tien Shan, The Caucasus, Alaska, Norway, Greenland or any of the less
trafficked and enticing ranges with which the world 15 dotted. Why not?

You will

¢ [njovajourney to a totally strange country,

+ Come in contact with wonderfully strange cultures,

»  Appreciate the wealth of the people of Darndale and the obscene wealth of the average
[MC member in comparison with those whose country vou visit but at the same time
marvel at the fact that they do not appear on the surface to be miserable and downcast,

v Enjov the paranoia induced by the realisation that vou are a perceived by those you meet
in the same way that an Arab racehorse buver 1s percelved at the Curragh

*  Go where very few or no people have been before

s [Enjoy the satisfaction of making vour own way with sketchy maps, no signposts and no
footprints to follow

o Learn that while the publishers of mountaineenng books are big into torment, mental and
physical, they keep well hidden the sheer fun and enmjoyment that will i1l most of your
time.

+ Learn that the word “expedition™ 15 a massive con to hide from us the fact that these
people are on holidays and having a great time.

» Find out for vourself that putting together a trip to the back of bevond is easier than you
think.

And that’s just for starters.

Y our options are unlimited. You can make one of the earliest ascents of a summit or even a
first ascent, cross seldom visited passes or investigate unmapped territory. All the time you
have the anticipation of wondering what is around the corner and using all of the skills you
have acquired in Ireland and the Alps - you’ll be surprised to learn just how skilled vou are.

Think about it for five minutes and then start doing something about it. Get a group together
for next vear or the vear after, talk to the old farts who have done it all before and then get
vour act together. There is no point in waiting until you are pensioned off.. Do it now.

And remember that the IMC has a small fund left over from a previous holiday in India which
is intended to be used to give grants to established members who go on hohidays which
include discovery or first ascents, And remember what Bing said.



' Come Back,
Come Back as Friends and
Come Back having climbed the Mountain

- A flv an the wall ebservation of group dvnamics on o mouniaineering wip.

"I yelled at vou to stop. We should have consulted the map at the last sunumit,. We're
heading down in the wrong direction into an area of dangerous precipitous slabs. Who the
f....1s making the decisions here? Is this a democratic little group or a Ceaucescu-like
dictatorship?”

Well, vou know the scenario. Weather closes 1n, visibility 15 almost zero, ramn 15 spouting
down from the heavens, isobars are in a state of intimate embrace and navigation on an
exposed and tortuous ndge requires lots of care and attention.

The group dvnamic 1s moving onto a new level as some just plough on presuming that the
route can be sniffed out whilst others want to call a halt for consultation/map reading/'compass
setiing purposes. Throw a number of equally strong personalitics, a male/female mix into this
potentially explosive cauldron and witness some very interesting if not predictable human
reactions. No sweeping generalisations about traditional gender differences in approach o a
problem will be made here but..... Forcing the consultative process 1s not without s
difficulties but must be pursucd. Descend carefully we must, and abandon all hope of
attaining the day’s objective. A certain leadership style is under threat, blood 1s at boiling
point and the air s as heavy with tension as 1t 15 with those spiteful mosture laden Atlantic
storm ¢louds,

Does one ignore these tensions and let them fester into monstrous proportions?  Does one
harbour ill will and dislike for those with whom one clashed carlier in the day? Docs onc
acknowledge that the decision to descend was correct in the atrocious weather even i1f the
process of reaching it was less than perfect? Does one acknowledge that it 1s often easy, in
comlortable minority of one, to urge the group onward when the sensible course appears to be
retreat? It 1s in the careful and well-orchestrated analysis ol such  events that
learning/reconciliation takes place. Thus the importance of retiring to a good public house
where all parties will have an opportunity to voice their opinions in a non-threatening way,
Sensitive 1ssues may be raised. Everything and evervbody get therr turn on the dissection
table.,  Who is a bossy bitch who always wants her own way? Who is a control freak?? Who
always assumes the leadership role without consultation? And what about one’s body
language? There’s no place to hide! A natural facilitator emerges from amidst the broken
but humble remains of these strong personalities. Tensions dissipate. Pints flow. Healing 1s
in the air. Is 1t possible that acnmony and dissent have been replaced by understanding and a
sense of common purpose? Engagement 1n this cathartic process 1s painful but worthwhile.
Friendships are cemented and solidified. But, has anvthing been learned from the experience?
The next day may tell that tale.

The weather 1s still challenging.  Mutual agreement and consultation punctuate the day’s
activities. For most, this is an entirely foreign approach and there are teething problems, Of
course, some are more natural born leaders than others and this now shines through, Progress
has been made and group morale has taken a tumn for the better. However, there is a question
hanging in the air. Is valuable time being wasted on endless discussions about where to go
and which route to take or should a leader be elected and accepted for once and for all? No
shortage of topics for a lively debate later on. Fast forward to the pub,  One of the group 15
mistaken for a well known Irish football manager. Ireland have just drawn with Cameroon
and shown great spirit in the process. Football language 1s definitely in fashion and flows



freely. It's open scason for discussion on personality types, leadership styles, the cult of the
individual versus the importance of group spirit/cohesion.  Against the backdrop of the
World Cup, this debate gets a well deserved and well timed hearing.

MNow one [inal chillenge to group harmony. Just one more hurdle to be surmounted. It's rush
hour 1n Glasgow and with only half an hour to get to the ferry port, tensions could be running
high. How can the world back home survive without these very important people for one
extra day?  It's not looking good. A wrong turn at a critical moment and the not so happy
group are heading north east towards Edinburgh in the totally wrong direction. A humbling
process indeed! Where are those navigation skills now? Why don’t compasses work in cars?
The ferry has departed. There is definitely potential for an explosive reaction. But no
screams, no blame, no recriminations. Just a silent and common understanding that all have
contributed to this mess. And the nageing question...would the ferry have been missed if one
in the group had assumed leadership and forced a rapid decision instcad of waiting for
consensus to emerge’

Out of adversity on a mountain top has come heightened awareness. This group are now
more than the sum of their individual parts. Or are they? The mighty have been humbled.
Have they travelled a long way or what?
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Reflections on the Commeraghs

Sara Spencer

Move over Monument Valley. The Commeraghs are coming of age. Waterford has the
potential to become the next climbing Mecca for the very good and the very experienced.

There are some solid reasons for the development of the area as the latest climbing hot spot,
Firstly, the area is literally a hot spot. Often referred to as the sunny southeast, Waterford
enjoys a milder, warmer climate than most of Ireland. Secondly, there are five quality crags
within an hours walk from the road in the Coumshingaun area, not to mention Ardmore and
the Galtees, A good week of prolific climbing here will not bore even the most avarice Rock
Jock’s appetite. Thirdly for the pioneering, the adventurous, the fame seekers or the nsane
there are buckets of unclimbed routes. On top of that, the area has a natural beauty all its
own. Nun attacks protrude into the skyline. Steep gullies fall away to black ‘boettomless’
lakes, which roll into green pastoral land and give way ultimately to the sea.

The crags have well defined obvious lines, with many ¢limbs completed only once before or
not at all. Grades generally start at severe, the conglomerate rock providing consistent holds
and excellent traction. Peter Britton has done much to develop the area; cleaning routes,
opening new ones and introducing new climbers such as ourselves to the climbing delights.
Together with Jack Bergin, Peter is creating a guidebook. Peter warns ‘The rock 1s geod, but
holds can come away so it is best to spread your weight and not rely on any one point.’
‘Large friends and hexes are needed to protect the open cracks” he advises.

The Coumshingaun amphitheatre sports a cave for bivvying, one of the longest climbs in
Ireland, and a pool for summer swimming. But be warned at 40 metres deep, 1t is always
heart stoppingly cold. The climb is rarely in condition and is only for the very experienced
and competent climbers.

The IMC, being the adventurous lot we are, checked out the area. We stayed in Rathgormack,
a small udy village nestled at the foot of the Comeraghs. It appears a prosperous agricultural
arca that has retained old-world warmth. The local pub has a welcoming atmosphere an
excellent pint of Guinness and a roaring fire, carefully nurtured by the proprictor. For twelve
euros a night, the newly built hostel provides bunk accommodation, all the hot water a mucky
mountaincer can ask for, pood cooking facihities, a ¢climbing wall and an indoor soccer come
basketball court.

On Saturday morning we packed our gear and headed for Crotty’s Rock. An hour walk 1n,
punctuated by an intersection with a watchful bull, rewarded us with a number of suitable
climbs. Frank Power teamed up with John Spencer and made their way up Pilfered Penguin,
a tricky VS prepared by Peter Britton and put up by Sile Daly. Peter led Blue Vista a 35metre
Severe, seconded by Penny Bartlett. The Galway contingent Danny Buckton and Elaine
Mullen tackled another VS. Myself, Barbara Conway and Raphaelle Moore warmed up on a
few short Vdiffs with the safety of a top rope.

As the day wore on, our eyes turned to John who wrestled with Pilfered Penguin. The cold
rock made the route awkward and a balancy mid section put John to task. From the comfort
of a grassy slope we shouted great words of advice, “Get your feet higher”, and “There is a
lovely hand hold five feet above your head”. Aided, I am sure by our wisdom, John made 1t.
[t is inspiring to see people push themselves and overcome.



If vou are looking for new places to chimb this Summer and the wallet will not stretch 1o
Europe every weekend then Walerford 1s a good option and after all what are the chances of
finding a prece of rock that has never been touched in Chamomnix. 1 have only one word of
advise when it comes 1o chimbing in Waterford: Go.

Fact file:

Hostel Contact: Barbara Green ph: 051 646349
Climbing Contact: Peter Britton: pbrittoni@lgesb.ic
Map: ofs discovery series No. 75

Drive time from Dublin: approximately 3 hours




OFF THE WALL

Gerry Moss
[ burn my candle at both ends,
It shall not last the night,
But AR my foes and Oh! my friends,
It gives a lovely light. Anon,

Love Birds. Climbing at Glendaloch shortly after returning from Sardinia, [ witnessed a rare
sight. While belayed at the top of Scimitar [ watched a pair of peregrine falcons circling lazily
overhead. Suddenly, they flew towards each other, locked talons and began to freefall,
tumbling over and over as they plummeted towards the boulder field with increasing speed.
Just when it seemed they must be dashed to death on the rocks they released their grip and
soared out over the river, then climbed skyward to begin the ritual all over again.

Early Birds. Tus maith leath na hoibre; Codladh go moch, agus eirigh [ dtrath; Those who
see the dawn catch the herring; The early bird catches the worm, etc., etc. There's many a
seanfhochal and proverb in our folklore extolling the virtues of an early start to the day.
Which is hardly surprising, given the national fondness for the late night followed by the little
bit of a lie-on. There may even be some truth in the assertion that, for most of us, the term
'dawn chorus' conjures up memones of "The Fields of Athenry', or 'The Wild Rover', being
bawled out by a group of tipsy revellers homeward bound in the small hours of the morning.
It 15 hardly surprising, given the frenetic pace of our lifestyle, that many of our old customs
and traditions have fallen by the wayside. But there are some things worth hanging onto, just
as it is worth remembering that the wisdom contained in many of our proverbs is as apt today
as ever 1l was,

Penny Dinners. Sixty years ago the nuns in Harold's Cross ran a soup kitchen where those
who had fallen on hard times could get a hot meal for the princely sum of onc penny. This
establishment was known to one and all as 'The Penny Dinners’. We had our own version of
this in Clare on the Easter meet, when Penny fed the hungry hordes (well, a score or more) at
a cost of one Euro per head. Not only that, but she entertained them afterwards with an
amusing slide show of her trip to Kilimanjero, The meet was well supported, but those who
travelled down on the Thursday night were the lucky ones - Good Friday was a lovely day
but things started to go downhill on Saturday afternoon and the rest of the weekend was very
wet, This weather pattern was widespread, with similar condittons reported from places as far
apart as Donegal and North Wales. Lily and I spent the week prior to Easter hillwalking,
island-hopping and crag-spotting in West Cork, in fine weather, until nud-day on Saturday,
when the rain caught up with us on Valentia Island.

Birdbrain. With typical perversity the weather improved as soon as the bank-hohday was
over: Sile and I had a good day's climbing at Glendaloch on the Wednesday., When we
gathered in Church Inn on the Thursday the talk focused on the up-coming weekend. Donegal
looked to be the best option so a visit to Lough Belshade in the Blue Stacks was mooted. Ten
of us travelled north, basing ourselves at An Oige's Ball Hill hostel. You could say that the
Belshade and Ailladie crags are at opposite ends of the climbing spectrum. The Clare crag,
one of the most popular in the country, can be reached within minutes from the carpark and,
with the routes packed so close together, there is often a sociable atmosphere at the base of
the crag at weekends. You will rarely have to share Lough Belshade with other climbers,
probably because it takes the best part of two hours to reach the base of the crag, and most of
that time is spent slogging uphill over soft ground. But when you come around the bend in the
stream and see the crag, with the huge sweep of the main face poised above the head of the




lough, yvou know 1t's been worth every step of the way, Three of the best mult-pitch HVS
routes in the country are located on the main face, all of them on perfect granite. Between us
we ticked them all off, with Classical Revival having four ascents. It was a day of contrasts,
warm and sunny in the heather at the base of the crag, but up on the face it was a case of ‘a
bitter biack wind blows from rhe left hand' and the seconds shivered.

We spent the Sunday climbing at Eelish Valley, under blue skies. This area, featured in the
new Donegal guidebook, 15 well worth a visit as it contains several crags, with a wide variety
of routes and grades, in a marvellous, sccluded mountain setting. Throughout the day we
could see large skeins of geese {lving overhead, in perfect formation, heading for their nesting
grounds 1n Greenland. These birds travel huge distances northwards n order 1o escape the
warmth of our Irish summers. Someone should have a quiet word with them.

Whirlvbird. Paul rang me the day afler we amved back from Donegal, with an offer to go
climbing on the Wednesday. We opted for Lugalla - an excellent choice; there was a hght
breeze and not a midge in sight. We skipped across the rocks at the mouth of the lake and
headed up for the crag, with the bone-dry, bronzed stumps of the dead bracken crunching like
pehbles beneath our boots. Things were looking good. We started with Left Side Climb
Direct, a fine corner crack that goes at 5b. The strong will layback, the cute use bridging, the
cunning use both, I was puffing a bit when I reached the belay, but nothing more than usual. |
belaved to the holly tree, settled myself comfortably, took in the slack, and called on Paul to
climh. He had only started when the world {ell in; the tight squeezing sensation in the chest,
the numbness down the left arm, the lightness in the head - there was no mistaking the
symptoms. [ continued to take in with my good arm as Paul, unaware of the situation, climbed
smoothly up to Join me. A trained ambulance man, he summed up the situation and took over
guietly and efficiently - and all on his day off, too. Talk about a busman's holiday.

At the hospital, I was given a sterm waming about the evils of tobacco, alcohol, obesity and
lack of exercise, Right, Now that [ know, it's easy to see where [ went wrong.

The weather seems to have gone pear-shaped about the same time as 1 did, with rain every
other day, and several meets washed out. But now, when I see the curtains of rain drifiing
across the face of the Sugarloal , 1it's not wet rock that's my main concern, but the task of
getting the washing in off the clothes line pronto. Thus far, I have resisted all attempts to
introduce me 10 the finer points of using a steam iron or programming the washing machine,
but the pressure is mounting. Ah, well, sure it's all part of the rich tapestry of life.

May Days. The poor weather scotched the planned May Bank Holiday meet to Donegal, but
ten members travelled up to the Bearnagh Slabs in the Mournes on the Saturday for a good
day's climbing. Peter and Rob went on from there to Malin Beg but frequent showers curtaile
their cragging, Terry was the sole MCI member to participate in the BMC international meet
al Plas Y Brenin, In a week packed with climbing, the highlight was his first E4 lead. and this
on his first outing on slate. The persistentrain has meant that many of the mountain crags are
out of condition and climbers have been forced to rely more and more on the Quarry, which 1s
wetter now than 1t was last February,

Dog's Life. The June Bank Holiday Meet to Fair Head was transferred to Connemara, based
at the Dog's Bay campsite near Roundstone. Eight members took part and all eight climbed
Carrot Ridge on the Saturday, in showery conditions. The styles ranged [rom the neatly
efficient to the near-epic, with the tardy ones having to cope with darkness and half-a-million
midges on the descent route. Some climbing was done on Errisbeg on the Sunday, before the
weather put a damper on things.






