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~ Indoor Meets January-March 2007 ~

Thursday 4th January 'My Summer' Ben Warren
Thursday 11th January South Sandwich Islands DVD

Thursday 18th January Maurice Maxwell the GR20 in Corsica
Thursday 25th January Gerry Galligan 2006 Ice Meet and 2006 Alpine Meet

Thursday 1st February Lakeland Rock DVD

Thursday 8th February Peter O'Neill Snow sports in the Pyrennes.

Thursday 15th February Tim Orr four seasons for mountaineering

Thursday 22nd February Edwige Ducher Fountainbleau the closest crag to Paris
Thursday 1st March Declan Cunningham Mountain Rescue in Ireland

Thursday 8th March Noel Caffrey Ice Climbing in the Canadian Rockies

Thursday 8th March Terry O'Neil Climbing in Ireland

Thursday 15th March Noel Caffrey Ice Climbing in the Canadian Rockies

Thursday 29th March briefing for beginner's introduction

There are a few vacancies left if anyone is interested in hosting a slide show.
if interested contact the Meets Secretary Barry Watts at barrington1978@yahoo.com

Indoor winter meets take place at the Teacher's Club, 36 Parnell Square, Dublin 1 Ph 01 8726944. The
Teachers Club is on Parnell Sq West and is about 100 Metres North from the intersection with Parnell St
and it says Club na Muinteoiri on the door. Slide shows normally start at 21.30.

There are a few vacancies left if anyone is interested in hosting a slide show.

If interested contact the Meets Secretary Barry Watts at: barrington1978@yahoo.com.

These lists are also available on our website www.irishmountaineeringclub.org from there go to 'the news'
and then click Outdoor Meets and Indoor Meets, make sure to scroll down to the bottom of the page as

at first glance they appear blank.



January 7th, 14th, 20th
20th-21st January
27th January
10th-11th February
17th-24th February
When it gets COLD !
3rd March

2nd-4th March
16th-19th March
17th-25th March
Thursday 19th April
Thursday 26th April
Tuesday 1st May
Thursday 10th May
4th-7th May

4th-7th May

~ Outdoor Meets Winter-Spring 2007 ~

Walks in Wicklow
Hut work weekend
IBL Round 3, Killarney

Conamara Meet

Noel Caffrey
Conor O'Connor
www.climbing.ie

Moira Creedon

Ice fall Climbing around Rjukan, Norway *Conor Doherty
Winter camp Tony Barry
Rock climbing in Ballykeefe Quarry Co Kilkenny Barry Watts
All Ireland Bouldering Meet in Wicklow www.shortspan.com

Lake District, England

Gerry Moss

Hot Rock sport climbing on the Costa Blanca Spain Alan McDonagh

Introduction to climbing for new
Introduction to climbing for new
Introduction to climbing for new

Introduction to climbing for new

3rd Annual 'Climbfest' in Culdaff,

members in Dalkey Quarry
members in Dalkey Quarry  Declan
members in Dalkey Quarry Craig

members in Dalkey Quarry

www.colmcilleclimbers.com

Inishowen Peninsula, Co Donegal.

Snowdonia, Wales

Lorenzo Antolovini

| will publish the Summer meets list in April before the next newsletter comes out. If you're planning a
trip turn it into a meet by letting the Meet's Secretary know.

I'm aware that day meets especially climbing meets may be organised at short notice so keep an eye on
your e mail and drop into the Teacher's Club on Thursday nights.

* Winter climbing trips abroard by their nature bring into play a bigger theatre and usually demand a
whole raft of skills and risks that are not applicable in Ireland. Those interested should contact the
respective organiser ASAP to discuss their capabilities and expectations.

A meets organiser ideally should:

-invite people forward to an area they know or have some knowledge of,
-coordinate lifts where possible

-know some of the people going,
-be aware of people's capabilities and facilitate pairing them off.

If anyone is interested in adding to this please feel free to contact me.

Barry Watts

Meets Secretary



Gola - Island Paradise Gerry Galligan

Three days of prime sea cliff climbing on Donegal's Gola island over the August Bank holiday weekend
- it couldn't have been more enticing. That was Ramon's invitation to all when she posted it on the club
website last spring. Of course | had to go, | couldn't wait. Sure isn't Gola a home away from home for
many IMC members? One look at the guidebook and you'll find the names of some familiar characters
associated with many of the routes: Messrs Moss, O'Neill, Sharkey, Harrington, Daly et al. It was high
time for a fresh IMC invasion.

| wasn't the only one to be tempted
by the call. When | finally arrived at
& Gweedore pier late that Friday night
word had it a big gang was assem-
bling for the boat early next morning
- IMCers, DCU students and one or
two Columcille climbers. However
the omens were bad. | had rained
cats and dogs throughout the night, a
solid wind was blowing and the fore-
cast was bleak - scattered showers
Saturday, deteriorating Sunday,
clearing Monday. Fifty subdued
climbers alighted Jimmy Sweeney's
trawler mid-morning and mulled over
the possibilities.

If we get one good day out of this and the rock remains dry, the trip will not have been wasted, | thought.
Doubtless others were thinking the same. Three round trips by Jimmy saw us all cast on the island's pier
by eleven. Then like reluctant pack animals, we slowly hauled our belongings inland to the empty
campsite at Maghermagall beach. As the rain spat down and the shoulders hurt with the loads, more
grumblings could be heard as to our prospects. But no sooner had tents been erected we noticed the rain
had stopped and strips of blue sky could be seen parting the clouds. Things were looking up. Gola's
weather gods thought kindly of us. In fact so kindly it turned out we were blessed with three full days of
dry, clement weather. It was a reversal of fortune. Not alone did the rain hold off but the days were long
and balmy. Tropical almost. Warm winds and dry rock. And an acquiescent sea that saw many of us dip
into to cool down on occasion. Perfect.

All agreed the climbing was superb. Gola's single pitch sea cliffs are made up of rough, red granite and
quartz, formed as asymmetrical square blocks, sculpted and kept clean by a never-ending sea spray and
wind. Many fine routes were experienced by most, with the bulk of activity noted on Gripple Wall, Narrow
Zawn, Main Wall, Twin Cave Buttress, with the more sheltered Inland Crag - often a draw when
conditions get bad - receiving regular attention. Certain routes were recommended and rightly so, such
as: Sea Eagle (HS 4b) and Pride of Gola (S) on Gripple Wall; Buzz Light Year (HS 4b) and Classic
Tricouni (VS 4b) on Narrow Zawn. Run of the Arrow (HS 4b) was highly praised on the Main Wall, with
others in and around the same face approved of also i.e. Waterworld (S), Anchors Away (HVS 5a), Hexes
from Heaven (S 4a), Seventh Wave of a Seventh Wave (VS 5a) and The Beautiful (HS 4b). Weathered
Window (VS 4b) on the Inland Crag saw plenty of attention, as did the ever popular Corner Boy (HS).
These were just some - there were many more.

For me, this was my third visit to Gola. Like the previous years visit, one thing struck me about the place
- that unlike mountain routes or inland crags, climbing on sea cliffs can be particularly imposing. An extra
nerve is required to deal with the roar of the sea churning beneath you, the forceful wind whipping around
you that suffocates communication, and the odd belay positions you sometimes have to adapt to. My
advice, shared by others, to those contemplating a first attempt at sea cliff climbing is be sure to drop a
grade in order to get used to the environment first. Only then will you be able to assess your capability
in taking on routes in your normal grade.



Apart from being an excellent climbing destination, | find Gola a
magical place. It has so much to offer and it's well worth break-
ing away from climbing for a few hours to explore it. Its small
beaches are of soft, inviting sand, and the water is a rich blue.
The views to neighbouring island and back to the mainland are
of postcard quality, with Gweedore's freestanding Errigal proud-
ly displaying its architectural form like a prominent Alpine peak.
Towards the village on the south side is a perfectly sheltered bay,
ensconced by small cliffs on the Atlantic side - an immediate
attraction for divers and snorkellers. And of the village itself - it's
a largely uninhabited haven of dilapidated homesteads, small
fields and hillocks. And red gravel tracks that form roads,
unfamiliar with rubber tyres and motorised transport. All told, if
you wanted a place of quiet meditation and cared not a whit for
material necessities, then a few days in Gola would be my
suggestion. | know all forty of us who left the island that Monday
evening did so with mixed feelings: of great satisfaction out of
enjoyable climbing, and a tinge of sadness at having to leave
such a peaceful and beautiful place at the far side of a weekend
of great camaraderie and craic. Great climbing was had during
the days, and the appetites of our kayakers were sated also,
exploring the sea caves and cliffs of Gola and neighbouring
islands from a unique, amphibious perspective.

Nights were satisfying too, spent amid the warm glow of a campfire and the easy company of fifty
kindred souls. It was far from the irritable distractions of modern life. No noisy traffic, streetlights,
televisions, police sirens, pub-brawls, loud radios and so on. Just an ink-black night of a billion stars and
a gulfstream wind, a simple meal and a warm brew, a jovial campfire, a headful of uplifting climbing
images, and dozens of good stories to share and to listen to. This was life at its best.

| must confess though, that Gola for me is a place of special significance. | was born in Donegal and my
first image of life on this earth as | can remember is of being rowed out to the island as a small child in
the summer of 1969. | was three years old. The pictures and sounds of the green waves lapping against
the currach on a sunny breezy day, the blue jumper and dark features of the oarsman, and the soft lilt of
the family singing Baidin Fheilimi remain unforgettable nearly forty years on. And my return to the island
in August reaffirmed the closeness of those times and those happy memories. It was little wonder that |
sat on Gola's pier this time, waiting for Jimmy to ferry us back to the mainland, that another simple but
poignant thought occurred to me, one that possibly sums up what | feel about the place and also about
the great weekend we all had there . .. That when | die I'm not bothered if | don't make it to heaven. Not
a bit. So long as | end up in a place like Gola, with a bunch of good mates, a stack of sea cliffs and
enough mild weather, I'll be happy instead. What more can | say, only roll-on the next trip.

A special thanks to Ramona Brand and Brian Counihan for inspiring and organising the weekend.

Gerry Galligan, Aug 2006.



Rathborney Valley Conor Warner

An interim guide to a new (ish) crag development in the Burren. This was put together by Conor
Warner from Ennis.

RATHBORNEY VALLEY, Burren, Co. Clare.

A crag at Croagh North /Burrenwee (near Newtown Castle) in the Rathborney Valley in the Burren
directly across the valley from Ail na Cronan (Ailwee, Skull Rock). The crag is very accessible (less than
5 minute walk north from Rathborney valley road. The grades so far vary from V. Diff to HVS and are in
general 10 to 15m high. There's a very distinctive natural rock formation, the Sphinx, in the right hand
side of the crag and The crag will be a good alternative to the more exposed crags in the area when the
weather's poor. The crag, which is generally south, south west facing extends for about 450m. The
co-ords are 120900E, 205470N and is about 100m OD. This preliminary guide does not mean right
of way. The routes are new and treat rock with care. Keep main road and gate entrances clear. Limited
parking available at Rathborney graveyard. Up lane to main road turn right and then left up along
private farm lane. (permission to access the lands yet to be sought from landowner).

1. John Doe April 2004, VS 5a Watts

The Fugitive Sept 2006 S 3c? Warner

Long Route (not done) to be cleaned

Bill MacSway18/01/04 VS 5a Watts/Warner

DirtyThirty 18/01/04 Vdiff 3c Warner / Watts

E3 spotted by Malcom

Comet Sept 06 S /HS 4a? Warner

Black Hole (or another name by malcom) Sept 06 Diff Warner

9. Hair Ball (Attempt Sept 2006) 5a7?

10. Jack in the Box 18/01/04 (HVS?) Watts

11.  Cacophony April 2004 VS 4c Watts/Warner

12. Twin Cam April 2004 S 4a Warner /Watts

13. Pharoah's Prow August 2006 HS 4c? Warner

14. Cleo's Cherry August 2006 Diff Collins

15. Lovely Luxor August 2006 HS 4b? Warner

® N o g~ 0D

Left Wing

1. John Doe* VS 5a (12m) Watts, April 2004

To the far left of the crag at the bottom of the obvious grass ramp, climb the steep crack at the
intersection of the horizontal and vertical crack, past a small overhang on the right and to the top.

2. The Fugitive V. Diff /S (12m) Sept 2006

A few meters to the right of John Doe is an obvious shallow corner. Climb this taking care of some
loose / hollow sounding slabs. Take care. Red flowering bush during September.

3. (High Route)

Behind the trees is a 18-20m high cliff. One definite route in corner to right of holly tree at half height.
Above are loose large flakes. Care advised. (not climbed yet)

Raven Zone

4. Bill MacSway* VS 4c (13m) Watts , Warner (19/1/04)

Start on small block under vertical wall with disjointed slab to right with hand hold. Up to ledge 4b/ 4c.
Up to ledge (abandoned nest) under fantastic corner (3 to 4m high). The corner 5a and good gear to
top.



5. Dirty Thirty V.diff (13m) Warner, Watts (19/1/04)
Start to the right of Bill MacSway up to grass leadge to steep short wall, up to another ledge under
steep wall. Up wall to top.

6. Malcom's E3
To the left of Comet is a smooth steep cliff that leads to good crack and to top. (not climbed yet)

7. Comet* S 4a (10m) Warner, Collins Sept 2006
10m to the right of Bill MacSway is a good corner. Easy at first and then a good steep corner crack
with good hand and foot jamming, to the top. Hollow sounding rock towards the top.

8. Black hole Diff 10m Malcom
Immediately of the right of Comet is a deep chimney / crack. Body jam to top.

9. Hair Ball, Sept 2006

To the right of Black hole is a definite aréte. Hard opening overhanging moves (5a) using crack on right
and thin foot flake on left leads to less steep terrain to the top of Black hole. (To be completed)

Watts Pillars

10. Jack in the Box, HVS 5a (12m) not led

When approaching from the farm lane, this obvious route is directly in line. Start on vertical wall at very
thin shallow crack. Move to right and up sloping ledge below overhanging chimney. Climb chimney
(3-4m) and exit to the right. There are several routes immediately to the right and left of this route but
loose rocks above need to be removed. Care advised. The pillars in this area have the appearance of
the statues on Easter Island.

11. Cacophony* VS 5a (12m) Watts, Warner April 2004

15m to the right of Jack in the Box is a definite buttress / pillar (ivy covered on the right) . Start on the
bottom left of the pillar at steep face / corner. Up Corner with excellent moves and out onto right onto
steep face. Move left up onto top of sloping overhang and onto face to the left side of the pillar and use
horizontal cracks to finish.

12. Twin Cam S 4a (9m) Warner, Watts October 2005

15m to the right of Cacophony slightly up hill is a pair of cracks separated by wide flake. Up this to top
using both cracks.

The Sphinx.

To the left of the crag is a fantastic balancing narrow detached block (6m high) on a narrow pedestal,
standing proud of the main cliff. This featured known as the Sphinx is the left boundary on the right
most section of the crag.

13. Pharaoh's Prow HS 4c? (10m) Warner (to be lead) August 2006
The left prow of a deep steep narrow gully. Overhanging start onto steep pillar and little ledge with
small holly bush. More easily onto the top.

14. Cleo's Cherry Diff (10m) Collins (to be lead) August 2006
The deep steep narrow gully behind a tall thin thorn bush. Up carefully taking great care of the rock.

15. Lovely Luxor HS 4b (10m) Warner August 2006

To the right of Cleo's is a steep 10m high buttress. Climb into left trending rising crack after slightly
overhanging start. Up steeply to crack to the left of corner and on to the top.

Submitted by Barry Watts..



Slab Men Tony Barry

A common theme throughout my summer in Dalkey was hot Slabs and Terry O Neill laughing. Terry
seemed to be on the blunt end of the rope a lot of the time pushing us up the polished granite of the
quarry. | have to say my achievements in comparison to others do not seem noteworthy but | did sweat
and feel that burn of the calf muscles whist | Sh***d myself making that next delicate step to the 5mm
ledge just above. Maintain 3 points of contact is the rule of thumb, does this involve superglue | hear you
say.

The real guinea pigs of Terry's antigravity experiments were Dermot 'Slider' Shiels and 'Super Paul'
Dolan. | have to say most of the routes were climbed in an unethical style i.e. some were top roped or
shunted prior to clean ascents but then again E6 with minimal or no gear on sight is suicide.

'Super Paul' or 'Slab Man' was the main proponent; it's the quiet ones you have to watch. | remember a
few years back we were top roping pilaster and struggling, a passing Se advised us to take a step back,
find our level and work through the grades. | didn't heed the advise and am still struggling on VS.
However, Paul took the step back and then took a run and leap E3 Fairhead, E6 Dalkey; always listen
to Se.

The green fool had been a
target of Paul's for a couple of
months. Most sensible dis-
cussion considered placing
some protection in Gargoyle
Grove prior to stepping
across to start Green Fool,
this would stop a slide over
the nasty edge but no Paul
had to re-establish some
ethics, the gear would reduce
the grade, would it? The
summer seemed to pass by
without the attempt, hard
slabs require dry weather but
not hot, we sweat, geckos
don't hence a quiet Monday
25th September a cool dry
evening the prize fell. Note
the photo was taken by Terry
as he did not have to hold the
rope until the Peg was
clipped 9 or 10 metres up.

Over the summer many more
routes fell to Paul, Dermot,
Alan and indeed Terry:
BirdBrain E6, Green Fool E5,
Brain Drain E5, Maricon E3,
Hung Over E3, El Camino E4
6b, Masochist E3 6a and I'm
sure a few others.




My view of Paul climbing El Camino was particularly memorable as myself and Terry were spotting. |
noted Terry wore his helmet should anything fall on him, in contrast | did not and I'm the safe one. It was
nice of Paul to tie in so we could have a safe go after him. Seconding on eliminate slabs is
recommended.

Slabs are value for Money especially for the spectator, full adrenalin rush for free, never mind the mad
fool who thinks their former incarnation was an arachnid or lizard. They can be quite expensive for the
participant if you value skin and C4.

It's probably worth a mention we were all wearing 5.10s with Stealth C4 rubber and new edges: free pairs
from the sponsors welcome.

Photos: Terry O' Neill / Tony Barry

UCD CLIMBING

Club member's are climbing regularly at UCD Climbing Wall on
Friday evenings from 6pm (as it seems to be one of the less busy
slots at the wall),so join us and get in to training for the long hot
summer ahead.




The Cave and the Colonel Dave Craig

With the two of us crouched on a belay ledge perched in the rafters of a sea cave in Pembroke,
watching the water below lose the last of its light as it faded from a dark purple to merge with the
blackness of the rest of the cave, the thought crossed my mind "isn't this supposed to be a holiday".
Holidays have become an odd thing for me, not the holidays themselves, but trying to explain to work
colleagues and other non-climber friends why one would rather spend a week struggling up crags and
hills in wet and windy Wales rather then relaxing on sunny beaches in the Med.

This holiday was to prove no different. It started with a leisurely cruise from Rosslare to Pembroke, where
we stocked up on supplies, had a bit of lunch and pondered our next move. This being a Thursday, and
June, didn't leave us much choice as a lot of the crags in the area have restrictions for climbers until late
July, so they don't disturb nesting birds, and mid week the army like to blow the be-Jaysus out of them.
How you justify having these two things in the same place I'm not sure, but that's how they do it.
Eventually we settled on Bosherston head and a 3 star HVS multi-pitch route. "Sure wouldn't that be a
grand, nice soft one to start with" we said, a quick, slightly rising traverse across the bottom of the crag
a cave, back into this, and then up and out a blow hole "what fun".

Finding said route was to prove difficult and time consuming though, as it can't be seen from the top of
the crag. | think the phrase in the guide book for locating it was something like "from the westerly end of
the crag look back eastwards and you can see a large cave" not our cave now but it means you're at the
abseil point. Not a mention of just how many crags with caves there actually are in Pembroke though.
This led to a lot of to-ing and fro-ing atop the cliffs in the hopes of spying a crag similar to the one we
should be at. Once it was located, finding its westerly end was much easier as the sun at this stage was
kindly setting so as to indicate west for us. Undeterred, because we knew we'd be quick, we set off with
only a brief thought about the head torches we didn't have. After spending ages on the first pitch, my fault
I'm afraid, | found myself bridging back along the apex of the cave groping for holds in the dark. A voice
came from behind me saying "maybe we shouldn't be doing this in the dark, maybe you should come
back". | considered this and came to the conclusion that even if | make it to the next belay it'll be pitch
black for Sile to come out and then there would still be another pitch to do, or to put it another way, was
bricking myself and willing to accept any excuse to go back to the safety of the belay. Forward wasn't
going to happen so Sile tried to get us back out, but at this stage it was well and truly dark outside the
cave as well, so that was that, we were benighted, FEK!!

Sitting there, with one arse cheek on a ledge, my knees wedged under my chin, and my head lolling on
the wall in front of me, listening to the sea booming away in the darkness, the scary truth dawned on
me... we were NEVER going to live this down! Uncomfortable as it was we had managed to organize a
decent belay and the sea was fairly calm despite the noise echoing around the cave, but no sleep was
had which made for a long night. When it eventually started to brighten a quick foray was made into the
cave, which showed it to be still quite dark and now wet and slippery to boot. So Sile led us back out the
way we had come which was also wet but at least there was daylight. After that an easy pitch should then
have brought us back to safety, but on topping out the crackle of rifle fire let us know we had been out
flanked by the British army.

It didn't take long for our presence to be noticed and the gate watchman to come careering out after us
in his little white van, although he seemed more worried about the humour of the Colonel than about any
one getting shot or having spent the night in a cave. A lift back was offered and declined, and he rushed
off to try placate the Colonel. We gathered our gear and started sheepishly walking out, only to be met
by a second vehicle, this one much fancier then the last, and out popped the much feared Colonel. With
the only thing more starched than his uniform being his upper lip. He launched his offensive "Spoilt the
show you did, had to stop firing, still everyone's all right, happy ending and all that, you'll take a lift back?"
my jaw dropped, only to clamp shut again as my teeth took a firm grip of my tongue, a glance at Sile
showed she was fighting off the laughter too, we braced ourselves for the follow up maneuver "not as
bad as last week though, chap walked in front of the snipers, caused mayhem! Blighter!" He did,
however, make it clear this lift wasn't to be refused, so we jumped in as he ran off to investigate the
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remains of a capillary track on the cliff top, don't ask me why. Leather seats though, it pays to be Colonel.
A peculiar thing, sitting in the back of that truck as Sile related the story of our ordeal, and the Colonel
blathered on trying his best to be formidable, pondering the past 12 hours or so | found myself
suppressing an overwhelming urge to sing...... 'Who Do You Think You Are Kidding, Mr. Hitler?'

10



Lockwoods Chimney revisited Alaistar Yarrow

There is only one type of weather to contemplate Lockwoods chimney. The Saturday of the IMC Welsh
meet gave just that. Sitting in Eric Jones cafe, Tremadog, with too many people waiting to climb the
limited options, minds naturally turned to alternatives. So with the enthusiastic response of the
uninitiated we headed off in procession for the parking spot. The walk down past the power station,
disguised as a chapel, along the rather wet flood plain and into the woodland seeking out that illusive
track that takes one to the archway that is the start to this enigmatic and historical route. The guide book
recommends the climb to be done by a "portly group of gentlemen (persons to be PC) after a big meal."
All geared up and with some trepidation, boots seemed to be the choice of footwear. Along with water
proofs and only i was fool enough to take a sack with the camera. | should have known better but
memory is a strange thing. Yes, | had been here before, long ago, with my brother. | had wanted to climb
and had a rope and a couple of slings and he had the car. So we made the trip and spend the week
repeating the few routes | had followed up before on a school expedition and climbing many more.

Naturally it was wet and that was the time to tackle this climb. Of that ascent i remember few difficulties.
The chimney pitch had been no problem in vibram boots. Back on one side of the chimney and feet or
knees on the other. Real chimney stuff. But today it was a challenge even with a rope above, the
difference was the absence of slippery water proofs.. Forget the hassle of the pack and the 3 waiting
below for me to get on so they could also get out of the rain and warmed up, and the team ahead
waiting for this end of the rope for the top pitch, | had to force my way upward, sliding around on greasy,
dark, verticality to the belay. Nick was sitting there eager for me to move off as he had cooled down after
his valiant lead and belaying the six who had gone on. His reward was to sit under a cool stream of water
from which he had no escape.

1



So, once again deceived by memory, | struggled along the horizontal passage that had sneaky little
contortions to make me feel the fear of being trapped under ground until at last | reached the steps, flakes
of rock that permitted one to climb upwards again only now | was hot and sweaty and my clothes felt
awful tight and difficult to lift feet up onto high holds. To the delight of the "Team" and Team elder, Gerry,
the rope had arrived and he could glide effortlessly but a bit stiff from waiting in the cold, out of the
window, past the holly tree and up more greasy rock to the top. Just to add to the expedition atmosphere
and to ensure it was all fun, there was a little bit of team bonding in rope work to ensure everyone arrived
safely at the top. The wind was still blowing and the rain falling; what else would one expect and want on
such a route? To complete the route in anything but traditional circumstances could mean that one may
feel committed to return, when the conditions were appropriate, to fully savour the atmosphere. To be PC,
we were a group of enthusiastic persons. We can claim that these conditions conformed to the criteria
but does only tea and cake at Eric's conform to the need for some form of exercise to burn off consumed
excesses of meat and alcohol?

Website Information for planning trips abroard

In order to facilitate trips abroard and to set people's minds racing we are starting off a modest
information data base for the website, below is a basic template fact sheet for planning trips to climbing
destinations abroard, the inforamtion will be put in the "Trip Tips" section of the website and it is
envisaged that it will be updated as time goes on.

I'm looking for volunteers to fill it in and return it to me.

The list of destinations is anywhere you've been in the last 5 years and we're looking for places as
diverse as Orpierre, Rjukan, Ailefroide, Zermatt, Cuba, Glencoe and Pembroke.

Please send them onto me at barrington1978@yahoo.com or else at 53 Inchicore Road, kilmainham,
Dublin 8.

Barry

-

\

( Country:

( Destination:

Type of climb (trad, sport, Itipitch,
single pitch, ice, alpine )

( Type of Rock: ] ( Level of climb

( Recommended Climbs:

( Airport and Flights:

( Accomodation:

( Transport/Car Hire:

( Restaurant and Pub:

)
)
J
)
)
( Optimum Weather Time: J
)
)
)
)
)

[ Other Activities:

J
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Mont Ciaforon

Following our fantastic trip to Mt. Elbrus
(5642m), in the Caucasus, Russia in
2004. John Gorman & | chatted about
the future, what next, the Himalayas,
Alps, South America, the 'Reeks,
Lugnaquillia? Climb every mountain.
The following year, | was seriously
thinking of going to the Alps myself, so |
decided to give John a call.

On the Friday 24th June 2005, | was in
Croke Park, watching the greatest band
on Earth (U2) banging out the tunes
across the city. The following evening |
found myself in Chamonix with John
arranging gear for the next morning.

ount Ciaforon

Although John & | had been to Scotland in winter etc, at the time, we were not confident in our Alpine
skills so we decided to hire ourselves an Alpine guide, Julie-Ann Clyma.

Julie Ann drove us through the Mont Blanc tunnel from France and into Italy. On the drive the views were
magnificent, Julie Ann pointed out the impressive North face of Mont Blanc and some famous climbs she
had done involving ridges and pillars, overnight bivy's on cliffs edges etc. This woman had had some
climbing CV, (not to mention her PhD) the Alps, Alaska, South America and some first ascents. She had
also been on four 8000m peaks, including the greatest of them all K2, on which, her summit plans came
to an abrupt end to aid in a rescue.

A few hours later we began our trek up to the Vittoria Emmanuel Il hut (2735m), the refuge at Grand
Paradiso national park.

On the walk up we enjoyed tremen-
dous views of glaciated rivers and
falls thundering down the moun-
tains, winding zig zag paths, wild
animals and good weather. After
dinner at the hut we practiced our
ropework for the climb the next
day.....our first climb of the trip, an
attempt on Mt. Ciaforon, as an
acclimatisation climb for later climbs
planned on the trip. We headed to
bed at 9pm, drifting off about 11pm,
then being woke up at 4.45am the
next morning. What am | doing here
| thought, its my holidays, getting up
at this hour, why didn't | just go to a
beach in Spain, rather than stepping
out into the freezing morning. a

Julie Ann leads the way-Ciaforon
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Julie Anne reminded us that we were here out of choice, | could hear Shay O'Hanlon in my head, you do
it because it's hard, because you enjoy the challenge, because going to a beach is boring, hmmm...

Ok, | do like the mountains, time to get up, besides the challenge ahead had looked exciting. Out the
door we trod at 6am, the sun just rising, we crossed over some rocks, boulders, glaciated streams to the
edge of the glacier. We roped up together and moving together gradually made our way up the huge
gentle sloped glacier, with La Tresenta (3609m) on our left, up the west side of Ciaforon. Near the top of
the glacier and before reaching the rocky edge of the mountain, we had a 120m (approx.) steep section
to climb. At first it looked easy enough, the equivalent of a Scottish grade | or Il. We thought we could
climb roped up without having to place gear. However, there was up to a foot of loose snow, on top of
hard ice, the feet were unstable. We decided to climb this bit in three pitch's. | belayed Julie Ann as she
led. The ice was hard and | struggled to find solid placements at times.

The Climb Ahead
on Mount
Ciaforon

An hour later we reached the Col, prior to starting up the next section of rock. We had lost valuable time,
everyone in the Alps always seemed to talk about time like it was as valuable as gold or chocolate. We
had spent an hour climbing up the short bit of ice/snow. John & | weren't too concerned about time at this
point, as we were enjoying it. The rock climbing section ahead went up for aprox. 500m with more snow
and ice ahead until the summit. The rock looked OK for scrambling up in boots, however, Julie Ann
decided to use the rope. | belayed her up as she disappeared up through a chimney of rock. The
scrambling/ climbing on rock added to the excitement of the mountain climb. The rock climbing varied
from moderate to severe in places, we climbed quickly, however, we were slowed by the having to set
anchors and belays etc. We found some bolts & prefixed anchor points along the way which helped with
time. An hour later, after 5-6 pitch's we reached the top of the rock climbing bit. Julie Ann of course being
trained as an Alpine guide was fixed on us keeping within Alpine Guide book time, conditions were
tougher than expected and slowing us.

At the top of the rocky section we had some sheets of ice to cross. Unroped at this point we just had to
watch our step while crossing the ice before reaching the snowy slopes again. On the snow again we
made up good time. We reached the start of the last section quickly. The last section looked like a
Scottish grade | /Il snow again and we assumed we would get away with climbing without having to use
gear. However, under the thin layer of snow was solid ice, so out came the rope again. Julie Ann
reckoned it was Scottish grade Il ice initially. Each pitch gradually got steeper.
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On the third pitch, John and | were poised on the steep ice with our two front points dug into the ice and
we had just the one walking axe. We waited patiently each time while Julie Ann set up the belay ahead
with some ice screws. We used our free hand to balance ourselves on the ice. | could hear John
whispering, as Julie Ann set up the anchors, 'what's taking so long'? He was feeling the ice melting
through his thin gloves and the calves were staring to ache. Put your heels down flat in line with your
front points | said to rest your calves, as if | knew what | was taking about (I had remembered Connor
O'Connor friend Terry, telling me to do the same at the wall. The last two pitch's Julie Ann reckoned were
50-60 degree ice, she graded it at Alpine PD+, with an AD finish, | hadn't a clue of Alpine grades - "A P
Diddy who?". Finally and not before time, we reached the top of the ice climb and 10 mins later after a
short plough through the snow we reached the summit of Ciaforon (3642m). It was certainly worth the
effort, a clear day, we had 360 degree views of lots of Alps, including Mt. Grand Paradiso (4020m), which
we planned on doing the next day. 50m down from the summit was the most beautiful blue lagoon of
water to one side, an unusual site.

After a quick bite, we decided to get moving before any potential storms came in. On the way down we
tried to contour around the steep ice we had come up, however, we were still slowed by having to rope
up and use anchors to cross some icy sections before reaching the rock climbing bit again. On the way
down the rock, we scrambled down half of it to make up some time on the easier sections and used
anchors on only the tougher v.diff/ severe bits. As we reached the end of the rock climbing bit, a huge
thunderous roar let out which echoed across the mountains for miles. That's it we've had it | though, hear
comes the storm, our punishment for taking so long on the mountain. Alas, my fears were put to rest, it
was just a huge rock fall some place over to our right (where I'm sure there was no one). We moved even
faster. Before reaching the main glacier, we dug our heels into the steep snow section and began
trodding down. | dug my heel into the ice below the snow and stopped suddenly, to witness the snow on
top of the ice take off down the mountain, a few minor avalanches of snow slid down the mountain for
about 50-100m. Wow, did | just do that? Better be careful. We were a little more anxious now and
quickly made our way onto the main gradual sloping glacier. Roped up crossing the glacier, we stepped
across a few thin crevasses on our way down before reaching the gravely/ boulder field. We arrived back
to the hut at 5pm. Our planned short acclimatisation climb should have taken us approx. 8 hours (by
Alpine guide book time) however, it had taken us 11 hours due to the unexpected icy conditions. So much
for easing into it all and we hadn't met another soul on the mountain that day. This was supposed to be
our easy, break in day, roll on tomorrow! John and | didn't care though, we were happy to have had such
a full day, of mixed climbing, that's what we were here for, for the adventure.

Next day, was Grand Paradiso and thereafter Mont Blanc, however, that is another story!

Allister & John

Summit
Mt. Ciaforon.JPG
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Loop Head 2006

Having found a dusty new climbs guide from the 70's and armed with some info from Gerry Moss, |
headed down with a few friends to explore the climbing around Loop Head last July.

We climbed four good routes
over the weekend along with
some poorer short along with
a good bit of exploring the
coastline.

The following climbs were
accessed by abseiling off
lumps of fairly solid driftwood
We collected from the shore
and that We hammered into
the ground, note these are
not now insitu !

The first area is a billiard table
slab just south of the boundary
wall of the lighthouse.

There may be some similarity B Watts on unnamed route 2 Photo M Heather
between some routes that T Ryan

climbed years ago, so with this in mind | won't be submitting these until | find out some more history on
the area.

1 unnamed 30 m E1 5A
Start below the highest point of the overhang and follow the crack through the overhanging to the small
ledge that runs across the cliff at two third height, fine slab climbing with little or no protection from
here to the top.

F Cox B Watts 2/7/2006

T T

2 unnamed 30 m E1 5A
Start on the right hand side of the overlap, climb on the right of
the overlap (delicate) to easier ground which leads to the
ledge at two third height

F Cox B Watts 2/7/2006

The second area is in a bay 300 meters East of the previous
area which is distinguished by a large 'muffin type' sea
stack/rock formation and a large cave which is visible next to
the slabs.

3 unnamed 18m VS 4C
Takes the leftward trending corner

D Quinn F Cox 1/7/2006

4 unnamed 18m E1 5A
Takes the rightward facing corner

Follow the corner to a ledge at 3 quarters height from here a
F Cox on unnamed route 4 with D tricky move bring you onto the upper slab

Quinn belaying Photo M Heather F Cox D Quinn 1/7/2006
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Romancing The Stone Gerry Moss

A day when distant skylines are a-shimmer in the heat;
And all is dusty to the throat or weary to the feet;

A heavy, hot and hazy day,

A climbing-would-be-crazy day;

How cool the sea! - a lazy day

To bathe and sleep and eat.

A day when perspiration flows, and rock's as slick as soap
While toes press down on tiny holds and fumbling fingers grope;
A where-it-goes-I-follow day,

A does-my-laugh-ring-hollow? day,

A gulp-and-nervous-swallow day;

Thank heavens for the rope!

Barclay Fraser

One of the peripheral pleasures of rock climbing is that of browsing through the guidebooks prior to
paying a first-time visit to an area. Getting a feel for the place, some idea of the type of climbing on offer,
and learning when, and by whom, the crags were developed. Most of all, though, checking through the
route descriptions; comparing the text with the photos or diagrams; looking for something that catches
the eye and whets the appetite and then visualising the moves on the climbs of your choice. This is not
only pleasurable, it's an essential part of the learning curve for any climber: it is only by trial and error in
the early stages that we learn to match our ambition to our ability. When we come to put our choice to
the test the results can be sometimes gratifying, sometimes humbling, but always interesting. To err on
the side of caution is not a lesson that comes easily to the young or the ambitious.

Discarding the star system, a trend recently adopted by several guidebook editors, has not received
universal approval but, on balance, | think it is probably a good idea, always providing the route descrip-
tions are fair and accurate. It should take the heat off a small selection of routes on each crag, cut down
on cherry-picking and queues, and encourage climbers to go down the list and make their own judge-
ment as to what is, or isn't, worth taking a look at. Sometimes careful digging reveals hidden gems,
sometimes a route justs grabs your attention straight off. Wrecker's Slab is a fine example of the latter.
Cornakey CIiff, situated where the coastlines of North Devon and North Cornwall meet, is where
Wrecker's Slab can be found. Down through the years the grade for this route has oscillated between HS
and HVS and its description in the various guidebooks makes for interesting reading: 'an esoteric gem
that is difficult to grade - a typical Tom Patey offering - a mountain route in a remote coastal setting, with
a difficult approach and the possibility of retreat being cut off at high tide, leaving climbers facing the
prospect of an ascent of the awesome slopes of Yeol Mouth should rain or mishap make escape
necessary', is how Littlejohn puts it. While another guidebook describes it as ' the longest route on the
highest cliff hereabouts; a climb with a real 'out-there' adventure feel to it; a Culm Coast classic, with all
that that entails - vegetation, loose rock and a paucity of protection'.

Well, now, don't you just love that? | know my heart soared like a hawk. | could have written the script
myself, it's SO me. And | knew | had a kindred spirit in Liam. 'Carry a selection of long pegs and a
hammer, for placing protection and belays', Littlejohn advises. But we wouldn't fetter ourselves with such
frivolities, it's far from long pegs and hammers we were reared. 'Allow 50 minutes for approach from the
car park to the foot of the climb'. You cannot be serious. 50 minutes will get you nowhere on the
Southwest Coastal Path: it's like an 800 mile version of The Mourne Wall Walk - a series of steep, limb
and lung-testing ups and downs, that rolls on and on and on. Not the kindest of territory for two oul
codgers carrying heavy packs in a sweltering heat wave. It took us over an hour's tough slogging, along
deserted paths, to reach the top of the crag.
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That's where the fun begins. A steep descent over vegetation, loose scree and unstable blocks leads to
a drop on the edge of all things. 'An abseil is recommended from here', the guidebook cautions. But some
reckless soul had brought along the Mammy's clothes-line; a length of thin, blue, hawser-laid
polypropylene. He (or she) had tied a small loop every six feet or so, had hitched one end around a
boulder and tossed the other over the edge. We swarmed down this, pirate-fashion, clattered across the
shingle beach, rounded a corner, and there it was, beaming down at us - all 410 feet of it.

Actually, it looked grand, not nearly as off-putting as it did from above. There was vegetation, but the
route managed to avoid most of it. There was a little loose rock too, but | suspect most of it had already
come away, with Brits clinging grimly, bulldog-fashion, to it, while being swept out to sea (fortunately,
there are lots more of them than us, so the loss of a dozen or so would hardly be noticed, and might even
help shorten the queues at the foot of the more popular climbs).

| suppose, if rock had gender, your coarse, rough and reliable granite would have to be categorised as
masculine, while culm, a more delicate, genteel, fickle type of rock might be classed as feminine (skat-
ing on thin ice has always been one of my favourite pastimes). Anyhow, culm, it seems to me, is a rock
to be wooed, rather than wowed; to be charmed, rather than charged at; a rock that yields to gentle
persuasion, rather than passionate embrace. Thorough gentlemen that we are, we treated it like a lady;
we took the route in our arms and waltzed up it, pirouetting lightly, deftly, from sloping hold to sloping
hold, coaxing, cajoling, caressing, as we danced. Here and there the rockface was marred by ugly scars,
where protection pegs had been hammered in and out of the thin, vertical cracks. But we preferred to
adorn it with our shiny little trinkets, patiently placing them just so, the emphasis being on quality, rather
than quantity. And it was all very pleasant: more dalliance than derring-do, more humming than heavy
breathing.

All too soon our brief affair was over and we were coiling the ropes, appetites sated, passions abated.
We doffed our hats, turned on our heels and strode off, our thoughts already on fresh assignations and
conquests new.

Well, that's men for you.

The following day was a different kettle of fish, entirely. You might say it was a case of being brought
down a peg or two; of being given the brush off; the cold shoulder; of being sent packing. It started off
pleasantly enough, with a stroll through leafy woodlands, along cool, shady lanes, with birds singing
above and a chattering brook below. We were enroute to the pebble beach at Blackchurch, another area
with big sea-cliffs and an imposing sea-stack that just begs to be climbed. But our timing was all wrong,
the tide was full in and the stack up to its knees in a lively sea, while our fall-back alternative, the two
most amenable climbs on the big, multi-pitch cliffs had been demolished by winter storms, leaving the
few lines remaining looking rather shaky.

We altered our plans and headed for Marsland CIiff, described as a pleasant, relaxing crag, with
friendly, incut holds. An hour's drive, much of it along narrow, rutted lanes, brought us to an isolated car
park. Then an hour's boulder-hopping along the sea-shore, in broiling heat and blazing sunshine, brought
us to the foot of the crag. Arriving a little ahead of Liam, | thought | might do a quick solo of a long,
diagonal route that crosses the full width of the main face at Severe standard, before getting down to the
day's business. But the first few moves persuaded me otherwise, and | backed off, to wait for Liam and
a rope. | should have recognised the signs.

Did you ever have an off-day on rock? One of those days when you feel ungainly and awkward, when
the moves don't come naturally and all the holds seem set the wrong way, too few and far between? lts
got nothing to do with the grade - in fact it's more likely to happen on something you should find easy,
rather than on a hard route. When you think about it, this makes sense: when you are pushing the
grades, climbing at or near your limit, you expect to run into difficulties, to find each sequence testing,
and you can accept that.
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In fact, climbing at your absolute limit can be exhilerating, every move a challenge to mind, feet and
fingers, to such an extent that you forget all else and become completely absorbed in what you are doing.
On the other hand, when you are on a climb that should be well within your compass and are finding
difficulties at every hand's turn, you begin to feel uneasy, unsure and unsettled.

Having tied on and started up the route | was determined to push on, feeling sure that the limbs would
loosen up and the flow would come, but it just didn't happen. | was rattled, uncertain about the gear
placements, unhappy with the heat, unhappy with each laboured, upward movement and acutely aware
of the drop below (always a sign of poor form), and all this trauma on a modest Severe, on what is
described as a friendly crag!

Part of the problem was that | was following two parallel line of holds, one for the feet and one for the
hands, but | was a tad too short, and the line of hand-holds was nearly always just out of reach. Thus, at
the crux, | found myself balanced on the tip of my left foot on a tiny hold, clinging to a small undercut at
waist level with the left hand and, by dint of reaching at full stretch, managing to get the tip of two sweaty
fingers onto the very edge of a small hold high above, while smearing tentatively with the right foot.
Perspiring profusely all the while. And | was unsure, if | risked a snatch and grab, that | would actually
find something to grab. Not on. In fact, it felt much more likly to be off than on, and only small, half-
seated, wires between me and the rocks beneath. And the pegs were no help at all. There they were,
two of them, close together (a bad sign as to their reliability, surely), above, and on the far side of, the
Crux.

| don't like pegs. Over the years | have had close encounters of a most unpleasant kind with pegs. The
first time | did Concrete Wallflower at Glendalough, there was a protection peg at the overlap. | was doing
the route onsight, without the benefit of a guidebook and, when | reached the peg, wasn't sure whether
to go left, right, or straight up. | moved up right, didn't like it and was backclimbing down to the peg when
| came off - and so did the head of the peg. Just like that. Fortunately, | had backed it up with a micro-
wire. Another time, in Dalkey, Suzanne was attempting her first VS lead and had chosen 'Fang' for the
occasion. She moved up smoothly to the peg, clipped it, stepped up into the vee and came off. So did
the head of the peg. Just like that. (She ended up dangling upside down from a wire runner, her head
resting on my shoulder, a situation | thought | handled with some panache, but one which proved to be
the last straw for her). On another occasion, at Glendalough, | was climbing Cornish Rhapsody , made
the tricky, unprotected crux moves at the start of the second pitch and arrived at the peg. But when |
reached up to clip it, the head crumbled like a damp biscuit in my hand. Not nice. | was standing on wet
rock, unable to find a runner placement, faced with the prospect of back-climbing the tricky bit or
continuing up on dripping rock. | whimpered upwards until | found a placement, let the nerves settle, and
continued.

So, here | was, halfway up this Severe, with the two, out-of-reach pegs winking down at me from above
the crux. But if you can't be strong, you must be cute, so | uncoiled my long, thin sling and, after
several abortive attempts, managed to flick one end over the head of the lower peg. Keeping some ten-
sion on the sling, | traversed delicately across below the peg, sneaked up on its blind side and clipped it.
But there was no rush of adrenalin; no sudden return to form. What should have been an enjoyable prel-
ude to the day's climbing had degenerated into a dour struggle - something to be over and done with.
The final moves off the face onto the arete involved the compulsory use of a dodgy flake. Every time |
rapped on it, it answered with a hollow, sinister chuckle. At this stage | was paranoic, suspecting
everything, trusting nothing, but it had to be used. So, instead of pulling on it, | found a little nick on its
side, stepped up on this, pushing down and in to keep everything in place, then latched on to the jugs on
the arete and crept up to the belay.

There was no sense of achievement, no feeling of satisfaction, just relief that it was all over and the
strong suspicion that most of the problems were of my own making.

Sitting in perspiration-soaked clothes, | brought Liam up, all the while eyeing the quiet, relentless surge
of the advancing tide.
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Another protracted, inept performance like the one just endured and we might well have our line of retreat
cut off, and be marooned here for the night. We abbed off, stuffed the gear in the bags and skedaddled.
Couldn't stand the heat - cleared out of the bloody kitchen.

A bad day at the office.

P.S. The following day we climbed at wonderful Baggy Point, the premier climbing venue on this stretch
of coast. Beautiful cliffs, beautiful lines, beautiful day. Floated up the routes - not a bother.

Funny old world.
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Hart's Walk Barry O'Flynn

When doing some research in the National Library an article in the Irish Times for 9th November 1932
caught my eye. Headed Lugnaquilla and Back : A Walking Achievement it gave an account of Henry
Chichester Hart's marathon walk from Terenure to the top of Lug and back to Terenure.

H.C. Hart (1847-1908) was a member of the Alpine Club and a botanist. Like Robert Lloyd Praeger, who
in 1948 became the first President of newly formed Irish Mountaineering Club, he acquired an intimate
knowledge of our mountains in the course of his researches into the flora of Ireland. Both he and Lloyd
Praeger lived in the pre-motorcar era and they carried out most of their exploration on foot. It was said
of Hart that he considered it a pleasant day's outing to leave Dunfanaghy in the morning, traverse
Muckish and Errigal and reach Gweedore before nightfall. A.G. Moore, organising the fieldwork for the
second edition of Cybele Hibernica a survey of Ireland's flora, stated that 'full advantage was taken of
Hart's endurance and skill as a climber and walker and many of the mountain groups and less
accessible areas fell to his share: the Reeks, Galtees, Commeraghs, Twelve Bens, Brandon,
Croaghpatrick, Mweelrea. . . .' Hart was also active abroad. He collected plants for the Palestine
Exploring Expedition of 1883-84 and the British Polar Expedition (Arctic) of 1875-76. The Polar
Expedition attempted to sledge to the North pole, turning back at 83° North. Like many of the great moun-
taineers Hart was intellectually gifted. He collected proverbs, songs, dialect words, local lore,
investigated the Irish names for plants and was the editor of the Arden series of Shakespeare's plays.
Hart's publications include a Flora of Howth (1887), a Flora of County Donegal (1898) and he contributed
the section on Ireland in Haskett Smith's Climbing in the British Isles.

Sometime in the 1890s, following a discussion with colleagues in Trinity College, Hart accepted a
challenge that he could not complete the round trip to Lugnaquilla within twenty-four hours. Accompanied
by Sir Frederick Cullinan, another mountaineer who had climbed the Matterhorn in 1877, they left
Terenure at 10 o'clock at night heading for Lugnaquilla via Laragh and Glenmalure. Having climbed Lug
the pair continued over the summits of Tonelagee and Mullaghcleevaun and on through Ballinascorney
to Terenure completing the trip in 23 hours 50 minutes.

Hart's record remained unbroken for nearly half a century until S. Cunningham and J. J. Cronin
attempted to improve on his time. On Saturday 2nd June 1917 they set off from Terenure at 10pm. They
were in Glenmalure around 7.30 in the mornings and after a short break they began the climb up
Lugnaquilla. By the time they arrived on the summit it was teeming rain and to add to their difficulties thick
mist reduced visibility to a few metres. They got lost until they found some empty shell cases and realised
they were on the artillery range in the Glen of Imall. Eventually they reached the Table Track and got back
to Glenmalure at 1 o'clock in the afternoon of the 3rd June.

At that stage they had no hope of even matching Hart's time. Cronin abandoned the walk but
Cunningham set off half an hour later to walk home to Sandymount in a leisurely fashion via Laragh,
Roundwood, Enniskerry and Dundrum. He had a meal break of an hour at Enniskerry and arrived home
in Sandymount at 1.30am on 4th June having covered a distance of 75 miles (120 Km) in 27 hours.
Taking in to account his wanderings while lost the distance walked was probably closer to 80 miles
(130 Km).

A fortnight later the pair made a second attempt which they were forced to give up because the weather
was so bad. Cronin made a third attempt on Saturday 30th June 1917. Cunningham, through pressure
of business, was unable to accompany him but they met up in Glenmalure and together climbed Lug in
an hour and twenty minutes. The weather was perfect and Cronin continued the walk sticking strictly to
the route. He made it to Terenure beating Hart's time by three hours.
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It is interesting to compare Hart's and Cronin's times:

Stage Hart Cronin Distance
H. - M. H.-M. Km - Miles

Terenure

Lough Bray 03h 00m 02h 29m 16Km 10.0M

Laragh 07h 30m 06h 05m 42Km 26.0M

Glenmalure 09h 05m 07h 50m 51Km 32.0M

Rest (1h 30m) (1h 10m)

Lugnagquilla 12h 45m 10h 21m 59Km 36.5M

Wicklow Gap (rest) (0Oh 09m) 68Km 42.5M

Tonelagee 16h 15m 13h 33m 70Km 43.5M

Rest (0Oh 07m)

Mullaghcleevaun 17h 40m 14h 53m 76Km 47.5M

Ballysmutton 19h 40m 16h 44m 84Km 52.5M

Rest (Oh 35m) (Oh 46m)

Ballinascorney

Terenure 23h 50m 20h 32m 104Km 65M

Hart's times were subsequently published in Climbing in the British Isles. Cronin's times, verified by
independent observers, were recorded by Cunningham. The distance travelled was calculated from map
measurements but on the ground the participants would have covered a greater distance. Cronin lost six
pounds in weight during the walk: incidentally he favoured a vegetarian diet. Both he and Cunningham
objected to being described as hikers.

Back in the '60s if the weather was bad instead of waiting for the evening bus we thought nothing of
walking home from Glendalough to Enniskerry along the Old Coach Road. In those days the road was
unsurfaced which made it easier on the feet. Much of Hart's Walk is on roads and now they have been
tarred it would be an even more punishing expedition than it was in the late 1880s and early 1900s. The
last time | did the road walk from Glendalough to Enniskerry | ended up with blisters. In modern times
some members of the Irish Mountaineering Club and An Oige attempted and succeeded in completing
Hart's Walk but | do not have details of the composition of the parties or the time taken.

Barry O'Flynn
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What is the Your Favourite Irish "VS" climb ?

A search is on from February to end September 2007 to establish a list of favourite Irish VS climbs
amongst IMC club members . To get you thinking Richie Byrne's list is attached below . | quote Richie,
" a climber could spend a lifetime on VS routes and be satisfied. And no matter how good you
become there is always a bogey VS/HVS that gives you trouble ."

Within the club , there is such a wealth of experience amongst members that some VS gems will
appear that have been overlooked . Think for instance of Steve Young , now in Canada and a great
new route maker in his IMC heyday , reminiscing in the 50th Anniversary Newsletter of his time in
Ireland and the joy he had in putting up " Golden Oldies- Part one" in Luggula . Mention in the Club
list will stimulate other climbers to visit and the inevitable gardening can only improve the route .

The Game Plan :

m  Every paid up IMC member in February 2007 is entitled to one vote ! Please take part to make
the choice truly representative of the club - even if you are not actively climbing now .

m  The climb must be currently listed as VS , suitable for traditional climbing ;
It would be a great help for those who don't know the area if you can list also the region where
the crag is and the length of the climb.

m  You can enter your reply by

m emailing to duignanj@gofree.indigo.ie
m writing to me at the address below
m logging on to the article in the IMC website - Forum - General -

"What is your favourite VS Climb"

Make sure to add your name and address to letters and your name as it appears
In the booklet of IMC current members to have your vote logged !

m By all means describe non VS favourites in your reply also (Run of the Arrow in Gola an under
rated very dramatic Hard Severe comes to mind ). These will be logged but not entered in to the
competition. Any photographs will be gratefully received and returned to sender . You can send
digital photos by email too.

m  Please mention any special features of the climb : It doesn't have to be the hardest VS you have
done . A technical feature or a beautiful setting may grab your attention . Please mention if there
are aspects to the climb that require care - e.g. poor access or loose holds.

m  Feel free to mention any other VS climb you wish to draw attention to in your reply although
highlight your first choice.
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The Rich List

This list is what kicked off the idea ; Yes , some of the climbs are multipitch and others are HVS but
what a gourmet delight to get us started.

Richie Byrne asked climbers via a mailing list on www.climbing .ie for their top 20 VS climbs in 2002 :
The following were given (in no particular order ). :

Co Antrim

Ballygally Head Kleptomaniac

Fair Head Girona

Co Clare Ailladie Bonnan Bui
Ground Control
Jug City

Co Donegal Gola Island - Twin Cave Buttress :
Flake Out HVS 5a

Co Down The Mournes Thin Crack
Warsaw Convention

Co Dublin Dalkey Hyperion
In absentia HVS 5 a
Jameson 10 -
Mahjohng -
Streetfighter -

Co Galway Ben Corr Seventh Heaven
Co Kerry Dingle Dun Shean The Needle

Co Wicklow Glendaloch Cracks on Garden of Eden
Prelude- Nightmare

Luggala All along the Watchtower
Clingon- Claideamh Solais
Spearhead HVS

Bonus Points

A euro contribution to the Irish Nepalese Education Trust charity will be made for each reply
received !

The results of the search will appear in the next IMC Newsletter after September 2007.
Many thanks for sharing your dream climb !!

John Duignan (alias Johnnie nine fingers)

Address : 41 North Avenue
Mount Merrion
Co Dublin
Email : duignanj@gofree.indigo.ie
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IMC COMMITTEE 2005/2006

President:
Chairman:
Secretary:

Treasurer:

Meets Sec.:
Librarian:
Publicity Officer:
Training Officer:
Hut Warden:

Ordinary members:

Auditors:

Archivist:

Terry O'Neill
Moira Creedon
Seamus O Hanlon

Lloyd Moore

Barry Watts
Celine Murphy
Conor Doherty
Declan Craig
Conor O'Connor
Lorenzo Antolovi
Edwige Ducher
Donal Gannon
Tony Groves
Des Doyle

John Patton
John Forsythe

087 6449355

087 2396461
087 6887837

087 9947800
6283325(H)

8371160(H) 0876633564
086 4027652
4598455(H) 0876640688
087 7909090
0863929161

087 4181375

086 8505301

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

Moira Creedon
Declan Craig
Barry Watts
Conor Doherty
Conor O'Connor

Edwige Ducher

moiracreedon@eircom.net

ei6fr@gofree.indigo.ie

barrington1978@yahoo.com

saintcmd@yahoo.com

conocon@eircom.net

edwigeducher@hotmail.com

IMC Club email:

imc@cpth.ie
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~ MISC PICS ~

U
J

Annalong Buttress
Thin Crack Johnnie - 28 05 2006
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NOTES
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