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Eileen Murphy makes Canoe History

In the summer of 2005 Eileen Murphy marked a phenomenal
achievement by becoming the first Irish female to paddle the 1600 kilometers around
the Island of Ireland.

The whole trip took 53 days, of which 9 days were not suitable for paddling as the
wind was above force 6. The number of days actually paddling was 44 days.

One of the big problems faced was getting enough calories into the body but
incredible hospitality along the way, which included huge slap up meals and
accommodation meant that the hardship factor was never a big issue.

Eileen finished in very good physical nick - no boils, scabs or scurvy.
Not even a blister on the aul hands.

On behalf of the IMC | would like to offer Eileen our congratulation on a phenomenal
achievement one that marks her place in Irish canoe history.

Grania Willis makes Mountaineering History

Another person who marked their place in Irish history only this time in
mountaineering was Grania Willis who followed up her achievement last year on Cho
Oya (8,201) by becoming the first Irish woman to climb Everest by the North Ridge
route. She was climbing with Russell Brice’s commercial expedition.

On behalf of the IMC | would like to offer Grania our congratulation on a phenomenal
achievement one that marks her place in Irish mountaineering history.



Notice Of AGM

Members of the club are hereby notified that the 2005 Annual General Meeting
of the club will take place in the Teachers Club, Parnell Square on Thursday
24th November, 2005 at 8.30pm (following the annual “bring and buy” gear sale
at 7.30).

Proposed Agenda

1. Minutes of last year’s meeting (Published in Winter 2004).

2. President’'s Address.

3.  Election of President.

4. Election of council of management Chairperson, Secretary, Treasurer, Meet

Secretary, Librarian, Publicity Officer, Hut Warden, Training & Development
Officer and ordinary members.

5.  Election of Auditors

6. Election of Archivist

7. Chairperson’s Report

8. Treasurers Report.

9. Meet Secretary’s Report.

10. Librarian’s Report.

11. Publicity Officer’s Report.

12. Hut Warden Report.

13. Training & Development Officers Report.

14. Motions — subject to receipt of any.

Under the constitution of the Club any two members may submit a motion for
consideration at the AGM. Such motions must be notified to the Secretary (Declan
Craig) not less than 14 days prior to the AGM. Only full members of the club are
entitled to vote at the AGM. All members are welcome to attend.

Annual Gear Sale
The now annual and very popular ‘ bring and buy sale will take place at 7.30pm on
the night of the AGM in the Teacher’s Club.

Annual Subscriptions-2005 ARE NOW DUE

Annual subscriptions for the Club year 2005/6 are due from 18t October.
The current subscription rates (which include MCI fees-see below) are:

Couple €70
Single €45
Student / Unwaged €40

Remember that the subscriptions should be paid immediately as MCI membership
and insurance cover ceases on 31st October. Therefore, although under current
membership rules your IMC membership is valid until end March 2005, you will not
be covered for MCI Third party insurance. You will not receive Mountain Log beyond
October.



MCI Fees:
For the coming year rates per person are:

MCI membership €11.50
Mountain Log 3.50
Insurance 11.00
Total: €26.00

Where an IMC member is also an individual MCI member all the above is
payable.

Where an IMC member is also a paid up member of an MCI - affiliated club other
than the Ramblers or the Wayfarers(who have their own insurance schemes) no
fees are payable to MCI.

If the IMC member is a paid-up member of the Ramblers or Wayfarers then the
insurance fee only is payable to MCI.

Paying Your Membership Subs:

a) Renewing members

The best arrangement is to pay directly into the IMC Bank account either by giro or by
standing order. Give details to your bank as follows:

Yourself: Identify yourself and the reason for payment: ie Joe Bloggs-membersub. You
will have to give details of the account you want to make the payment from, the
branch etc.

IMC Account:

The Irish Mountaineering Club No 1 Account No. 16305626

Bank of Ireland, College Green, Dublin 2.

Branch No.: 900017

Alternatively you may send a cheque made out to “The Irish Mountaineering Club” for
the appropriate amount and noting separately your name /full contact details (espe-
cially if there have been recent changes) to:

The Honorary Treasurer
Irish Mountaineering Club
51 Athlumny Village
Navan
Co. Meath.

Note: If you are a member of and affiliated MCI club you may be entitled to a refund
for overpayment as you may already have paid MCI fees for insurance and Mountain
Log. If you are claiming a reduced rate give the reason (student or the name of the
other MCI affiliated club etc). You will be refunded when the MCI confirms the details.

b) New Members:

Application for membership should be made by post. Complete the application form
from the IMC website (http://poneill.ucd.ie/imc). Send with the appropriate fee (as
above) to the Honorary Treasurer (above).



Barres Noire Couloir — Barres des Ecrins North Face

“Bonjour! Trois trente”. A perky French voice piped up through my half sleep. |
clumsily opened my dry eyes and reached for my water bottle in the dark of the
Ecrins Hut high above the Ecrins Glacier. Ronan, my climbing partner lying beside
me showed no sign of movement. Asleep, no doubt the lucky beggar. | had a restless
night, finding the room stuffy and hot.

As the hut came to life with half dressed, half conscious climbers we made our way
downstairs and collected our simple breakfast of hot chocolate and stale bread. We
ate and drank as the climbers around us, the majority of whom were there to be
guided up the normal route of the Barres des Ecrins, were now rushing around the
hut looking for gloves, axes, lip balm, everything essential for all the possibilities the
day may bring. The guides stood in readiness to bring clients up for the umpteenth
time. Before long we were outside the hut dressed and packed and making our way
down to the glacier to begin our walk up to the base of our route. It is a popular hut
so we found ourselves among a crowd moving up the glacier, each wanting to be the
first to set eyes on their route of choice.

Our Route



The approach took about an hour up the dry glacier and we didn’t bother roping up as
the crevasses were plain to see even in the half light of the pre dawn. We were going
for the Baire Noir Couloir, 1000 feet of ice that looked steeper than the guide book
described. The conditions were perfect for ice climbing though. There had been a cold
clear night, the couloir is north facing and is out of the sun for the whole day until you
reach the top. Objective dangers are practically non-existent as the couloir is 20m
wide at its most narrow and the rock bands either side are quite stable so any rock
fall would pass safely to either side of the climb, a safe route. However it was to be
our first Alpine climb of the trip and we had not acclimatised so we were concerned,
that as it would bring us to 3800m, were we fit enough? Would altitude be a problem?
Let’s find out!

The route began by climbing through a serrac barrier that was not too time
consuming, a bit to the left, a bit to the right, a little overhang and a couple of steps
brought me to the ice-face proper. Ronan soon followed me and climbing through he
collected the ice screws and climbed 50m up before setting up his first belay which
consisted of one ice screw and both picks of his axes buried into the ice. We had two
good express ice screws and 2 half descent ordinary ice screws ranging in length.
The difference between them becomes apparent the very first time you try to place
them. The express go into the ice like a hot knife into butter, bliss. The ordinary
screw goes in like a rusty chain around a jammed cog, blast! When trying to do this
with one hand the express is the tool of choice. So we resorted to using the express
to drill pilot holes for the ordinary screws, one every 12m and then used the express
for the belays. We had a system working before long.

As we climbed higher and higher we saw droves of peak baggers pass up the glacier
and weave their way up the normal route. They were just dots on the glacier. Groups
of them paused now and then to mark our progress up the couloir. | found myself
eyeing them curiously as | belayed, wondering if | knew anyone down there. Our two
friends Frank and Michael, amongst them, were to tell us later how small we looked
on the ice and how they could hear us talking to each other even though they were
over a kilometre away.

The climbing was superb. The higher we climbed the greater the exposure and each
axe placement sank in to give a clunk of satisfaction. Clunk clunk, step step, clunk
clunk, step step, clip into the axe and drill a pilot hole with the express then pull it out
and replace it with an ordinary screw, clip that and away again. So the climbing
continued for several hours. We climbed and passed each other out, each trying to
maximise our pitch lengths to shorten the time of the route and maximise our leading.
Knowing it would be hot and the snow unstable on the normal route descent.



Half Way up the Barres Noire Couloir

All was calm and the rhythm of the climbing almost hypnotic until to our shock a giant
serac 500m to our right broke free from a hanging glacier and tumbled deafeningly
down across our approach path. | gulped in disbelief, glancing to Ronan who like me
reflected how we had stood there hours before eying the coulior to pick the best line
through the seracs. Our tracks had been buried in tons of ice and snow!

The climbing pace increased after that, a little spooked you might say!
Let's get the Feck out of here, what else will go?

We climbed higher and found the ice in the upper section of lesser quality.

There was a lot of air trapped in it and the solid placements of the lower section were
now replaced with dinner plating ice. Two, three or four attempts were to be made
before the ice would take the axe, sending debris showering down on the belayer.

| found myself hacking the ice at one stage trying to secure a placement to be
sobered up by Ronan’s plea of “Stop!” as he was being blasted below. The angle
steepened and when placing the screws the ice sent cracks out in each direction.
“This isn’t nice” | thought, a little alarmed. Every so often when placing an axe a long
loud crack would be heard stretching across the couloir, quite unnerving. As though
the section | was climbing would peel off with me on it like a huge sheet of wallpaper
and send me tumbling backward through the air. “Wait a minute, wait a minute, calm
down” You are just spooked by the serac fall. The sounds | was hearing were just
normal movement in the ice and so | calmed down and settled back into the climb.



The routine continued - 50m pitches until finally the top was reached. | followed
Ronan up onto the platto above the coiloir and we relaxed on the sun baked rocks
and ate what little we had the stomach for and quenched our thirst with ice cold water.
The climb was over and all that remained was a traverse across the mountain moving
together, to join the normal route and to make our way down the glacier and back to
the camp site in the valley. We met Frank and Michael as we descended and shared
tales of the day. We made plans for the coming days which would entail a drive to
Chamonix and a route on Mont Blanc du Tacul. But that’s a different story...

“_;,h"

Avalanche Debris covering the approach track in the background




In the Stars by Mystic Belle

Aries (mar 21-apr 19)

You've got a judicious eye as to the people in your life and where they can do the
most good. Now, while you clearly know how to maximize all their skills, make sure
they see it that way before you do any maneuvering, okay?

Taurus (apr 20-may 20)

Sometimes your more flaky friends — though you love them — just frustrate the heck
out of you. Not to worry — they’ll be uncharacteristically reliable and filled with tons of
follow-through. What gives? Who cares! Enjoy it.

Gemini (may 21-june 21)

Where does your coworker get off, ordering you around like that? Before you flip your
lid, make sure you think your argument through. Remove your ego from the situation
and see what you'd say in that scenario.

Cancer (june 22-july 22)

Usually you and your conscience are pretty well acquainted, but there might be
something deeply buried in your psyche that you’ve been trying to work around for a
little too long. Drag it out into the light, and you'll feel so much better.

Leo (jul 23-aug 22)

Keep your head steady, because some of your recently conceived plans may need

a little adjusting to hit the target. Don’t panic — not only is it unnecessary, but it could
just make things far worse than they actually are.

Virgo (aug 23-sep 22)

Tread a well-known path when it comes to career concerns, especially if you've been
contemplating trying anything experimental — the stars signal that something
ventured might be nothing gained right now. Stick to your to-do list instead.

Libra (sep 23-oct 23)

An uncharacteristic need for privacy and a search for inner peace color your day.
While not normally a recluse, you may feel the need to make yourself scarce and
find some answers for those big questions dogging your heels.

Scorpio (oct 24-nov 21)

Ambitious moves and shifts at your workplace help you rev up your earning power,
especially when you make sure that the powers that be get a gander at what all your
hard work has achieved. Pat yourself on the back!

Sagittarius (nov 22-dec 21)

Shrug off outmoded ways of expression that simply don’t suit you anymore. You're
constantly evolving and growing, and certain styles that once worked for you might
be in need of an overhaul — and soon.



Capricorn (dec 22-jan 19)

A crisis may pop up, and people realize that you're the only one who can handle it.
It's no less than you expected, being the ultra-capable and competent sign that you
are. Accept the accolades afterwards gracefully

Aquarius (jan 20-feb 18)

Working together with a certain colleague seems like a recipe for disaster, but if you
restrict yourself to tackling the task at hand, you might just get more done than you'd
originally hoped for. Keep that nose to the grindstone.

Pisces (feb 19-mar 20)
A dramatic change is in order at your workplace. This could mean more money, more

responsibility, a bigger office — or all three. It might mean something as drastic as a
change of locale. Whatever it is, you're up for it.

WORD SEARCH: Exploring the environment

See if you can find words in the list. They are hidden in the grid.

T M D O G H P F U W Energy
E N E R G Y L U C ¢ Forest
Habitat
F V S W K B A E R V
Recycle
O ¢C E A N R S L E J
Fuelcell
R J R S (@) | T C U P Plastic
E W T T F D I E S T Desert
S Y R E C Y C L E s Reuse
T R G L A S S L P D Hybrid
Paper
B P A P E R R I G A
Glass
R E H A B I T A T E
Ocean




“A Place Apart”.

You may travel far, far, from your own native home,
Far away o’er the mountains, far away o’er the foam
But of all the fine places that I've ever seen,

Sure there’s none can compare with the cliffs of Dooneen.

Here’s an interesting statistic for you: there are more sheep than people on this
green isle of ours. Not everyone is aware of that (and considering the price of
woollen sweaters in our shops, you could be forgiven for thinking wool was a
scarce commodity in these parts). | should, however, warn you that this statistic
is not universally accepted. Apart from the usual argument of there being lies,
damned lies, etc., there are those who firmly believe that it is, in certain lighting
conditions, almost impossible to distinguish between the two species involved.
Indeed, so strongly do these doubters make their case, that for years | was
reluctant to wear my bainin sweater when setting out for a day in the hills,
fearful that some near-sighted sheep-farmer might mistake my shambling gait for
the early stages of foot and mouth and attempt to have me put down. But then |
remembered that | was a climber: one of that band of bold, adventurous,
free-spirited weekend warriors, and there’s just no way any of us could ever be
taken for a sheep. Is there now?

All of this as a preamble to the news that we’ve been developing some new crags on
Sheep’s Head in West Cork. Just like the afore-mentioned statistic, the Sheep’s
Head peninsula is not too widely known in these quarters. It deserves better, having
much to offer the climber, walker and cyclist. The Sheep’s Head Way provides some
fine stretches of hill and coastal walking, with marvellous views of Dunmanus Bay
and Mizen Head on one side, and Bantry Bay and the Beara Peninsula on the other.
The roads, being too narrow to allow the passage of tour buses, are quiet, little
trafficked, and a joy to cycle. As to the climbing, the rock is clean and sound, the
gear good, and the situations inspiring. There are still many possible lines awaiting a
first ascent so, if at some stage you tire of following someone else’s chalkmarks,
grow weary of playing the numbers game, feel like breaking away from the herd and
making your own personal contribution to the Irish climbing scene, why not pay a
visit. And before some woolly-minded pundit starts bleating about it being a long way
from there to here let me get my retaliation in first by quoting one of the Club’s more
illustrious presidents: Baaaa, Humbug! Look on the distance from Dublin as a bonus
- travel broadens the mind.

Having checked out the area some time ago, | returned in June, with Liam and
Herbert, for some very enjoyable climbing.

Accommodation. There is a campsite 4 k S of Durrus on the road to Schull
(Dunbeacon Campsite, ph. 027 61246). There is a small hostel (capacity of nine) in
Kilcrohane, but it's limited capacity makes booking before hand essential if you want
to be sure of a bed (ph. 027 67035). It does allow camping on the front lawn,
however, (when you turn in the front gate, the hostel is not the imposing manor in
front of you, it's the little white, shed-like structure on the right) There are also
hostels in Bantry, Schull and Ballydehob.



The 12 Arch Hostel in Ballydehob is clean, comfortable, modestly priced and, being
only a short distance from Durrus, can be strongly recommended (ph.028 37232). For
details of other self-catering and B&Bs, see_www.thesheepshead.com, or drop in to
the café cum information centre at “the turning table” near the tip of the Head, where
the road ends, (run by a local woman, it serves tea and home-made pastries).
Naturally, every village has at least one pub, and pub-grub is available in Kilcrohane
and Durrus. For some really excellent local produce try ‘Good things to Eat’ just
outside Durrus, on the road to Kilcrohane.

Sheep’s Head 0O.S. Sheet 88 Discovery Series.

Area 1. Carrignacappul Grid. Ref. V 798 356

Approach. Follow the road through Durrus, Ahakista and the village of Kilcrohane.
About 2k beyond Kilcrohane take a turn on the L signposted Dooneen Pier (okay,
so it's a long, long way from Clare to here, but the same sentiments apply).

At the bottom of the hill, just after passing a large bungalow on the R, where the road
swings sharp L at a junction, there is limited parking on the R. Follow the track
through a gate (close it after you) and strike off R parallel to the wall, heading for

the highest point on the headland, which is just above a blowhole with some old
fence posts around it. The central inlet is on the seaward side of the blowhole.

Less than 5 minutes walk from the carpark. In general, the W side of each of the
inlets is the more attractive as this is the side that receives the full force of the sea.
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E. Inlet.

Long Slab. The most easterly (L. looking out to sea) of the 3 inlets is bounded on the
W (R, looking out to sea) by a long slab. A vertical fault-line divides the slab into two
sections. The inner section is provided with plentiful holds; the outer section is smooth
with some thin cracks and offers delightful, delicate slab climbing. The climbs are
described from L to R when facing the rock.

1. Be Not Afraid. VS4c

Start: abseil down the fault-line and move L down a ramp to a good ledge on the
high-water mark. Belay below the thin, L-hand crack slanting up L. Climb the crack.
Small wires and friends useful.

G.M. L.C. H.H. 6/6/05

2. Pegasus. HS 4a

Start: As for B.N.A., below the thin R-hand crack.
Climb the crack. Small wires and friends useful.
G.M. L.C. H.H. 6/6/05

3. Trup, Trup, Trup. Diff.

Start: At the foot of the shallow corner formed by the vertical fault-line.
Climb the corner, moving a little L. near the top.

L.C. H.H. G.M. 6/6/05

4. Samuelito. V.Diff.

Start: scramble down the gully at the head of the inlet and belay halfway along the
inner section of the slab, below two diverging cracks. Pull up onto the slab and foot
traverse L along a ledge system to where it ends. Climb straight up from here.

H.H. GM. L.C. 6/6/05

5. Apprentice. Diff.

Start: as for Apprentice, below the L-hand of two cracks.

Make a steep move up onto the slab and follow the crack to the top.
H.H. GM. L.C. 6/6/05

6. Sweet Marie. Diff.
Start: as for above.

Climb the R-hand crack.

L.C. H.H. 6/6/05

Central Inlet. This inlet, like the w. inlet, culminates in a large cave.

Central Slab. The outer section of the spur dividing the central and western inlets
narrows to a sharp arete as it points out to sea. The first two climbs are reached by
back-climbing a two-metre step (this section can be protected by placing a large sling
over a flake) and scrambling out along the arete to where an abseil anchor can be
arranged. Abseil down the back of the slab to a ledge system and scramble around

L to reach a narrow ledge on the high water mark (it is possible to abseil down the
front of the slab, but the ledge is narrow and care will be needed to keep the rope
from getting wet).



7. Mutton Dressed As Lamb. VS 4c

Start: On the narrow ledge, just L of a shallow corner and below two small overhangs.
Climb the crack to the first overhang, followed by the short corner, finishing up the
thin crack above the second overhang.

G.M,, L.C. 26/6/05

8. Capall Mara. VS4c.

Start; just R. of M.D.A.L.

This climb takes the crack just R. of the square-cut overhang and corner of the
previous climb.

G.M,, L.C. 26/6/05

9. Capall Luascain. VS4b.

Start: abseil down to a ledge on the high water mark, at the foot of a R facing corner
at the R-hand end of the slab and just L of a small, narrow subsidiary inlet.

Climb the crack in the corner, difficulties ease after the horizontal ledge.

G.M. H.H. 8/8/05

10. Point to Point. Severe

Start: abseil down to a ledge on the high-water mark, at the foot of the long
corner-crack just L. (W) of the cave mouth and R of the subsidiary inlet mentioned
above.

Climb diagonally L. to reach the arete at the edge of the inlet. Move up the arete to a
large ledge and traverse L. above the inlet. Step down L. across a gap to gain the
slanting crack on the face of the slab. Follow this L-ward to the top.

G.M. L.C. 26/6/05

11. Calum’s Corner. V. Diff.

The imposing-looking corner just L. of the cave gives as good a V. Diff as you will find
anywhere.

Start: as for Point to Point. Climb the corner, move out L. at the overhang and finish
up the chimney.

L.C. GM. 26/6/06

W Inlet.
The W side of this inlet is composed of a series of corners. The next climb takes a
slab at the back of the deepest recess.

12. Recessed Slab. Diff.
Start: on some large blocks at the foot of the slab.
Climb the slab.

L.C. GM. 26/6/06



13. Blocky Rocky. Diff.

There are three corners immediately L. of the cave mouth. This climb takes the
L-hand one, which is the widest of the three, and ends up over some stacked blocks.
H.H., GM. 8/8/05

14. Old Grey Mare. Severe
Climb the central corner, the crux is at half-height.
G.M., H.H. 8/8/05

Area 2. Dooneen Wall. (A place to sing about: crack climbing on clean, steep,
sound rock).

This wall, and some slabs to the L of it, can be seen to the NW from Carrignacappul.
Approach. From the parking place mentioned above for Carrignacappul, walk back
up the road to the stile on the L. for the Sheep’s Head Way. Follow the Way to where
it starts to head inland, away from the coast (there is a warning sign at this point). The
wall is a few meters beyond the sign. About five minutes from the car. The climbs all
start from the same point — the R-hand end of the footledge (The Sheepwalk) that
runs all the way across the wall, just above the high water mark.

1. The Golden Fleece. VS. 4c

Start: Just R of the crooked crack, at the R-hand end of the footledge.

A bouldering start leads to better holds and the short finishing crack directly above.
G.M. L.C. 27/6/06

2. Crooked Crack. Severe.

Start: at the foot of the obvious crooked crack slanting up L.
Follow the crack up, across, and up again.

L.C. G.M. 27/6/06

3. Saltire. VS 4b.

Start as for above. Traverse out along the footledge (The Sheepwalk) to the foot of
the first crack after Crooked Crack. Climb this to the horizontal section of Crooked
Crack, foot traverse back R along this and climb the thin crack above its R-hand end.
G.M., H.H., 10/8/05.

4. Twenty Years. HS 4a

Start as for above. Traverse along The Sheepwalk passing Saltire, to where two
parallel cracks slope up L. Climb the R-hand one which continues all the way to
the top.

H.H., GM. 10/8/05



5. Bo Peep. VS 4c.

Start as for above. Traverse out along The Sheepwalk until below the final crack in
the wall, which is about 2m R of where the footledge ends. Climb the crack which
is fingery to start and finish.

G.M., H.H. 10/8/05.

6. The Sheepwalk. MS.

Start as for above. Traverse the footledge to where it ends. Climb the corner, move up
onto the arete, make a step across and climb the headwall via the short crack.

G.M., H.H. 10/8/05

Area 3. Tr? Ruiam.

Approach. About 4k SW of Kilcrohane there is a road junction at a derelict house
(The Black Gate). Just beyond this junction there is a road on the L, marked by a
Sheep’s Head Way signpost. Drive down this narrow lane until it ends at Tr? Ruiam
pier. Cross the stream, go through the gate and strike up along the inside of the
fence on the R., following it to where it ends, at a large boulder. Five minutes, at
most, from the pier. Scramble down towards the sea and contour around to the E
on ledges just above the high water mark to the foot of the Grey Wall.

Grey Wall.
The first climb tackles the L- facing corner that starts halfway up the grey slab and

just L of the overhang. The climb culminates in an open-book corner with a good
crack
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1. Ursula’s Bisket. MS.

Start below the L-facing corner and just L of the overhang. Climb the groove and the
open-book corner above.

H.H. GM. L.C. 8/6/05

2. Sheep may safely graze. HVS 5a

Start about 3m R of U.B. and just R. of the overhang, directly beneath a thin crack
running up the lower two-thirds of the grey face.

Climb to a small ledge and make fingery moves up the crack to better holds. Step R.
and finish direct. Low in the grade, small wires useful.

G.M. H.H. L.C. 8/6/05

3. The Obvious Flake. Severe

Start from a ledge at the bottom of a L-facing corner 2m to the R. of S.M.S.G. There is
a prominent L-facing flake at the top of the corner.

Climb the corner to the flake, up over this and continue more easily to the top.

L.C. H.H. GM. 7/6/05

Black Wall.

4. The Black Cleft. MS.

Start just R of T.O.F.

Move across R. into the cleft and climb it direct.
G.M. H.H. L.C. 7/6/05

5. The Black Sheep. VS 4c

Start from the wide platform to the R. of T.B.C., below an undercut, fist-wide crack.
Climb the crack to a sloping ledge. Climb the thin crack sloping up R. and step
around R. to finish.

G.M. H.H. L.C. 8/6/05

6. The Black Arete. VD.

Start from the wide platform, several m. R. of TBS, at the foot of the arete sloping up
L. Climb the arete.

L.C. H.H. G.M. 8/6/05

Morning Wall.
7. Walkover. Diff.

Start around the corner from T.B.A. 4m L. of the square cut chimney, at the foot of a
R-facing corner.

Climb the corner.

H.H. G.M. 8/6/05.



Area 4. Tooreen Outcrops.
An outcrop near the SW point of the Head, situated roughly halfway between some
old stone-walled enclosures along the top of the sea-cliffs and the Sheep’s Head Way.

Approach. Park at the ‘Turning Table’ Café, where the road ends. Follow the
Sheep’s Head Way south for about two hundred meters and then drop down L,
heading roughly SW, aiming for the southern end of some old fields down below.
The crags are about 50 meters above the fields, and the first one is above the
remains of a stone wall that runs up from the southern end of the last field.

The crag, which is split in two, stacked one behind the other, is distinguished by
the numerous white quartzite streaks.

A. Quartz Crag

1. Mizzen View. HVS 5a

Start: from a boulder below the narrow, tapering L face of the lower crag. Awkward
holds lead to the overhang, step L and back R and move up to belay on the arete.
Gm. H.H. 9/8/05

2. Anniversary. HS 4b

Start: a little R of 1, at the L-hand end of a quartzy crack slanting up R. across the
face. Climb the crack and, when it fades, finish up steeply to gain the arete. Move R,
step across and climb the R-hand edge of the back wall.

H.H. G.M. 9/8/05

3. Thin Crack. VS4C

Start: below the thin vertical crack near the R-hand end of the face. Climb the crack
over two overhanging sections and continue steeply to the arete. Move a little L., step
across and climb the back wall.

G.M. H.H. 9/8/05

Gear Sale

Craghoppers snowstorm overtrousers. Black .
Large size (32-3 inch leg). Waterproof , windproof,
Breathable. Fulll zip, both legs. Never used.

Price €60. If interested contact Paul Donnelly
at pauledonnelly@hotmail.com to arrange viewing.




Petzl Tibloc Ultralight

Petzl Tibloc Ultra
light Ascender is
a small rope
clamp for emer-
gencies. The
Tibloc will stand-
in for many rope
clamps/grabs as
well as self-
jamming knots. It
can be used to
set up a pulley
system, climb a
rope,

or haul a second. For use with locking carabiners having a round or oval cross
section of 10 to 12 mm

Description

O] Chrome-plated steel cam (39 grams) has inclined teeth and self-cleaning
slots to provide grip on wet, icy or muddy ropes

Attachment hole for keeper cord.

For use on single rope, 8 to 11 mm

UIAA & CE certified

000

Reviews (Backcountry.com)

These things make rescue situations run much smoother. Way faster and easier to
use than a prussic, plus it's automatically self-minding in crevasse rescue situations.
If you're travelling as a team of two, replace your prussics with these and
single-person crevasse rescue will go from nearly impossible to pretty simple.

Also very useful for light hauling on a long trad route or light aid lines.

Used the Tibloc last month on a couple of tough lips and to rebelay doing some
muli-drop wetsuit caves in Alabama. Rated a 4, a little awkward puting it on the rope
while hanging in a waterfall. But other than that it worked great!



MOUNTAIN MEMORIES lll; CHANG TANG 1994
Paddy O’Leary

They come for me, in classic surprise-arrest fashion, shortly after dawn. Although
they’re casually dressed in warm outdoor gear, the two young men who step silently
through the gate of the little mud-walled compound are instantly recognizable as
policemen. Lacking the Mongoloid features of the region’s Himalayan people, they are
alert and have the assured air of officialdom. Who else but the ITBP, the elite
Indo-Tibetan Border Police?

‘Good morning.” The shorter one says in English. ’Could we see your passport?
What is your business here?’

My patience is drawn taut because of events earlier this morning and the rigours
of the last few days. Normal prudence is stifled.

‘Who are you?’ | ask, trying not to make my irritation too plain. ’Are you police?’
The taller one smartly responds, ‘Give me your passport.’

‘Are you policemen?’

The shorter, darker one answers politely enough.

‘Yes, we are police. Please come to our post. It is only a short distance.’

‘Could | see your identification?’ | hear myself say with some dismay.

I've gone too far. The taller one comes threateningly close and says aggressively.

‘No, give me your passport!’

I’'m being stupid. Everything about them smacks of ITBP and I'm rapidly digging this

hole deeper. | hand my passport and Inner Line permit to the more polite one. The
aggressive one snatches the permit and snaps, ‘This does not permit you to visit this
area . What are you doing here?’
The other says courteously, 'Please come to our post. We will help you with your bags.’
Amused that the ‘Good Cop, Bad Cop’ routine extends even to this remote Ladakhi
outpost | nod in agreement and turn to my gear. | wonder if | should feel fearful but am
merely curious at what lies ahead.

‘Good Cop’ and | walk ahead through Chumar, a dusty, windblown village of squat,
mud houses, their whitewashed walls weather-beaten, grey and peeling. Animal
compounds reek with dung of goats, sheep, the small hill-cattle, yaks and several types
of cross between cattle and yaks. The dark, unwashed, greasy-haired women barely
cede us a glance. | wonder why? Surely | must be the first westerner to be seen in this
prohibited area in over fifty years. Even Indians other than security forces are
prohibited here on the Tibetan border. My escort is a Christian from Bombay and says
| should call him Xavier. We arrive at the post, a small square of squat, mud buildings,
one of which has a radio mast, the lot tucked under a grey, low hill. | am put in a
one-roomed hut. ‘Please wait here. It is best not to go outside because of the
mosquitoes.” Xavier says in a tone which conveys that this is not just an expression of
concern for my welfare. Surprisingly, there are mosquitoes here at a height of over 4000
metres. ‘We are isolated here. | must radio my superior. Would you like some tea?’
Xavier continues in his over-correct English. No one has yet said that | am under arrest.
Within minutes, two traders - my erstwhile friends - arrive and are put in a room on the
opposite side of the compound. | hope they’re not in serious trouble but | can’t help
feeling a slightly malicious glee because of the way they precipitately abandoned me.
Left to myself, | have some time to catch up on diary-keeping, to reflect on our journey
and my reason for being here.



Pare Chu

It was only yesterday morning that | changed my plans. | awoke in my tent in the
deep, uninhabited valley of the Pare Chu ( Chu is the Tibetan for river), to find that our
donkeys had wandered a considerable distance up-valley and had to be herded back
by the two traders. | waited at the tent, looking after the cattle. | wandered about, think-
ing, in the bitter cold of early morning. We had come over the 18,300ft.( 5,578metres)
pass of the Parang La, descended a glacier and slogged down most of the 80-
kilometre length of this barren, magnificent ravine. | could not have done it without the
help of these Ladakhi traders ( whom | later discover to be smugglers ), one of whom,
Tsering Baldan, is a Tibetan refugee. The other is Tsering Dorje. But in a few hours our
paths would diverge as they continued to their home village of Chumar, while | would
have to stick to the route prescribed on my permit, to the great lake of Tso Morari.

However, circumstances had changed and | didn’t like the idea of carrying my gear
alone on the two-day journey, including a major river-crossing, to the nearest hamlet on
the shore of the Tso Morari. It might even take three days and | wasn’t sure my supplies
would last that long. | had shared my kerosene with the traders and my rations were
low because of delays at the outset of the trip. Finally, there was the nagging question
of a hernia-like lump in my groin which | had first noticed while resting on the Parang
La. It would be unwise to carry the kind of heavy loads | had been heaving around for
several months.

Two large ravens, as big as those at the Tower of London, broke into my thoughts
as they flapped heavily down to hop ponderously , imperiously, within a few feet of me.
In their wildness they took no notice of this rare human intruder. As just a few herders
or surreptitious ‘traders’ pass by here during the short summer they cannot have seen
more than about a score of people during an entire year. On the slopes above, large
areas were carpeted with brilliant gentians which shared the sparse grass with the odd
edelweiss and with violet flowers which looked like meadow cranesbill. All round were
large burrows which had increased in number as we progressed down the valley but |
had yet to see the animal responsible. | wished | had time to go high up one of the side-
valleys to see Gya, a peak of 6,900 metres and one of the noted unclaimed prizes of
mountaineering, although rarely seen because of its location astride the Indo-Tibetan
border. (It has since been climbed).

| hugged my contentment at being in this hard, even grim place. My stomach had
shrunk so hunger pangs no longer bothered me; | was as fit as anybody in his late fifties
could be and | was blessed - | could think of no more apt word - to be in this grand,
unspoiled valley.

Before the others returned with the donkeys | had decided to accompany them down
the Pare Chu, which flows very close to their village before making a loop through Tibet
and back into India. Tsering Baldan had assured me that he would replace the kerosene
at the village and that rations and pack animals were also available. The ambiguity of
the wording on my permit would, | reasoned, enable me to talk my way past the ITBP
post at Chumar. | could then continue my journey to Tso Morari by an alternative route,
losing only one day in the process.

The two Tserings skipped breakfast because of the delay and we hurried past the
small grazing ground of Norbu Sumdo. Shortly before the many interlacing streams of
the Pare Chu coalesced into one turbulent and perilous river we crossed to the far bank
to avail of better grazing and easier paths. Twice the lead cow made mistakes



crossing; the first time being forced back in a fast flow and then leading the others into
deep, rushing water where the smaller animals had to swim and where we almost lost
some calves and foals. The loads were soaked. We ourselves chose a better place and
waded thigh-deep with water boiling up to our hips.

Towards mid-afternoon the hills dropped away and we emerged onto a roughly
circular alluvial plain. We were now in Ladakh, having crossed the poorly-mapped
boundary from Himachal Pradesh. Baldan’s son and his bandit-like group of outlandish,
motley horsemen passed us here in a shower of sun-sparkled spray thrown up by many
hooves. They had herded their string of valuable, smuggled, Spitian horses across the
Parang La in less than half the time it had taken us to walk. They re-crossed the river
which had again spread into a number of shallow channels, and their cheerful yells and
jingle of harness bells echoed faintly back to us as they galloped in a wide sweep
beneath distant bluffs.

We reached Chumar in darkness. The animals were put into a walled enclosure
and we entered the home of a stooped crone who turned out to be a sister of Tsering
Dorje. We ate a fistful each of tsampa (ground, roasted barley), and sat in the gloom
till late in the night, while the two Tserings quaffed large quantities of chang, the
ubiquitous home-made Himalayan beer. There was poverty here and no indication of
even a small degree of comfort that would see the occupants through the severity of the
seven-month long winter when temperatures remain at -35 degrees Centigrade for
much of the time. There was no room inside so | dragged my bags into the little
courtyard and got into my sleeping bag.

The next morning (this morning) | was barely awake when Tsering Dorje announced
that he was leaving. He wanted me to pay him for six days, including one where we had
lain about just waiting to start the journey and another when we had travelled for just
one hour! | still needed his companion’s help in replenishing supplies so | curbed my
resentment and settled for a fee for five days. Then they both left, driving the animals
ahead. | was left standing foolishly, thinking that perhaps | misunderstood what was
happening, but they kept moving until they were lost from sight behind houses at the
end of the village. | turned to pack my bags wondering what options were now open to
me. That was when the ITBP men walked through the gate.

Chang Tang

Now, standing in the doorway of my room - or cell?- | see a smiling orderly laden
with plates and food coming across the compound. He hovers while | have lunch, the
first substantial meal | have had in two weeks - it includes even tinned tuna.

During the afternoon | worry. | have developed a somewhat irrational anxiety to get
home once | have seen Tso Morari, that secluded, almost mythical water. | have had
enough of India after almost eighteen months of travel, especially after the hardships
and frustrations of the past few weeks. | fret more about an upset to my flight plans than
| do about the possible serious consequences of my being here, unauthorised, in a
salient of Indian territory almost surrounded by Chinese Tibet . Just before dark Xavier
informs me that his superior is ’in residence’ and unavailable. He will try to contact him
later. Then;

" Please do not go outside in the dark. Our dogs are ferocious.’
Touching.

Quite late, as | am falling asleep and brooding about some means of protest which
will shift distant bureaucracy, Xavier appears and says stiltedly,

‘I have good news. We will leave on horseback at four a.m. in the morning.



I myself will accompany you to Karzok’, (on Tso Morari)."When you have seen the civil
police there | will arrange onward transport to Leh.” The first of many, many, lies.

I mull over the phrase ’'when you have seen the civil police’.
A frisson of anticipation keeps me awake at the thought of riding over terrain unfamiliar
to westerners for a generation or more. For centuries this western end of the great
Chang Tang plateau, the world’s highest and largest, has been one of the most
sensitive border areas on earth. Since the Chinese-Indian war of 1962 it has been
sealed off from outsiders. In the time of the Raj, the British kept a tight rein on the few
travellers they allowed here.

The story of such lonely travellers has fired my imagination. In 1715 Ippolito Desederi
had journeyed up the nearby upper-Indus from Leh on the final stages of his painful
journey to the waning Tibetan kingdom of Guge . Kipling’s fictional spies, whose trail
I have dogged since leaving Shimla, almost certainly passed through Chumar since
they also crossed the Parang La on their way from nearby Hanle. Heinrich Harrer,
struggled up the Tibetan section of the Pare Chu during his epic escape to Lhasa. Sven
Hedin, that arrogant and ultimately tragic mapper of western Tibet, also passed along
the Indus. My lifelong fascination with these truly heroic journeys has resulted in my
being here in some sort of undefined custody. Tomorrow; tomorrow! | shall ride across
terrain on which some of them may have camped.

I’'m awakened in freezing darkness and try to make out what is happening in the
dusty confusion of stamping horses and impatient men as saddles are strapped on and
loads tied. Thoughts of emulating Genghis Khan - in his later years you understand -
galloping across the high Asian plain are dispelled as | climb precariously on to a tall
wooden-framed saddle, legs splayed by voluminous padding which includes my
sleeping bag and foam mattress, and lurch blindly in deep darkness, on a strange,
unseen horse, into one of the most memorable weeks of my life.



PITONS

James and John were climbers,
James and John were fools;
James and John thought pitons
Most degrading tools.

Stance was quite belayless,
Neither gave a hang,
Twenty feet above them
Loomed an overhang.

John assailed it gaily,
Vowing “It will go!”
Suddenly he's heading
For the screes below.

James he braces fiercely,
All to no avail,
And he follows shortly
In the leaders trail.

So use your pitons freely,
Be safe for evermore
From premature arrival
At the other shore.

Paris Panayotou
Journal Vol. 2 No 1 March 1951



Scottish Meet

The Party: Eileen Murphy (meet leader), Moira Creedon (President), Denis Beakey,
Andy Hughes, Liz Williamson, Alastair Gerard and this scribe.

It wasn't a great start with our 8.30 pm flight to Glasgow delayed until after 10 o’clock
but none of the seven of us cared at that stage. Everything would be all right and so it
was. The car hire receptionist, who had to wait for our late flight, got through the
formalities quickly and scarpered for home. A pity she was not in the car park with us
while we tried to figure out how to operate the remote in such a way that it would turn
off the alarm. Intrepid mountaineers - maybe, mechanical geniuses - definitely not.
Mountain Tip 1: never travel with clerks only, always bring somebody practical along.

Eventually we got on the road and with Eileen at the wheel we munched our way
through Alastair’s sweets all the way to Laggan Bridge and our hostel. Hitting the sack
at about 2.30 we were up and eating, bright eyed and bushy tailed, at 8.00. It is said
that some were even earlier.

The plan for day one was to climb in Coire an tSneachda in the Cairngorms. The
forecast was for a good start to the day with full conditions due to arrive later. As we
left the car-park and trudged around to the corrie we soon realised that knee-deep
powder snow was going to make the going hard. Having considered the avalanche
forecast and the fact that the corrie was smothered in snow we decided to divert to
the Fiacaill Ridge which would bring us more safely to Cairn Locahan and still give
us a reasonable mountain day.




The trudge through the snow was wearing and we were only approaching the one
pitch of climbing when we stopped for lunch and to gear up. On the lee side of the
ridge all was sweetness and light but once exposed on the crest we were buffeted by
a strong wind, laden with spindrift. A party was starting the pitch when we arrived and
after standing around for a while in misery five of us decided to detour on easier
ground to the top and let Eileen and Denis uphold the honour of the IMC.

By the time we got to the top the weather was deteriorating and in true IMC style we
formed a long, straggling line as we rounded the lip of the corrie. It was only a short
time later when a 70 m.p.h. wind was added to the soft snow and this was
compounded by whiteout conditions. Soon The President and | were alone in the
storm, Alastair, Liz and Andy were somewhere behind and Eileen and Denis even
further back. We stumbled on, being blown hither and thither until at last | lost the
President even though we were only about 10m apart.

After a short time spent casting about looking for her | followed my usual policy
(trust your companion’s skill and ability to mind themself) and headed for low ground
as quickly as possible. Straight down into Coire a tSneachda was the best option
and soon | found peace there and the joy of wallowing through deep, trackless
powder. The journey back to the car-park seemed endless and was not made any
easier by the slagging | expected from the rest of the party who would surely be
there long before me.

Imagine my joy when | arrived back at the almost-empty carpark to find that only the
President was there, having been waiting half an hour, and that the other five were
somewhere in the stormy twilight. My joy was unconfined. Admittedly, after about 30
mins. we felt slight tinges of anxiety but such was our trust in our five companions
that we had not become really worried before they came into sight an hour and a
half after our illustrious President (who might have earned the title of King of the
Birds on account of following two Brits bumbling through the murk and abandoning
them to their fate when she got her bearings again).

For our second day the party split with Denis and Andy going back to Coire an
tSneachda to climb Red Gully and Goat’s Gully in fine style. The rest of us walked
in from near Glenmore Lodge on the forest road to Rothiemurchus Lodge (now
used for British Army mountain training). Here we set off though the knee-deep,
and deeper, powder in lovely sunshine toward the Lairig Gru and Braeriach.

It was not long before Alastair gave in to his bleeding shins and turned back toward
Aviemore to buy new boots. This left me blessed amongst women - The President,
Meet Leader and Liz. What fun they had. At first we started by taking turns breaking
trail but soon the plan was revealed when the first comment came from behind
during one of my turns at the front - God, Sé, you’re doing great. Repeated at
suitable intervals this had the expected effect of causing me to swallow the bait
and stay slaving at the front for most of the day. No doubt the “ladies” were having
great fun behind as they egged me on. There is only one thing worse than being

a sucker and that is being a sucker in the full knowledge of what you are doing.



Their victim was not very good at his job because at 4.00 we were only at 750m with
the summit at 1250m. We made an unusual sensible decision and turned for home.
Imagine our joy when we arrived back at Rothiemurchus Lodge at dusk to find
Alastair back with his new boots and the car, saving us a 4 mile walk down the
forest road.

By 8.30 we were in our new quarters at the Bridge Hostel in Roy Bridge. This is
attached to the Bridge Hotel and the Bridge Bar. Straight in we went to the bar where
we were in time for food and found Denis and Andy before us. The food was great
and the bar was the venue for a Scottish music festival which went on day and night
over the weekend. We sat ther gas-bagging, testing the whiskies and listening to the
music until 2.30 a.m.. We even managed to embarrass The President by organising
the public announcement of her birthday to all present. Red face matched red hair.

It was a seedy bunch who were kicked out of their bunks the next morning. The
Meet Leader and Denis were gone like hot snots with Liz and Andy while Alastair,
The President and yours truly dragged unwillingly far behind (actually about an hour
behind). Destination was Aonach Mor. The ski lifts brought us high without effort in
glorious sunshine and we only had about an hours walk into the clouds to the
summit. Climbers ascend to the summit of Aonach Mor and then ab down the

other side to climb back up again, rather like a sea-cliff.

We crouched behind a shed at the top and geared up and found the bags with Aer
Lingus tags that told us that our companions were somewhere about. Being intrepid
mountaineers we had no guidebook between the three of us and no knowledge of
the routes but depended on meeting someone who would tell us what to tackle.
Alas there was intermittent whiteout and when we eventually found the edge and
the air occasionally cleared we could see massive cornices. Shapes flitted in and
out of sight from time to time but it soon became clear that when we abbed down
we would get no advice and might end up on a grade 7 instead of grade 3.
Discretion being the better part of valour we geared down and headed back down
the mountain to the sunshine and Nevis Sport.



Did we do the right thing?
Idon’t know but | do know
what the rest of the party

did and do not envy them.

Andy and Liz stopped in the
- café at the halfway point,

' 2 . where the change is made
[ from gondolas to lifts,
&iy The Meet Leader and Denis
abbed down and climbed a
pleasant route which brought
them to a cornice where Denis

spent an hour hacking
a way through while Eileen shivered on a stance down below. Not great fun.

and spent most of the day
asleep there, paying for the
night before.

That night we enjoyed the music but were more discerning in our choice of drinks
with the result that we were up early and into Glencoe bright and early the next
morning. A long haul brought us to Coire an tSneachda where Andy and Liz
polished off Dorsal Arete while the other five did Curved Gulley. This was mostly
unnerving powder snow with almost no ice and, because my last visit to Scotland
in winter had ended in a helicopter, | was happy to allow The President to shepherd
me to the top.

Regrouping at the summit and taking only a short look at the magnificent panorama,
we plunged down to the Glen, changed by the side of the road and headed straight
for Glasgow Airport where we arrived with less than an hour to spare.

This was one of the great IMC meets, we got full value from every day and evening,
there was no dead time. The night stages may not have achieved the deliciously
scandalous heights of some other meets but for mountaineering it was one of the
best ever.

Keep an eye on this meet leader. Follow where she goes.



OUTDOOR MEETS
Autumn/Winter 2005

October
2nd,9th,16th, 23rd October

15th,16th October

22nd October

22nd October

30th October
October bank holiday W/E.
28th,29th,30th,31st

November
6th,13th,20th,7th

December
3rd,4th December

Early December
17th December

Date TBC December

27th Dec — 2nd Jan

January
January/February
(Date TBA)

January/February

Series of Sunday Walks in
Wicklow Mts. Meet in Annes
cafe, Laragh

at 930am. Max. 12 people.

Climbing and Hiking in the
Mournes

Walk in Wicklow

Pre Halloween Party/

Get to know members/

IMC Hut

Brandon Ridge Walk
Week-end

Wales, Snowdonia

Series of Sunday Walks in
Wicklow Mts. Meet in Annes
cafe, Laragh at 930am.

Max. 12 people.

Winter Camp
Galtee Mountains

Southern Spain
Christmas Hike

Christmas Party

Kerry, The Reeks??

Connamara

Ice Fest
Argentiere

Noel Caffrey
noelgcaffrey@eircom.net

Dermot Shields
Dermot.Shiels@ESBI.IE

Dairin West
cdairin@hotmail.com

Noel Caffrey
noelgcaffrey@eircom.net

Gerry Moss
germoss@eircom.net

Noel Caffrey
noelgcaffrey@eircom.net

Tony Barry
Tony.barry2@o2.ie

Jessica

Rachel Cinnsealach email;
rachelacinnsealach@eir-
com.net Phone: 087-2561906

Hugh Sharkey
belcruit@gofree.indigo.ie

IMC Contact Point Needed
Email:

Gerard
gerard@ice-fall.com



Single Pitch

Eager pair, heads back scan this friendly face.
The route is set. They shed far comfy shoes
To jam their feet into PA's at the base.
Gladly leave Mother earth just to amuse.

Like a kite, the leader rises on a string
But windless, climbs on toes and fingertips.
Gear placed with care — A friend, a nut a sling.

To each protective piece the rope he clips.

Graceful moves and courage ensure the top.
Relax. There’s no space tugging at your back.
Tied in. Locked off. Now, the leader stops.
From the second, he duly takes the slack.

The pair united at the summit stand.

Prodigal blood returns to feet and hands.

The perfect end to an evenings climbing in Dalkey



Account Corrections

In the accounts printed in the winter newsletter 2004 there were a number of errors

1. The Annual dinner profits (Club Rev a/c) was in the wrong column.

2. The insurance data for 2004 and 2003 (Club rev a/c) was under the income column

instead of the Expenses column.

3. The Combined Capital spend/disposal for 2003 (under Hut Rev a/c) was listed
as -€50,100 it should have been - €50,025.

Club Revenue Account To 30-Sep-04
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IMC COMMITTEE 2004/2005

Club President Moire Creedon 454 8937 (H) 087 4169100
Chairman Kevin Byrne 613 3337 (W) 087 2568476
Hon Secretary Declan Craig 086 4027652

Hon Treasurer

Declan Murray
51 Athlumny Village

Navan, Co Meath. 046 72852 (H) 086 8049297
Meets Secretary Dairin Currey 295 1615 (H) 281 4934 (W)
Publicity Officer Kieran Kelly 289 6166 (H) 204 3660 (W)
Train. & Dev. Officer Rob Davies 8321996 (H)
Librarian Conor Murphy 628 3325 (H) 403 1067 (W)
Hut Warden Conor O Connor 459 8455 (H) 087 6640688
Committee Deborah Hickey 2832603 (H)
Committee Sé O Hanlon 837 9524 (H) 836 8888 (W)
Committee Rachel Cinnsealach 2982984 (H) 085 142311
Committee Denis Cronin 280 7876 (H)

E-MAIL ADDRESSES: (use work Phone No. with discretion)

Moire Creedon
Kevin Byrne
Declan Craig
Declan Murray
Deborah Hickey
Dairin Currey
Kieran Kelly

Rob Davies
Conor Murphy
Conor O Connor
Sé O Hanlon
Rachel Cinnsealach
Denis Cronin
IMC CLUB email

moiracreedon@eircom.net
kevin.byrne@allianz.ie
ei6fr@gofree.indigo.ie
declanmurray@ir.sir.com
Deborah@microsoft.com
cdairin@hotmail.com
kierankelly1@hotmail.com
robmckim@yahoo.co.uk
conormurphy@yahoo.com
conocon@eircom.net
shay@presidentcycles.com
rachelacinnsealach@eircom.net
dencronin@eircom.net

imc@cpth.ie
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