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IMC Newsletter - Autumn 2001

-

The vear so far is proving 1o be a testing one for the Club. Larly on we had Foot & Mouth, aboui
which the less said the beuer, In Spring we cancelled the Introduction 10 Rockclimbing, so no
new blood in the ranks. Summer in the Alps was a poorish season, or so 1t seems. and now, as
we move into Autumn, i1s all wpped off nicely with a struggle 1w put the Autumn/Winter
programme together - including the (annual) problem of hinding a venue. As if climbing wasn't
a big enough risk to your health! Ah well, look on the bright side...another Newsletter 1o be
savourcd and enmjoved as the rain hops off vour tent or your windscreen or vour kitchen
window, .. any excuse really to avoid the hardships of the hills. No wonder so many are turning

1o canoeing!

Sa, what's in store?

AGM, Subscriptions and all that: Yes, as the days get shorter you know it's time to dig in {or

the annual sub and, no doubt, plan how vou're going to make a greater effort this year to do
something worthwhile for ¢limbing and the club.

Off the Wall: What can one sav? No issue of the Newsletter would be complete without the
frunts of Gerrv's cold eve cast across club happenings. But who's he poking fun at this time?

John Morrison recalls how it had to be done in the 1950's long before goretex, fleece and
freeze dried everything. Put us all to shame 1t would.

"Pauline Delahunty" gives us a rather more realistic impression of alpine rockelimbing than
many of us would publicly admit. Good on ye, girl. We'd send you a membership form if we
knew your real name.

"Chamonix 2001" proves that the carly bird doesn't always get the worm. But the elling is
entertaining and instruchive,

Intreduction to Rockclimbing the collected wisdom of the sub-committee on this important
topic 15 published. It 15 envisaged that the policy of the Club will be finahised at the AGM. A
livelv debate 15 promused.

And then there are miscellaneous other space fillers including such incidentals as the Meets
List!! Yes, maybe when the everything gets too much for us, we'll take to the hills again.

The Hut
Members should be aware of the trojan work being done by Ernie and a small select band of
merry helpers to get the Hut back into shape. Pay the Hut a visit some time soon.

The Library

Barry Browne 15 the Librarian and he 1s only too anxious to fulfil your needs (well, as fur as
mountameering iterature 1s concerned). If there 15 a particular book, video, map or guidebook
you believe the Club should acquire, just call Barry. And of course, donations to the library are
always welcome. The absence of a permanent home for the Club sadly means that the resource
of the library 1s not readilv available to all.



IMPORTANT NOTICE

SUBSCRIPTIONS 2001 / 2002

Following review of the Club finances for the coming year the annual subscriptions are
now as follows:

Joint: £50.00 (last vear £55.00) 65 euros from 1* Jan '02
Single: £32.00 (last vear £30.00) 40 euros from l"’:' Jan '02
Hardship/Student: £28.00 (last year £22.50) 35 euros from 1% Jan '02

Note: Joint membership is being reduced. It is likely that there will be a motion to the
AGM seeking ratification of these rates. In the meantime the new rates are pavable now.

Subscription_includes public liability insurance through M.C.1. Membership and is valid
from 1% QOctober each year (or from the date of joining) until September 30" the following
vear. Accordingly subscriptions are now due and should be sent to

Sé (O'Hanlon, Hon Treasurer, 61 Hillcrest Park, Dublin 11, Ph 01-8379524

NOTICE OF AGM

Under the constitution of the Club the AGM must be held in October or November each year.
This year the AGM will be held on 22™ November 2001 at the Church Inn — or whatever other
venue 15 notified to members beforehand. Notice of motions to be considered by the AGM must
be recerved by the Club Secretary at least 14 days in advance of the meeting. Any two members
of the Club may put forward a motion for consideration.

Likely Agenda

|, Minutes of last year's AGM. (Published in Winter 2000 Newsletter, copies will also be

available from Secretary at AGM)

Secrctary’s Report.

Treasurer's Report.

Meet Secretary’s Report.

Librarian’s Report.

Fublicity Officer’s Report.

Hut Warden’s Report.

Fresident’s Valedictory Address.

. Chairperson’s Report.

10, Motions,

1. Election of President.

|2, Election of Council of Management. Chairperson, Secretary, Treasurer, Meet Secretary,
Librarian, Publicity Officer, Hut Warden, Hut Warden and Ordinary Members,

I3. Election of Aunditors.

14. Election of Archivist.

e el

Gear Sale
Note: The AGM will be preceded by a gear sale at 8.00pm. Bring along that used rope or the
much fallen-on sling, the leather strap crampons or the Alpenstock. . whatever.



Introduction to Rockclimbing

The draft plan outlined below was prepared by Gerry Moss and discussed and amended at the
Beginners Course Sub-commuttee meeting on 21 June 2001,

The Cluh:

Will run an Introductory/Beginner's Course cach vear, during the months of April & May,
Will compile a hst of routes at Dalkey (and Glendalough, 1f appropriate) suitable for
beginners, and the Course will be confined to these routes.

Will, to ensure the safety of beginners, accept as leaders only Club members who have
obtained a recogmised quahification for rock climbing (t.e. RCL3 single pitch for Dalkey,
RCL4 multipitch for Glendalough, or their equivalent).

Will encourage and assist members to reach the required standard by organising BOS
approved training courses und may provide some financial assistance 1o those obtaining a
recognised gqualification,

Will investigate the availability of training grants {rom the MCL

Will keep a register of members holding the required gualification and publish the names of
members who guahify in the Club Newsletter.

Will limat the number of beginners a leader may be in charge of during the course 1o two,
Will limit the number of beginners on anv course to comply wiath the ratio of 2:1. beginners
to leaders and. in any event, set an overall limit of thirty.

Will supply beginners and leaders with identity badges or with a log book. (10 be decided)
Will, each vear, through 11s Committee, select a Club member to act as Course Organiser.
Will, each vear, appoint a training officer who will be a full time member of the Comnuttee,

Training Officer:

Will ensure that training courses, on all aspects of chimbing/mountaineering, are run as
required.

Will keep an up-to-date register of members holding elimbing and/or mountaineering
gualifications.

Will liase with the MCT in relation to grants.

Will present an Annual Report at the Club's AGM.

The Course:

Will be confined to persons of 18 vears of age and over.

Will have. as 1ts main purpose, the recruitment of new, active members and this will be
emphasised on the Application Form and during enrolment,

Will commence with an indoor lecture/slide show, at which the participants (hereinafter
relerred (o as beginnerst will be given an outline of the Club's activities and philosophy (this
15 who we are, this is what we do).

Will continue with 4 mght-time sessions in Dalkey Quarry, one session at the wall and will
conclude with twa day sessions at Dalkey or Glendalough as appropriate,

Will include instruction on how to fit on a harness; how to tie on to the rope: how o belay a
Jeader using a belay device and how to abseil.

The Organiser:

Will be qualihied as outlined above (RCL3 single pitch for Dalkey, RCL4 multipitch for
(ilendalough).

Will be responsible for ensuring that leaders and beginners comply with the Rules/Guide
Lines as laad down by the Club and may appoint an assistant(s)to help him/her with
administrative duties,

Will be provided with a list of eligible leaders from the Club in advance of the course.



o  Will be authorised to remove any beginners or leaders from the course, if he/she [eels they
have acted inappropriately.

o  Will compile a list of beginners' names and keep a record of who attends which sessions,
what routes they climb, which leader they climb with and any comments on their ability.

o Will, where feasible, pair off beginners according to their ability.

»  Will check, where feasible, that leaders are using adequate belavs and belaying-technigques
during the climbing sessions.

»  Will have the authority to cancel/curtail any chimbing session, should he/she decide that
weather conditions are unfavourable.

o Will present a written, detailed report to the Executive Committec at the end of the Course.
This report may then be published or summarised in the newsletter and reviewed at the
following AGM.

o Must ensure that at some point during the four evening sessions in Dalkey, each beginner
peforms an abseil (and that a safety rope 1s provided).

Beginners:

« Must have become paid-up Club members and enrolled for the Course before the first
climbing session begins (no enrolment allowed after the commencement of the course).
Enrolment will include an acknowledgement, in writing, that the beginner has read, and
accepted, the conditions as laid down by the Club for the running of the Course.

» Must complete an application form in advance of the course.

e Must report (o the Organiser at the beginning of each session.

e Musl agree to comply with any instructions issued by the Course Organiser and/or Course
Leaders.

*  Must wear an approved type of harness and helmet and any other equipment specified by the
Club, during the climbing sessions. This equipment 1o be supplied by the beginner or hired
from the Club.

*  Will not at any stage during the climbing sessions lead a climb, regardless of ability,

Lecaders:

Must be full members with current membership.

e Must be qualified as outlined above.

* Must acknowledge, in writing, that they have read, and accepted, the conditions as laid down
by the Club for the running of the Course.

* Musl be aware that they are responsihle for the safety of the beginners in their care and act
accordingly at all times.

* Must regard those in their care as beginners, regardless of what course/s they may have
previously attended.

* Must ensure that cach beginner in their care has a harness and is correctly buckled into it.

* Musl, before he/she commences to climb, ensure that each beginner 15 correctly tied on to
the rope.

*  Must supply rope/s and rock gear as required, and ensure that it is all in good order.

*  Must report to the Organiser at the end of each session, identifying the beginners in his/her
charge, the routes climbed and comment upon their ability as climbers.,

]

Must wear an approved type of harness and helmet and any other equipment specified by the
Club, during the climbing sessions.

Note: The week-end session of the 2002 course will probably be held in Dalkey, as the Club 1
unlikely to have sufficient members qualified to lead multi-pitch routes {i.c. RCL4).



% Off THE WALL

By Gerry Moss
I've por more vears than vou, babe, that's all,
So f've had more chances 1o flv and more places 1o fall,
And I puess I've spent more time with my back to the wall
But then I've gor more years than you, babe, that's all.

Autumn Fires, I'm sure the grunts and gasps could have been heard by walkers traversing the
Spink, away over on the far side of the valley. To the umnitated they may have conveyed the
impression of someone 1n distress, perhaps even in pain, But, to those in the know, they would
have been a sure indication that everything was going according to plan. It was Friday the 317,
the last day of August. Not just the end of August but the end of Summer too and, fittingly, in
that season of mellow fruitfulness, a long cherished ambition was coming to [rution. Bill
Hannon, at the Autumnal age of 72, was leading Quartz Gully at Glendaloch, Two years carlier
he had, perhaps fochshly, publicly announced his intention of celebrating his 70" birthday by
leading this classic roule. I say ‘perhaps foolishly' for such public proncuncements can oflen
create unnecessary pressures, attract unwelcome attention. Friends and acquaintances watched
and waited with interest, Could he't Would he? In the interim, circumstances seemed to conspire
against him. Several [orays were spoiled by the onset of rain. Al other times, when conditions
were good, the humour for climbing was just not there. But those of us who have climbed wath
him an recent years never doubted that he was capable of chmbing 1t, never doubted that, some
day, 1t would be done. For us, 1t was a question of when, not if.

As a chmb to mark a special occasion, Quartz Gully was an excellent choice. It has history,
having been put up by Frank Winder way back in 1930, the first real rock route on Twin
Buttress. It has gquahity; an obvious, inescapable hine on sound rock, with a demanding crux in an
exposed sitwaton. Onea recent visit 1o the crag 1 chimbed it again after a gap of a couple of vears
and found 1t as absorbing and fulfilling as ever. A true classic.

Bill has climbed this route before, of course, and this ascent, where he was ably supported by
Liam, was just another milestone 11 a long and active climbing career. For, like Quartz Gully
itself, he's been on the climbing scene for quite some ume. Take a look at the Donegal
gurdebook. As far back as 1960 he was involved in the putting up of new routes at Lough Barra
and Glenveagh and as recently as the mid-nineties he put up routes at Barnbhawn and Glenmalure
in Wicklow. Indeed, the nineties was a good decade for Bill: he was a leading hight on the IMC
trip 1o the Tetons in the States and was one of the key members of the Saga team's expedition to
Greenland. In the same decade he also chimbed in Chamonix, the Bernese Oberland, Arolla and
the Dolomites. In-between tmes, down through the years, he has shared a rope with most of the
active climbers in the club and has climbed on a wide variety of Irish crags. In Britain, he has
chimbed on crags in the Lakes, the Peak District, Cornwall, Snowdoenia and Scotland.

The truth 1s, you see, behind that seli-effacing modesty and diffidence there 15 a toughness and a
resilience that has served him well along the way. He's a bit like one of those characters in the
Duracell ads: he keeps on going when most of the rest have stopped.

And there will be many more milestones, lor this old soldier, far from showing any inclination
to fade away, is still climbing and hillwalking regularly. Obviously, the visits to the UCD
chimbing wall during the Winter have paid off, as he is still capable of leading 1o VS standards.

=1t

All of which makes me wonder, what plans has he up his sleeve for celebrating his 757

Region of heart's desire. Time was. when you spoke of the Alps, most people thought you
were relerring to some class of muesli. Not any more. The Bregagha positively wilted this



Summer as the hordes of Irish descended upon it for the MCI meet and the IMC was well
represented. Peter, Niamh, Dave and Rob were among the carly arrivals, having fled from
dreadful conditions in Courmayeur. Butl they found httle joy in the Bregagha either, as ramn
marred the first week of the meet. This bad weather scemed to be all over the Alps: Zermatt
fared badly too. though not as badly as the Bernese Oberland and Chamonix, by all accounts,
Those who came to the MCI meet later, among them Karl, Declan, Penny, Mary, Fran and Peter,
enjoved much better weather, as the skies cleared and the sun returned.

Incidentally, during an overnight stop in the Bertol Hut, above Arolla, 1 got talking to the well-
known English gumide and guidebook author, Bill O'Connor, about changing condiions 1n the
Alps. He confirmed something I had already suspected: the weather in the Alps during the first
half of July has been consistently bad during the last few years. While 1t would be foolish to
conclude that there s a definite trend here, it is something worth noting.

Zermatt was a popular venue with club members this year, at one stage we had 10 members
staying there. Scotty and Alan were the first to arrive and cleared off straight away to Saas Fee
for a few days, in the hope of getting something done there, while waiting for conditions to
improve at Zermatl. Sile, Moira, Hugh and myself were next to arrive and we were soon
followed by Sean and Kevin. Later sull Noel and Peter arrived for a short stay. We were
confronted by cold, unscasonable weather in the early stages, not the most auspicious start to an
Alpine trip. Things did improve somewhat. but they never really settled down. This led to rather
unusual conditions for mid-summer. Most of the North Faces were in good nick, with a
generous covering of snow, while the rock ridges were decidedly 1ffy, particularly on the higher
summits. During our first week two Japanese climbers based, like ourselves, at the Bahnhof,
made a successful ascent of the Mallerhorn's North Face, but were killed while descending the
Hornli ridge. In Saas Fee, climbers were cruising up the North Face of the Lenspitz, but were
having all kind of prohlems with the ridge connecting that summit to the Nadelhorn, which is
nsually nothing more than a scramble. As 15 often the case in circumstances like this, the first
casualty in our plan ol campaign was the plan itself. Still, we made the most of things and fared
reasonably well, climbing a number of summits. We ranged as far away as Arolla (where we
bumped into Tom and Mandy, just down from the Pigne d'Arolla) and Saas Fee in search of
routes that would go.

[t will be interesting to hear how others, who travelled out later on, fared. I know Des and Helen
were heading for the Vanose in mid-August. while Frank and Geraldine were bound for the
Dolomites. Brian and Martina were contemplating a trip to Corsica as were Fran and Toby. In
Chamonix, Sean Rothery, keeping the flag flving for the golden oldies, climbed Mont Blanc
with Robby Fenlon. Vera, prior to her departure to Brussels, climbed a couple of African peaks,
including Kilimanjaro,

Clare's Dragoons. Back home again, Peter switched the August Bank Holiday week-end mect
Irom Daonegal to the Burren, under the threat of rain and gales. Seven members participated in
an active chimbing meet that enjoyed two dry days out of the three,

Northern Lights. On a -mid-week outing to Glendaloch, Hugh and 1 discussed the chances of
getting dry rock in Donegal {or the following weckend, the last one of August. By Thursday
mght prospects promised fair for the North, so we rounded up six in McDonagh's and headed for
Malinbeg. Seven years had passed since last T climbed there, and now I'm wondering why |
stayed away so long. We had a great day on the Saturday, revisiting all the old favourites: Flying
Enterprise, Fiddler's Green, Captain's Table. La Cois Farraige, Bosun's Ladder etc. etc. All
marvellous climbs, done on a fresh, sunny day. with no tudal problems. Some of us rounded
things off with a swim at Tra Ban to end a perfect day, Sunday was just as good. With a fresh
hreeze ensuring there would be no problems with midges, we headed for the Blue Stacks. Our
target was the Eglish Valley, more specifically a batch of crags recently developed by the



Colmeille Climbers, a Derry-based club. After an entertaining episode of hide-and-po-seck we
all gathered at the erags, situated in o wild and beautiful setting. There are about fifty routes here
<o far, not all documented and room for fifty more. The climbs range from V.Diff., to E3, the
rock 15 sound gramite and protection 1s good. All in all a pood venue and one we will revisit.

I must go down to the sea again... Slena Line have cut back on therr 6.30am sailing's from Dun
Laoghaire. restricting them 1o a few Saturdavs during the High Season. With only a couple of
Saturdays left we deaided o avail ol a dav-trip on Sept.1st. 51x of us, blearv-cyed, gathered at
the terminal at 5.45am. No problems with the rucksacks this tme, fortunately. While Terry and
Dave headed down for the bottom tier of the main cliff, I led the others over the hill towards
Wen Slab and the Dream of White Horses. Just hefore dropping down to the head of the slab we
saw a party of six trooping in, some five minutes ahead of us, Obviously heading for the same
route. Bloody Brits. No homes to go to. Wouldn't you think they'd have something better to be
doing at §.45 in the morning. A pathetic lot.

S50, folled again, we headed back 1o the main cliff, where Terry and Dave were already
engrossed in Gogarth, one of Holvhead's classic El's. For our chosen route we had 1o traverse
below the chiff al sea level, a job made rather problematical by the fact that the tide had only jusi
iurncd. At one stage the surging waves sucked the rag from the back of my harness but, no
matter, if we had wet feet and legs itself, the water was pleasantly warm. We soon dried out as
we lackled Pentathol, a four pitch HVS that winds its way up through some serious territory. A
good day out was the consensus and maybe we will pay a another visit over the October week-
end.

Anyone for Stennis?.. Belore Vera left for Brussels she made me a present of some of her
guidebooks, among them a guide to Pembroke, bought back in 1988, when we were there for the
June Bank Holiday week-end. Looking through it, it was obvious there was lot's yet to be done
and we were still feeling the call of the sea, so four of us embarked on a four day trip in mud-
September. Dave and Terry, this year's hottest combination, took on the role of the A leam,
while Kewvin, still on the come-back trail after his injury in Spring, teamed up with me. We had
four action-packed days. The sea-chiffs of Pembroke 1s an area noted for its reliable weather, and
this time was no exception. Our first day was hot and sunny and, as we traversed the beach on
our way o Mowing Word, we threaded our way past sun-bathers and sand-castle builders. We
chmbed unul dusk, abseiling again and again down the chifs to the water's edge. The beach was
deserted as we returned, the full tide lapping quietly up the empty strand, the first evening star
glimmering in the dusk, the soft. yielding sand slowing us down, chiding us for not lingering in
such an idvllic spot.

We were based i Bosherston, camping at the Vicar's Field, (known to some as the Dodgy
Vicar, but there's nothing dedgy about his missus, T can tell vou, that lady is certainly on the
ball}. We visited a host of crags over the next few day: St Govan's, Stennis Head, Saddle Head,
Crickmail Point and Crystal Slabs. We cven found time to visit Ye Olde Worlde Inn {or
alternoon led, where we chatted up the venerable Mrs. Weston and eved up her vivacious young
acls.

As the week-end went on the winds increased, adding greatly 1o the atmosphere. In particular.
our visit 1o Saddle Head was greatly enhanced by the huge seas breaking over the foot of the
chffs. sending spray halfwayv up the crag, adding considerably to the airy situations. By the time
Sunday came around we were slowing down. It wasn't that we were going off the boil, we were
just running out of stcam. Tired arms and sore fingers and oes were taking there toll. A great
week-end.



FROM "COAST AND MOUNTAIN WALKERS' JOURNAL" FEBRUARY 1998

 THRONE OF THE THUNDER GOD

By John Morrison

(John Morrison was an original member of the {MC and was very active in the early days. His
name is o be found on many first ascents including Central Butiress at Dalkey, Speirbhean and
Garden of Eden at Glendalough and Seventh Heaven on Ben Corr.,

He was a physicist and, like many other early members, had 1o emigrate to find work, first in
Britain and then in Canada. He moved around the world and finally settled permanently in
Australia. He has alwavs been a great traveller and must by this time have circled the globe
several times, He never lost touch and often made short visity 1o Ireland, including one for the
S0th Anniversary Dinner - JL)

It was February 1958, No-one in their senses went 1o Europe in February so 1 had a six-berth
cabin all to myself when I boarded the R M5, "Orsova”, flagship of the Onent Line, in Sydney
bound for Ceylon and points north. For £30 sterling it wasn't bad.

After two weeks or so we arrived at Colombo. Basil Poff, a twenty-year-old "Alpine guide"
from New Zealand met me, having arrived a week earlier by ship (only the rich flew in those
days). We had met up at Mount Cook.

Ceylon (Sn1 Lanka) was fantastic:  the colour, the tropical jungle, the clephants, ctc. We visited
the wsual sights - Kandy, Mount Lavinia, Anuradhapura, then ook the ferry to the Indian
mainland and on (o Madras by train. There Basil picked up some stomach ailment which was o
plague him for months,

A long train journcy to Calcutta followed: the less said about that the better, After a few days in
Calcutta we made a long overnmight train journey to Darjecling in the Himalayan foothills,
arriving finally by the famous zig-zag railway, Next morning we pot a good view of the snow-
covered Himalava, including Kanchenjunga (8,585m). the third highest mountain in the world.
Tust hke Austna, [ thought.

Still going north, we took a bus to Kalimpong, full of Tibetan refugees. Here we obtained a visa
to visit Sikkim, for one day only, with dire warnings against going anywhere near the Chinese
border. A jeep ride the next day through beautiful country took us to Gangtok, capital of
Sikkim.

A day or two later, shouldering our rucksacks, we got a lift up to a 4,000m ridge, Phalut, south
of Kanchenjnunga, for some trekking at last (or so we thought). The ridge just happened to be
the Nepal border. We looked at each other - "We might as well give it a po" said Basil. We
went down westwards into Nepal., Our guide was a Bartholomew's map of the Indian sub-
continent, scale 1 in 4 million. About the only place marked on it ncarby was Dhankuta, so we
headed v that direction. We walked down farming valleys and along rivers, living off whatever
we could buy from the locals; eggs one day, bananas or raw sugar the next. We had only Indian
money, but it didn't seem to matter.

It took us sixteen days to find Dhankuta, We were ravenous, There was a good market and he
had a memorable stew that might back at our tent just outside the village. Next day we got a lift
back to the Indian border on a British Army truck, as they recruited Gurkhas locally.



At Patna on the main Indiun trunk line we met Rod Stephenson, an English ex-Gurkha officer
who now lived in Melbourne. We decided o all go up to Kathmandu, travelling on the back of
a lorry, A memorable journey.

Kathmandu did not excite me; tourism and trekking hardly existed then, just five vears after the
first ascent of Everest. After a day or two we returned to India. There we parted, Rod for points
east and Basil and T for Delhi.

From Delhi we wanted to head for the Garwhal and (shades of Shipton and Tilman) Nanda
Devi. Unfortunately the Indian Army thought otherwise. It was "Inner Line”, i.¢. Tibet border
country, and access was diftficult for foreigners to obtain. Over tea at the Defence Ministry, a
sencral suggested we go instead to Manali in the Kulu Valley of the northern Punjab, which was
two 1o three days travel by train and bus north of Delhi. We ook his advice. While in Delhi we
met Ron Mowll, another wandering Epglishman whom 1 had met briefly in Canada, and he
joined us. We hired ice-axes there (as far as 1 remember).

The Kulu Vallev turned out to be a beautiful place with many apple orchards. Manali was at
about 2,000m alutude. We checked in at Banon's delightful guesthouse, US54 a day with all
meals if we slept outside 1 margquees, That suited us fine. Here we met another Englishman,
Robert Pettigrew of Nottingham, on his way back to England from Malaysia where he had been
an Ouiward Bound instructor. (He later became president of the Alpine Club.) He was awaiting
his friend Mike Thompson, an army officer, to arrive from Malaysia on a month's leave,

"We should have a crack at Indrasan”. Bob suggested. It was thought to be the highest peak
around at rather over 6,200m and still unclimbed. It was still only March, however, with tar too
much snow higher up, so we had plenty of time, apar possibly from Mike Thompson. We took
off for four days to chimb an obscure 4,500m peak above a pass called the Hamta La. Then Mike
arrived, which made us five.

We thought we should first visit Lahul. the region to the north. We headed over the Rohtang La,
a 4.000m or so pass. It was still covered in snow and we were glad 1o get down the far side to
the Chandra valley. In contrast to Kuolu, however, 1t turned out to be barren and sull almost
deserted atl this time of year. I was, however, lined with the most magnificent 5-6,U00m peaks,
all still snow-bound,

The next day or two brought us to the little village of Kyelang where we got rooms for the night
with the local school-teacher, about the only person speaking English. He said that we could go
no further without a pernit and that local police would stop us at therr check-point. We would
have (o return.

Coming back over the Rohtang we had another snowstorm, but 1in a way we were glad to be
back 10 the green lushness of the Kulu valley., We had covered about 160 kms in six days.

Mike Thompson had only about three weeks' leave left so we decided now 1o start off 1o
Indrasan, even though 1t was only April,

We bought as much food as we might need, making a otal of just over 100 kgs or enough for
five men for about twenty davs and a five-gallon jerrycan full of kerosene for our Primus stove.
Through John Banon (the guesthouse owner) we hired seven local porters for three days and 3
rupees i day to carry our gear up to a cave “base camp” at just under 4,000m. Bevond that was
snow.  We could not aftord o outfit the porters for snow, so we would have 1o carry for
ourselves from there on.



We reached the cave after two days and paid off the porters. The next day we started ferrying
up the loads to a further camp in the middle of the glacier, using willow sticks to mark our route
between crevasses.

This took two days, That night a snowstorm came up and lasted thirty-six hours. By that ime
the tent Basil and T were in (held up only by an ice-axe and a camera tripod) had collapsed and
was covered in snow. (It was actually warmer that way.) [ shall never forget the roar of the
wind - gusts coming up the glacier like an express train and shaking our tents as if to destroy us:
not to mention the periodic rock and snow avalanches down the huge cliffs on enher side of the
mile-wide glacier.

Was [ scared? Tooright I was, It was a sobering introduction to Himalayan mountaineering.
After we had dug ourselves out, another two days or so brought us to a 5,400m pass. Here, for
the first time, we got a look at the summit of Indrasan, rnnged by some of the most fantastic
mountain scenery, including one magnificent peak we identified as Ali Ratna Tibba, about twice
the size of, and 2.000m higher than, the Swiss Matterhorn.

It was out "moment of truth”. The route to the summit was complex and heavily crevassed and
al least another three days’ march, we reckoned. We had no crampons. We camped just over
the pass.

The next day Mike Thompson had to go back as his leave was almost up and Basil, who was
almost chromically 1ll, went with lam for safety. The remaining three of us, Bob, Ron and I,
stayed in camp that day. Ron's face was a mess from sunburn and I had almost lost my voice,
probably due to the cold air. We had plenty of food, but our Primus stove refused 1o work at
this altitude, try as we might, so we could not melt snow for cooking,

Another snowstorm started during the night. In the morning we decided to pack up and beat a
retreat,  Indrasan would have to wait for another year; we were playing outside our league.
Leaving the food dump behind us, we picked out way back up the pass and started to descend
the far side.

The mountain, however, was not yet finished with us.  As we started to go down we set off a
huge wind-slab avalanche which almost took us with it. Shaken as we were. Bob decided we
could wat another day for the snow to settle. We returned to our campsite. That afiernoon the
weather cleared and the night was still. The next day at 4.50 am. I remember the sun's rays first
hit our tent and - bingo! - | knew we had a fine morning. With no stove, we just had a drink of
rum and lemon juice, packed up and started off again.

This time the snow-slope held and we were down. It was a breeze. We took all day to go down
the valley, plagued by afternoon thunderstorms, and reached the cave by dark. We were out of
the snow at last. We lit a lire and even had some wild rhubarb o0 eat. The next day we were
back in Manali - I just about hobbled in. Mike had gone but Basil was still there. We were

incredibly tired.  In twenty-two days on the mountain we had enjoyed only two days without
storms.

After a few days’ blissful rest | said farewell and set off for railhead. Afghanistan and the Middle
East. | believe Bob and Basil went back to salvage some of our gear and food, but wild horses
would not get me back.

Indrasan, Throne of the Thunder God, Indra, was climbed eventually in 1962 hy Japanese,

Our three weeks on the mountain, food, porters, the lot, had cost us about £12 each. We failed,
but it was money well spent.



The MCI Meet in Bregalia :

The camp site 1n Vicosoprana 1s billed by the Swiss Tourist Board as a quiet, scenic place, 1deal
for family sojourns in the cool mountain air.... This year's meet, while not being exactly raucous
every night, did shake things up a bit, leaving the more restrained Europeans wondering how the
usually precise Swiss got it so wrong,

An impressive array of late night challenges took place; such as the "walk holding a coin
between vour buttocks and drop it into a small cup’, the 'pick up a coin off the ground with your
teeth with only one hand and one {oot touching the ground’ and the classic 'how close can vou
come to alcohol polsoning without having your stomach pumped'. An act of immense bravery
and testosterone was performed by one participant who calmly consumed a cricket and a slug
much to the disgust and delight of spectators, Even more amusing was the posse of head torch
wearing huntsmen who beat the grasses in search of the sacrificial bugs. |1 also wilnessed a
siriptease which was surpnsingly good despite the awful vocal accompaniment. Unfortunately
for the talented stripper it ended in a painful looking wedgey - some aundiences are just so hard
o please,

Fireworks. being legal to the sensible Swiss and a great novelty 1o us Irish, were a featurc of
most mghts m varying degrees.  Budding pyrotechnics had to compete with a backdrop of
lightning and thunder and they also had (o overcome the immutable rain. Taking these factors in
to account, there were some pretty good displays and perhaps the late night noise helped clean
any potential avalanches off the slopes for carly morning climbers.

Waler was a major issue at this year's meet particularly in the first week., It bucketed
mmeessantly, 1T it wasn't raining 1t wus precipitating in some other way and on some days it
rained so hard you gol wet twice; once as the rain fell down and for the second time as it
bounced off the ground. Not great climbing conditions but the crickets thrived proving there's a
silver lining in every thunder storm you just have to be the right species to benefit.

The inordinate amounts of H2O resulted in many climbers retreating from routes. Nonetheless it
did little to dampen the spirits of the attending mountaineers. Many classic routes were
completed and the extra down time in the camp site was busily filled with cooking, drinking,
cating, drinking, gear checking, drinking and of course the great sport of talking-about-climbing
and did I mention drinking?

On the climbing front, recognition must go to Nigel Callendar for completing the first traverse
of the glacial pond at the bottom of the camp site, an interesting and varied ¢limb, now graded
Severe. As the route is no higher than four meters, protection is not necessary, although falling
guarantees the unfortunate climber a plunge in a freezing pond and possibly a cheer from Lhe
local on-lookers.

As with all good climbing experiences there were a few hairy moments. I myself dangled o {ull
leg 1n the mouth of a crevasse, had a close shave with a falling ice axe and was forced to drap
my cacks along with my harness 1o pee on a minuscule ledge with gliders swooping about
overhead (talk about exposure). One team had an unplanned bivouac due to bad visibility on the
Bellavista Terraces on route to Piz Bernina. Despite what must have been a very long, very cold
nmight the group arose the following morning, shook themselves off and with better weather
conditions continued on, completing the 4,000+ meter peak. Other than that, a few ankles were
sprained in minor incidents but thankfully no participant received a genuine Darwin award.



Good reports were received of the alpine and rock clhimbing courses. Perhaps T will go on one
next year, it would be useful to know some proper crevasse rescue should the rest of my body
follow that leg. Until then T just stick to the ultimate adrenaline sport of discussing great
climbing and maybe even some buttock tidd]y-winks.

A big huge thanks must eo to the organisers Robbic Fenlon and all at the MCI office for the
behind the scenes work that goes into the event. Personally, I completed some great mountains,
backed off some great mountains and mel some nspiring people. T thoroughly enjoyed the
beauty of the area, the vaned routes 1t offered and 1in no small way, the camp site craic,

The North Ridge of the Piz Bernina, 4,049m
{minus the rain!)
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An ascent of the North East Ridge of the Spazzacaldeira

A personal account from Pauline Delahunty,

I rarely think about what I say. In fact balf the tume [ bypass my brain completely. My mouth
takes off on its own, spewing verbal vomil over everyone, leaving me 1o deal with the fallout,
Mostly, that fallout consists of broised egos, some shocked moral standards or a dented
reputation, and more often than not, these injuries belong to me. I've learned 10 live with the
flaw and sometimes even laugh at the scenarios 1t creates. This was not one of those more
humorous times. On this occasion my mouth got me into trouble. Big trouble. Trouble of the
life threatening kind.

Sitting around a camp site in the Swiss Alps with {ifty other Irish climbers 1s an exciting place to
be. Routes are planned, equipment checked, adjusted, repaired and rechecked. Rucksacks are
packed and repacked, cach item ruthlessly judged for 1s weight verses necessity. Weather,
snow and even avalanche conditions are discussed in earnest. Health 1ssues are of the utmost
importance as people become very aware that their body 1s a their most vital piece of gear. Most
notably, are the compelling stories of death-defying feats and epics of high altitude adventure
which are recounted and exchanged.

It's a wonderful feeling to be part of the MCI meet. However, being relatively new at the
mountaineering lark and being acutely aware of my own mortality, I tend not to stick my neck
out. I have a secret desire to live for ever and so far so good. Then my big mouth decides to stir
things up. In the midst of the bustle and chat I heard a confident earnest voice say 'I'd like to do
the Fiamma' I nearly laughed when I realised the statement came from me.

The Fiamima 1s a skinny flake of rock that sticks straight up out of a 2,500metre mountain called
Spazzacaldeira, There is just enough room on the summit for one person to straddle the rock and
il that's not heart stopping enough the top 18 an independent boulder which sits on the flake and
has been known to wobble.

A reply came 1n the form of a Northern Ireland accent "Aye. I'd like to do the North East Ridee
of that. Lets do it tomorrow so.” The accent belonged to one Coryn Armstrong who had
previously informed me that he leads E1, ergo way out of my league. "Greal" says I, not being
able to admut that when I said Td really like to do the Flamma' what I meant was "I'd-really-like-
to-do-the-Flamma-if-I-was-a-competent-climber-with-a-fit-and-co-ordinated- body-and-a-spare-
life-in-my-back-pocket” 1 didn't mean that I'd actually consider doing the climb, much less the
North Ridge and forget about liking it.

Caught in the headhghts of my own ego, I could not back out now. Coryn very matter of factly
continued "so I guess we'll leave around 10.30 in the morning. You will of course need your
climbing shoes, harness, some extenders, I'1] bring the lead climbing gear and I have an 8.5mm
half rope. That's a bit thin but it's light which is obviously an advantage. It won't take a hard
fall of course, but its strong enough to take a slide, so it will be fine.”

"Great” | croaked feeling a little bit nauseous (rying to digest the bit about the rope not being
strong enough to take a fall.

We started the climb the following morning at 12 noon a little later than planned. At the base of
the first pitch we changed from our runners into our rock shoes. As we sorted out the rope we
discussed the climbing route, well Coryn discussed the climbing route, I nodded a lot. "How do
you feel about alpine-style climbing on the casier gradients?” asked Coryn.



"Great” 1 replied. Why was [ saying 'Great’ when | meant 'No Fucking Way'? Still preoccupied
with figuring out a way of getting out of this without losing face, I started the scramble. It was a
crussy slope and not very steep, I knew T could handle it. T was cool. The gradient became a
little bit steeper and the knot in my stomach tightened. Coryn was way ahead and out of sight. 1
shouted at him that it might be an idea to stick in an oul’ piece of protection (like belore we
plummeted 10 our deaths some 800 meters below). 1 tried to sound casual but I'm not sure
Coryn bought 1t

The real climbing started shortly after that, Coryn shot off clipping in to fixed bolts as we
ascended. Following behind, 1 unclipped the gear, getting a frequent bout of disco leg. Elvis
would have been proud. My mother would have killed me (had | not been making such a good
job of that myself).

‘Don't look down', 1 thought. 1rigidly adhered to this rule all day, knowing that the moves are
easy enough, it's exposure and the views that are the thrill for most climbers on this route. 1f 1
didn't look down, | reckoned 1 had a serious advantage over those other climbers, so 1 stuck to
this policy.,

We climbed on, stopping occasionally on wider ledges for a chal. Coryn, despite his young age,
had an jmpressive and prolific climbing career. As a result, he has more than a few high altitude
adventure ncar-miss adventure storics. My favourite was of his Iriend Eddie who didn't have a
bog about the wonderful world of mountaineering (I identified). Eddic forgot his water hottle
on one of his first Alpine endeavours. Not a bright move, Eddie and his buddies were ¢lhimbing
the 'Barres des Eerins' a 4.000+meter peak of considerable adversity. The final three hours of
the route are a rocky ndge with sheer drops on cither side. Given the height and the difficulty of
the climb, most people understandably travel hght. Eddie however, on reaching the sumnmt, and
amidst some slagging from his mates over his water-bottle error, reached into his back pack and
casually extracted a stove and pots and began 10 melt snow. Class,

I was surprised at how quickly we ascended. The summit was rapdly getting closer and it
looked like we would fimish the route in fine ume. As this glimmer of hope was emerging,
disaster struck. T was happilv(?) climbing a chimney of rock. There were two huge grooves
running almost parallel, so with one hand and one foot in each I was shimmying up feeling
about as secure as | could at 1,500 metres. The cracks began gradually began to diverge. [ stuck
with them hoping they would reunite but they didn't. It got to a point where | was spread
cagled, hugging the now very wide central column, koala fashion,

"Eh Coryn,” I tried to sound normal with one cheek pressed firmly against the rock face and my
heart about 10 leap out of my chest "I'm about 10 make a dodgy move. You got the rope secure
up there?" 1 received a completely incoherent reply from an out of sight Coryn. He was (oo far
away for mc 1o hear him. 1 thought T would repeat my warning seen as how my life depended
on it "Okay, I'm going to move now”™ [ shouted not moving an as much as an eyelash but
beginning to shide down all the same. 1 got another muffled response. 1 wondered how much
slack there was on the rope before it would tighten and hold. then T wondered 1f it would hold. 1
decided not to leave gravity win without a fight so I dubiously removed a shaking right hand
and slowly transferred it into the left crack., Fecling around for a good hold 1 was rewarded with
a4 generous place o wedge four ingers, a gift {rom god. 1 then found 1 was able (o pull my right
oot over and get two feet in the left hand groove. Hey presto, | was safe (well T wasn't falling at
any ratcy. It wasn't untl afterwards, in the sanctuary of the local pub that Coryn told me he was
actually shouting "Don't fall for a minute, you're not on belay”. Great,



We hit the base of the final and most difficult pitch, up to this point it the climbing had been
arade 4, this was now a grade 5. The weather looked like it was closing in. T prayed it would
rain but didn't. Instead dark clouds hovered ominously, the odd measure of thunder rumbled
around inside them, but no rain.
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The Fiamma, Spazzacaldeira, Bregaglia

Coryn led, I watched him from the base of the climb. Towards the top he began to feel around
looking for a hand hold. 1 could tell from the way he rejected and then reconsidered the holds
that there was nothing ideal at that point it was a question of palming the rock and pushing up
with vour feet. It took him just ten minutes to get to up. He didn't spend long on the summit,
the odd low roll of thunder warned us not to delay.

Now it was my turn. My stomach was 1o knots. My breath was shaking. T can do this', |
thought trying to convince myself. Coryn coached me up describing the route as 1 ascended. 1



did okay until I received the instruction, "At this point there really isn't anything to hold on o
and there's not much for vour feet either. You just have to smear across and up to your left for a
bit". The word 'smear’ is enough 1o put fear in o the heart of any woman. At 2,500 meters
smearing’ just doesn't sound like a very good idea. 1 looked at the smooth rock and
contemplated the move I looked down at Coryn "It's okay” he assured me, "I have you™, "Yeah,
[ thought, on an &.5mm half rope”. 1 went {or i1, completed the move and found myself in an
equally difficult dilemma.

"This is the final difficull move” he said. "That's what he said about the last one' | thought. "You
reach up and around with your right hand and palm the rock on your left and stand up on the
ledge on vour right.” "Ledge on my right” I thought, "what ledge on my right” and then I saw
that he meant the quarter inch sloping blip in the rock face. It was a ‘ledge’ in about the same
way a unicyele is a mode of transport but I could see the summit and the thought of straddling it
and feeling secure was the incentive I needed. | made the move. 1 sat at the wop, Irying (o
believe I was actually there, 1 raised both fists in the air and took a deep breath. For the first
time that day I dared look down. On one side 1 could sce our camp site way way below, on the
other side a massive dam and gorgeous big mountuns all around. The view was stunmng {rom
my vantage point - on 1op.
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Rochefort Ridge - Frank Power



OUTDOOR MEETS
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(F&M permitting)
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Hot Rock
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Scamus Crowley
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scrowley@lecsh.ie



INDOOR MEETS

SEPT 2001 TO FEB 2002

Venue: Church House Inn, Church St, Dub 7. Slideshows commmence 9pm.
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Mixumeatherum

Zermatt 2001
Huascaran 1990
When Dreams Become

Nightmares

Y osemile

MC1 Meet Bregagha, 2000

The Fyrenees

First Aad?
Do I need 17
Where Can 1 get it?

Ski Mountaineering in the
19607

Ecuador
AGM (9.00pm) and
Gear Sale (8.00pm)
Scotland

The John Muir Trail,
Cahiforma, 2001
(guest lecture)

Rockclimbing in France

Social

Everyone - Bring a few
shides.

Kevin Byrne / Sean Barrell

Diarmud Delaney

Paul Keogh / Rosemary
Commons

Declan Cunningham
Peter O Neill & others

Liam Convery

Noel Masterson

Herbert Herzman

All Members

Conor Burns

Peter Gargan (who was
accompanied by Paddy
O'Brien, Maurice O'Hara
and Marcus Geoghegan on
this challenging trek).

Seamus Crowley






