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IRISH MOUNTAINEERING CLUB - CUMANN SLEIBHTEOIREACHTA NA HEIREANN
ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING
CLUB NA MUINTEOIRI,
PARNELL SQUARE, DUBLIN
19.00 P.M. NOVEMBER 22ND 2007 MINUTES

1. The meeting was opened by the President as chairman. Apologies for non-attendance
were received from M. Creedon, A. Gerrard, J. Lynam. The minutes of the 2006 AGM
were adopted. Proposed by L. Moore, seconded by K. Kelly

Reports:

Chairperson:

The Chairperson expressed her regret at being unable to attend the meeting and her
sincere appreciation of the support she received from members following the very recent
death of her father. The meeting joined the chairman in formally expressing their sympa-
thy on this recent bereavement.

Hut Warden:

The report was proposed for adoption by L. Convery, seconded by A. Gough. The Warden
especially thanked K. Kelly for his solo contribution to the replacement of the porch and
also the windows to the Cow House. In reply to queries he estimated that replacing the
kitchen ceiling and using recessed lights there will cost about €600; a skip to clear rubble
will be about €300; refurbishment of the toilet block €2,000.Steps will be taken to retrieve
information about clubs with which we have reciprocal arrangements so that both we and
they can gain maximum benefit.

Librarian:

No report. It was agreed without dissent that any radical change in relation to the Library,
which has been dormant for several years, would be referred to the members. Members
are invited to make suggestions but should check themselves that any suggestion is
feasible, unlike some suggestions made in the past.

Meets Secretary:

No report.The Chairman pointed out that there have been three Meets Secretaries this
year, Barry Watts who did an excellent job until he moved back to Limerick, Lorenzo
Antolovi who took over fleetingly from Barry until he in turn emigrated and Allister Gerrard
who is doing an excellent job.

Publicity Officer:

A brief verbal report was given. He especially thanked Declan Craig for his excellent work
in producing the newsletter.

Training Officer:
The report was adopted, proposed by A. Gough, seconded by C. Doherty.

Treasurer:
The Treasurer's report was adopted, proposed by T. Groves, seconded by C. O Connor.

Presidents Address:
The President said how much he felt honoured by his appointment. He thanked the
members of the Committee for their hard work in making things happen and



gave especial thanks to Barry Watts and wished him well in Limerick. He pointed out that
all members, by the presence and activity are contributing to the future of the club. He
noted that the activity within the club is constantly changing and evolving and this was
particularly evident in the creation of the post of Training Officer and the excellent work
done by those who have held that position. It is significant that people who have more
recently joined the club and who have benefited from this increased level of training are
now helping some longer-established members to correct deficiencies in their safety
techniques. This shows up the importance of all of us constantly refreshing our
understanding of good practice. He praised the newsletter which is a superior production
to the Irish Mountain Log and a credit to the club. Antoinette Gough and Conor O Connor
and the teams behind them were thanked for the work they put into the organisation of
the 50th Anniversary of the Hut. This was the undoubted social highlight of the club year
and greatly enjoyed by all present. It was a welcome development that we were invited to
send a representative to the Fell and Rock Climbing Club of the English Lake District
centenary dinner at which we were represented by Liam Convery. Kieran Kelly's ascent of
Denali was one of very few Irish ascents of this mountain and the fact that he succeeded
so effortlessly was a tribute to his preparation. Gerry Galligan's ascent of Assiniboine was
also in the clubs mountaineering tradition. Sile Daly and Dave Craig spent several weeks
climbing in Norway and Allstair Gerrard has climbed d Kilimanjaro. 2008 will bring the
60th anniversary of the club and already a meet to the Indian Himalaya is planned. As a
founding member the club should keep a close watch on the progress of the MCI and
remain closely involved in the planning of its future to make sure that it remains true to its
mountaineering roots. It would be unfortunate if the MCI became just another business
selling services to members who had metamorphosed into being customers.

Motions:

(1) Proposed by S. O Hanlon, seconded by T. Groves, passed:

That clause 27 of the Constitution be deleted and replaced by the following: No addition,
alteration or amendment shall be made to or in the provisions of Clauses 1 or 25 or 26 or
28 or this clause of this Constitution for the time being in force unless the same shall
have been previously approved in writing by the Revenue Commissioners.

(2) Proposed by S. O Hanlon, seconded by Frank Winder, passed:
That clause 1 of the constitution be deleted and replaced by the following:
1. Objects1.1 The main object of the Club is to encourage and organise mountaineering
(including rockclimbing, hill-walking, ice-climbing, and bouldering) and kindred activities in
Ireland and abroad.
1.2. The subsidiary objects of the club are
1.2.1. To act on behalf of and in the interests of Club members in matters
related to the main object of the Club.1.2.2. To promote awareness of the need
to maintain access to, and the conservation and protection of, the cliff, mountain,
and upland environment.1.2.3. To provide services and facilities for its members
and others in furtherance of the main object of the Club.

(3) Proposed by L.Moore, seconded by D. Craig, passed: That the following membership
fees be approved: Individual €50, Joint €90, Unwaged €45.

(4) Proposed by D. Craig, seconded by S. Barett, passed: The Training Officer may allow
(full) Members who do not possess formal climbing qualifications to act as mentors to
participants in the "Introduction to Rock Climbing for New Member's" provided that they
act under the supervision of a Member qualified SPA or higher appointed by the Training
Officer



(5) Proposed by T. Groves, seconded by S. O Hanlon passed with amendments:

That the following text be adopted to replace the existing Constitution:

(See appendix)

The text proposed was amended by changing paragraph 3.5.9, renumbering paragraph
7.1.5 to 7.2.5 and making it applicable only to Annual General Meetings Amending para-
graphs 3.9, 4.4 and 9.5 to insert the word "legitimate" before "performance". These
amendments are made to the appended approved constitution.

Election of Officers
The following were elected, all unopposed:

President: K. Kelly, Proposed by T. O Neill, seconded by S. O Hanlon.
Kieran accepted the position and addressed the meeting.

Chairman: Michael. Scott, Proposed by D. Craig, seconded by S. O
Hanlon.

Secretary: S. O Hanlon, Proposed by S. Barrett, seconded by D. Doyle.

Treasurer: L. Moore, Proposed by T. Groves, seconded by S. O Hanlon.

Meets Secretary: A. Gerrard, Proposed by S. O Hanlon , seconded by T. Groves.

Publicity Officer: C. Doherty, Proposed by T. Groves, seconded by A. Gough.

Training Officer: D. Craig, Proposed by T. Groves, seconded by A. Gough.

Hut Warden: T. Groves, Proposed by S. O Hanlon, seconded by D. Craig.

Librarian: M. Creedon, Proposed by S. O Hanlon, seconded by E. Ducher.

Membership Officer: E. Ducher, Proposed by T. Groves, seconded by K.Kelly.
A. Gough as assistant to Membership Officer

Ordinary members: T. Barry, Proposed by S. O Hanlon, seconded by D. Craig.
Peter Wood, Proposed by S. O Hanlon, seconded by D. Craig.
Auditors: D. O Murchu, P. Donnelly or if he is not available S. Barrett

Any other business:

The President thanked the outgoing Archivist and Auditors for their contributions over
many years. He also thanked K.Byrne, L. Convery and T. Groves for their work on drafting
the new Constitution. There being no other business the meeting then concluded.

Appendix
1. Name

The name of the body governed by this Constitution is "Irish Mountaineering Club" (in
Irish, "Cumann Sléibhteoireachta na hEireann"), hereinafter referred to as "the Club". The
Club shall be based in Ireland. Objects of the Club. The main object of the Club is to
encourage and organise mountaineering (including rock-climbing, hill-walking, ice-climb-
ing, and bouldering) and kindred activities in Ireland and abroad. The subsidiary objects of
the Club are: to act on behalf of and in the interests of Club members in matters related
to the main object of the Club; to promote awareness of the need to maintain access to,
and the conservation and protection of, the cliff, mountain, and upland environment; to
provide services and facilities for its members and others in furtherance of the main object
of the Club. The Committee The management of the Club's affairs shall be vested in the
Committee. The Committee shall comprise the Club's Officers and up to five other mem-
bers. The Club's Officers and two other Committee members shall be elected at each
Annual General Meeting. Those positions on the Committee which remain unfilled after an
Annual General Meeting may be subsequently filled by co-option by the Committee at its
discretion. Every Committee member must be a Full Member of the Club and must be



resident in Ireland. A Committee member's position shall cease: at the next Annual
General Meeting after his/her appointment; oron his/her giving notice of resignation to the
Chairman (or, in the case of the Chairman, by giving notice to the Secretary); or on
becoming unable to perform his/her duties for the remainder of his/her term; or in accor-
dance with a resolution passed at an Extraordinary General Meeting. The Committee may
co-opt a replacement for a Committee member whose position has ceased. The Club's
Officers shall be as follows: The Chairman, whose duties shall be to oversee the opera-
tion and development of the Committee, issue notices of, set the agenda for and chair
Committee meetings, and as otherwise specified in this Constitution. The Secretary
whose duties shall be to deal with correspondence relating to Club affairs, issue notices
of General Meetings, record and publish the minutes of Committee meetings and General
Meetings, record and publish details of Club policies as decided by the members and
Committee in a format suited to providing a permanent archive of information useful to
future memberships/Committees, and as otherwise specified in this Constitution. The
Treasurer, whose duties shall be to maintain the Club's finances and accounts, provide
financial reports to the Committee, members, and others as required, cause the annual
accounts to be audited, and as otherwise specified in this Constitution. The Publicity
Officer, whose duties shall be to operate, maintain and promote any publications and
websites operated by the Club, keep members informed about the services and facilities
and benefits available to them, deal with general promotional publicity relating to the Club,
and as otherwise specified in this Constitution. The Membership Officer, whose duties
shall be to recruit new members, try to retain existing members, monitor members' mem-
bership status, propose membership status changes to the Committee as appropriate,
inform members of any changes to their membership status, maintain and publish mem-
bership records, and as otherwise specified in this Constitution. The Training Officer,
whose duties shall be to organise and promote training-related activities for the Club's
member's. The Meets Secretary, whose duties shall be to organise and promote regular
mountaineering and social activities for the Club's member's. The Hut Warden, whose
duties shall be to operate, maintain and promote the IMC Hut. The Librarian, whose
duties shall be to operate, maintain and promote the Club's library, and maintain the
Club's historical records in a secure, controlled and accessible location. The Committee
may appoint such sub-committees as it sees fit, and any Officer may delegate tasks to
others as he/she sees fit, subject to any direction by the Committee. Nobody may hold
the same Officer position for more than three consecutive terms. The Committee shall
meet at least four times between Annual General Meetings, with each meeting being not
more than four months after the previous Committee meeting or General Meeting. The
quorum for Committee meetings shall be five Committee members. In the absence of the
Chairman from a Committee meeting, the Committee may elect one of its members who
are present to perform the Chairman's duties. In the absence of the Secretary from a
Committee meeting, the Committee may elect one of its members who are present to per-
form the Secretary's duties. The Committee members shall be indemnified against all
actions and proceedings, costs, damages or claims arising out of the legitimate perform-
ance of their duties out of the property of the Club and by the members. The President,
The Club shall have a President, who shall be elected at an Annual General Meeting for a
term of three years. The President shall be the patron of the Club, shall chair subsequent
General Meetings, and may attend but not vote at Committee meetings. The President
must be a Full Member of the Club, for not less than five years in total, and must be resi-
dent in Ireland. The President's position shall cease: on the expiration of his/her term of
office; or on his/her giving notice of resignation to the Chairman; or on becoming unable
to perform his/her duties for the remainder of his/her term of office; or in accordance with



a resolution passed at a General Meeting. In this event the Chairman shall perform the
duties of the President until the next election of a President. The President shall be
indemnified against all actions and proceedings, costs, damages or claims arising out of
the legitimate performance of his/her duties out of the property of the Club and by the
members. Membership The Club's membership shall consist of Associate Members and
Full Members. The option to become an Associate Member of the Club is open to any
person: who is at least eighteen years of age; and who accepts that mountaineering is an
activity with risk of personal injury or death, confirms that he/she is aware of and accepts
these risks, and agrees to be responsible for his/her own actions and involvement; and
who pays a subscription to cover membership for the remainder of the subscription year,
which shall be the entire annual subscription or a portion thereof, as determined by the
Committee from time to time; and who has not been expelled from the Club during the
previous five years; and who, if he/she has been expelled from the Club more than five
years previously, is accepted by the Committee. The Committee may elect as a Full
Member anybody who fulfils the criteria for being an Associate Member, and satisfies the
Committee that they are competent in mountain navigation and safety and in leading
rock-climbs of at least V.Diff standard. The Club may have up to ten Honorary Members
at any time. An Honorary Member may be nominated by the Committee for election at an
Annual General Meeting, the Committee having been satisfied that the person has ren-
dered outstanding service to mountaineering and/or to the Club. An Honorary Member
shall become a Full Member of the Club, but shall not be liable to pay subscriptions.
Membership of the Club shall cease: on receipt by the Secretary of a notice of resignation
from the member; or on the member's failure to pay the annual subscription within three
months of its falling due; or as otherwise provided for in this Constitution. The Committee
shall deal with any allegations it receives that a member's conduct is or has been contrary
to the interests of the Club. The entire procedure shall be carried out in accordance with
the principles of natural justice. The member's membership, or benefits of his/her mem-
bership, may be immediately suspended pending resolution of the issue, if such is
deemed necessary to protect the interests of the Club. A mediator may be appointed to
attempt to mediate the issue, and a disciplinary panel may be appointed to adjudicate on
the issue and recommend sanctions. Mediators and disciplinary panel members need not
be members of the Club and may not be members of the Committee, and shall carry out
their duties fairly, courteously and discreetly. Decisions shall be based on the balance of
probability. The Committee shall accept the decision of a disciplinary panel and implement
its recommendations, except under exceptional circumstances. Sanctions up to and
including expulsion from membership of the Club may be imposed. Subscriptions The
Club shall levy an annual subscription on members. The subscription shall be payable a
year in advance, becoming due on 1st November each year. The amount of the subscrip-
tion shall be determined by the Committee and shall be notified to members before 1st
October each year. Subscription payments shall be accepted from the time of notification.
Any increase in the subscription shall be subject to approval at the next Annual General
Meeting. If the Annual General Meeting does not approve the increase, the difference
shall be refunded within thirty days to those members who have already paid the
increase. Any member who has completed forty years membership (some of which may
have been as an Associate Member) of the Club shall not be required to pay further sub-
scriptions. General meetings All general meetings General Meetings shall be held at a
suitable venue. The venue shall be in Dublin or within 5km of the IMC Hut. In the absence
of the President, a General Meeting shall be chaired by the Chairman. In the absence of
both, a Full Member may be elected to chair the meeting from among those present. A
General Meeting may be attended only by members of the Club and by other persons



who have been invited by the President at his/her discretion. The Membership Officer
shall make available at a General Meeting a list of members entitled to attend and mem-
bers entitled to vote. At a General Meeting, the quorum shall be twenty-five Full Members
or half the membership, whichever is less. If within one hour of the notified time of the
start of the meeting a quorum is not present, then: If the meeting had been convened
upon the requisition of members, it shall be dissolved. Otherwise, it shall be adjourned for
one week to the same time and place, and if at the adjourned meeting a quorum is not
present within one hour, the members present shall constitute a quorum. This Constitution
may be amended by a motion passed by a two-thirds majority of the Full Members pres-
ent and voting at any General Meeting. Only Full Members of the Club may vote at
General Meetings. Voting at General Meetings shall be by simple majority of those pres-
ent and voting, except where otherwise specified in this Constitution. Annual General
Meetings An Annual General Meeting of the Club shall be held each year. The meeting
shall be held in October or November, except under exceptional circumstances. At least
five weeks preliminary notice of an Annual General Meeting shall be given to members.
Any two Full Members of the Club may have a motion placed on the agenda for an
Annual General Meeting if notice of it, signed by the two members as Proposer and
Seconder respectively, is given to the Secretary at least three weeks before the meeting.
The Committee may also place a motion on the agenda. The Secretary shall notify mem-
bers of the agenda at least two weeks before the meeting. Each Annual General Meeting
shall deal with the following matters, in such order as the Committee decides: Receive
and approve the minutes of the previous Annual General Meeting. Receive an address
from the President. Receive and approve a report from each of the Club's Officers. The
Treasurer's report shall include an audited Income and Expenditure Account and Balance
Sheet. Deal with the motions on the agenda. Elect the Officers and two other Committee
members for the following year. Elect one or more auditors, who shall not be members of
the Committee, and need not be members of the Club. Elect a President, if such an elec-
tion is due. An open discussion session, at the President's discretion. Any motion on the
agenda of an Annual General Meeting may be amended at the meeting if the amendment
is proposed and seconded by two Full Members, and the President chairing the meeting
is satisfied that it does not materially alter the substance of the motion. Extraordinary
General Meetings An Extraordinary General Meeting shall be convened if the Committee
so decides, or if the Secretary is given notice of a motion which has been signed by two
Full Members as Proposer and Seconder respectively, together with eight or more other
Full Members. The Secretary shall, within one week of receipt of the motion, issue to all
members between two weeks and four weeks notice of the meeting and its agenda,
except in the case of an emergency, when a shorter notice period may be given. At an
Extraordinary General Meeting, only the motions on the agenda may be dealt with. The
IMC Hut Trustees shall hold for the benefit of the Club's members the property known as
the IMC Hut in Glendasan, Co. Wicklow, and the Club shall maintain it for the use of its
members and others, for activities consistent with the objects of the Club. Club Finance
and Property Annual audited accounts shall be kept and made available to the Revenue
Commissioners on request. The income and property of the Club shall be applied solely
towards the promotion of its main objects as set out in this Constitution. No portion of the
Club's income and property shall be paid or transferred directly or indirectly by way of div-
idend, bonus or otherwise howsoever by way of profit, to the members of the Club. No
Officer shall be appointed to any office of the Club paid by salary or fees, or receive any
remuneration or other benefit in money or money's worth from the Club. However, nothing
shall prevent any payment in good faith by the Club of: reasonable and proper remunera-
tion to any member of the Club (not being an Officer) for any services rendered to the



resident in Ireland. A Committee member's position shall cease: at the next Annual
General Meeting after his/her appointment; oron his/her giving notice of resignation to the
Chairman (or, in the case of the Chairman, by giving notice to the Secretary); or on
becoming unable to perform his/her duties for the remainder of his/her term; or in accor-
dance with a resolution passed at an Extraordinary General Meeting. The Committee may
co-opt a replacement for a Committee member whose position has ceased. The Club's
Officers shall be as follows: The Chairman, whose duties shall be to oversee the opera-
tion and development of the Committee, issue notices of, set the agenda for and chair
Committee meetings, and as otherwise specified in this Constitution. The Secretary
whose duties shall be to deal with correspondence relating to Club affairs, issue notices
of General Meetings, record and publish the minutes of Committee meetings and General
Meetings, record and publish details of Club policies as decided by the members and
Committee in a format suited to providing a permanent archive of information useful to
future memberships/Committees, and as otherwise specified in this Constitution. The
Treasurer, whose duties shall be to maintain the Club's finances and accounts, provide
financial reports to the Committee, members, and others as required, cause the annual
accounts to be audited, and as otherwise specified in this Constitution. The Publicity
Officer, whose duties shall be to operate, maintain and promote any publications and
websites operated by the Club, keep members informed about the services and facilities
and benefits available to them, deal with general promotional publicity relating to the Club,
and as otherwise specified in this Constitution. The Membership Officer, whose duties
shall be to recruit new members, try to retain existing members, monitor members' mem-
bership status, propose membership status changes to the Committee as appropriate,
inform members of any changes to their membership status, maintain and publish mem-
bership records, and as otherwise specified in this Constitution. The Training Officer,
whose duties shall be to organise and promote training-related activities for the Club's
member's. The Meets Secretary, whose duties shall be to organise and promote regular
mountaineering and social activities for the Club's member's. The Hut Warden, whose
duties shall be to operate, maintain and promote the IMC Hut. The Librarian, whose
duties shall be to operate, maintain and promote the Club's library, and maintain the
Club's historical records in a secure, controlled and accessible location. The Committee
may appoint such sub-committees as it sees fit, and any Officer may delegate tasks to
others as he/she sees fit, subject to any direction by the Committee. Nobody may hold
the same Officer position for more than three consecutive terms. The Committee shall
meet at least four times between Annual General Meetings, with each meeting being not
more than four months after the previous Committee meeting or General Meeting. The
quorum for Committee meetings shall be five Committee members. In the absence of the
Chairman from a Committee meeting, the Committee may elect one of its members who
are present to perform the Chairman's duties. In the absence of the Secretary from a
Committee meeting, the Committee may elect one of its members who are present to per-
form the Secretary's duties. The Committee members shall be indemnified against all
actions and proceedings, costs, damages or claims arising out of the legitimate perform-
ance of their duties out of the property of the Club and by the members. The President,
The Club shall have a President, who shall be elected at an Annual General Meeting for a
term of three years. The President shall be the patron of the Club, shall chair subsequent
General Meetings, and may attend but not vote at Committee meetings. The President
must be a Full Member of the Club, for not less than five years in total, and must be resi-
dent in Ireland. The President's position shall cease: on the expiration of his/her term of
office; or on his/her giving notice of resignation to the Chairman; or on becoming unable
to perform his/her duties for the remainder of his/her term of office; or in accordance with
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IRISH MOUNTAINEERING CLUB
INTRODUCTION TO ROCK CLIMBING FOR NEW MEMBERS 2008

Preface
The Introduction to Rock Climbing programme for New Club Members is aimed at giving
recently joined Associate Members the opportunity to learn to climb as a "second" on
single pitch crags, and to meet other new members with whom they can learn, form
climbing partnerships and progress together.

The successful running of the program each year is entirely dependant on the volun-
tary services of experienced club members to act as mentors to our newcomers. It's
not necessary to hold a qualification such as SPA or RCL to help out. However, as
there will be award holders helping out it's a good opportunity to log observations if
you too are working towards a qualification. I'd like to invite as many experienced
members as possible to consider helping out, even if you can't make all four
sessions.

This year it's proposed that the Introduction Sessions will run on the following dates

Session 1 - Thursday 19th April
Session 2 - Thursday 26th April
Session 3 - Tuesday 1st May
Session 4 - Thursday 10th May

All sessions will run from 6.pm until 9.pm approx. (traffic chaos allowing)

The venue for all sessions will be Dalkey Quarry, however of course the vagaries of the Irish
climate must be taken into account and sessions may be postponed if conditions dictate.

Over the course of the program we'd like to ensure that participants
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Have been shown how to don their climbing equipment properly and complete
checks on self and climbing partner.

Have been shown how to tie in to their harness and to a belay safely.

Have been given a working knowledge of climbing calls commonly used.
Have belayed a climber on both Bottom and Top Rope Systems

Have been introduced to protection, its placement and removal.

Have belayed a lead climber.

Have seconded a lead climber and removed gear using a nut key.

Have been shown how to set up a secure climbing belay

Have been shown how to abseil in safety using prussiks.

Have been shown how to set up safe Bottom and Top Rope Systems

Have had the use of guidebooks and the grading system explained to them.
Have been shown how to coil a climbing rope and how to care for same
Have had the importance of gaining experience seconding climbs before
progressing on to the more serious role of leader explained to them.

Have had the ethics of climbing in Ireland discussed with them.

As an example of how a session might run on the following page is an example from last

year



Session 2:

Objective - During this session beginner's will:

Have been shown how to use a guidebook to select and find a climb

Have been introduced to protection, its placement and removal.

Have belayed a lead climber.

Have seconded a lead climber and removed gear using a nut key.

Have been shown the Clove hitch and how to use it to attach to an anchor

How to coil a rope

Notes for Mentors:

)

O

)

The aim of the Programme is to impart knowledge - not to clock up the maximum
number of routes or to take beginners up hard routes and scare the daylights out of
them :.

Routes should be chosen to allow the beginners to climb comfortably and be able to
absorb details of rope-work, gear placement, and climbing technique demonstrated
by their mentor rather than hanging on for dear life :.

To this end, its suggested that mentors concentrate on using routes in the Diff to
Severe grades (at least for the first two sessions)

As a general guide, at least half the time should be spent at ground level in group
work, practicing and demonstrating techniques.

Spend plenty of time on use of gear, belaying, safety, climbing techniques;

Mentors should acquaint or re-acquaint themselves with the routes to be used -
some easy routes could have changed.

Mentors should review relevant material (belaying and gear placement etc).
This is the knowledge to impart.

A second rope plus ample gear might allow beginners practice what they are
learning.

It's recommended that where possible 2 x Single Ropes are used to belay
Beginners up climbs. Beginners should NOT be belayed on Single fi Ropes

The mentor/beginner ratio of 1:2 should be maintained when climbing but this could
be increased to a maximum of 1:4 for bottom roping, abseiling, practice at tying
knots, setting up belays etc.

On their first abseils Beginners should be protected by a safety rope until they have
demonstrated competence with their prussik

So, if you feel that you would enjoy passing on your skills to our new members and are
willing to help please contact Declan at 086-4027652 or ei6fr@gofree.indigo.ie



MEMORIES OF AN EARLY PARTNERSHIP Sean Rothery

One of my earliest memories of Frank was from a
particularly epic first ascent of a wet vegetated
gully in the West of Ireland. From a precarious
stance, halfway up, | heard him cry out from
above, "melinium streptodorum”, or some such
botanical term. Frank the botanist, scientist,
scholar and above all, inveterate rock climber, had
found a belay. It did not matter that when | joined
him | saw he was tied to a clump of grass.

In the early 1950s | partnered Frank, over many
weekends, in exploring routes on that lovely south
facing buttress of Camaderry in Glendalough.
Elegant lines such as Nightmare and Scimitar led
inevitably to an obsession to solve the problem of
the, then, ultimate prize of the Spillikin Ridge. A
balmy June day in 1954 offered that opportunity.
Frank and | joined Peter Kenny and Paul Hill for an
attempt to complete this route. Paul and | led the

: early pitches while Frank and Peter led
alternatively up to the deep crack between the spillikin and the main face. This was a huge
detached block, which we blithely assumed was firmly attached to the solid rock although,
with four of us struggling up the crack and crowded on the top, the possibility of its
detaching itself from the main face with us astride did not register. Frank alternated with
Peter in several attempts to lead up the final vertical section and eventually Peter
succeeded. After we all reached the top, the tension of exposure and difficulty left the four
of us exhausted but elated. The spillikin broke off a few years later, smashing down the cliff
to crash on the boulders below. It was a weekday and the cliff was deserted.

Chamonix 1953. Frank and | set out across England and France to that Mecca of rock
climbers on Frank's beloved motorbike. His meticulous approach to life's challenges led to
innumerable stops when different bits of the engine were dismantled to find the source and
solution of some unusual knocking or hesitation in the performance of the bike. Peter Kenny
and John Morrison joined us in Chamonix and we stayed in the flophouse used by young
impoverished climbers, the Biolet.

Our first climb was a traverse of the Aiguille de I'M and the very next day, although we were
barely out from home, we went to attempt the north-west ridge of the Charmoz. Two top
French alpinists had just completed the first ascent of this formidable rock climb and we
were attempting the second ascent. On the early pitches we were joined by two English
climbers Harold Drasdo and Keith King and we decided to team up. Our progress on the
long hard rock pitches was painfully slow and when we were stopped near the summit by
approaching darkness and a dangerously loose boulder a retreat was reluctantly agreed.
The route of chosen descent led us to the top of a steep gully with no visible escape so a
bivouac was inevitable. The equipment in those days consisted of thin, army-surplus, cheap
anoraks and woolly sweaters and it was a sleepless night, looking down at the lights of
Chamonix far below.



At first light we abseiled down the clean rock faces and on the way saw a column of
climbers moving up the snow slopes in our direction. In our innocence we assumed that this
was a rescue party for us and resolved to ignore them and pretend that we had planned our
night out. When we finally met they ignored us, marching past and later on, reaching the
track, we lay down on the grass and slept in the warm sunshine, over thirty hours since the
climb began.

Frank and | later made a successful ascent of the Aiguille du Fou, a splendid rock needle
and climb that he exulted in. This was a memorable day in our partnership in those days of
our youth.

TRIBUTE Paul Keogh

| was asked to write a sort piece about Frank because | was someone who was lucky to
have climbed with him in the modern era, and | might add, had a great fondness for him.

My first memories of Frank were the Thursday night slide shows in the Chancery Inn, where
Frank would arrive on his Honda 50 wearing his white climbing helmet and smoking his
pipe. Everybody was always greeted with a genuine interest in what they were doing on the
climbing scene, weekends away etc.

| was thinking back about the climbs we did together "Flying Enterprise" in Bun Beg, Co.
Donegal where Frank was having a bit of difficulty at the crux. Because of his "low stature"
he could not quite reach the hold that would have made "a whole new world appear". He
was profusely apologising for his lack of skill and strength to the point that | was feeling
worse for dragging him up there and inflicting the climb on him, a pensioner! But all was in
hand as Frank did one of his air shuffles (with his feet) and up he came extolling my great
climbing prowess. Typical Frank.

There were many great days had climbing with Frank leading him up some classic routes
around the VS grades that he always fancied doing but never got around to. Frank was
gung ho and | used to have a bit of a job sometimes talking him out of leading, selfishly
sparing myself the terrifying ordeal of watching him lead something that would have been
no problem to him in his prime, but at his time of life was very difficult.

But the climb that most comes to mind is a first ascent that myself and Frank did together
in the Black Valley in Co.Kerry a few years ago. Its unnamed and not written up. He had
looked at it many years before that with Betty Healy and a few others. | have to say its not
one for the purists; it's a real "Winder Special", a throw back to the days when grass,
depending on the type of course, was most definitely in (and for me very welcome).

It was a two hour walk in from the road to the foot of the climb. It starts as a solo up a steep
grassy slope and continued on for two more long solo pitches (dragging a rope behind) up
steep grassy cliffs with a sprinkling of rock thrown in purely as window dressing. But
everything was ok - my trusty second was shouting up instructions to me that the grass on
my right was Blue Moor grass. | thought to myself - this is not a good time for a botany
lesson Frank! But actually he wanted me to use it to hold on to as it had very good
qualities for the job, and he was right.



We topped out on the col between Caher and Carrauntohill. It was a scorching day and we
were hot and thirsty. We decided to head down to the lake straight away as it was inviting
us in. By the time we got there the soles of our feet were burning; we peeled of and jumped
in wearing nothing but a smile.

It was with great sadness that | heard from Frank's family just before Christmas that Frank
was in St Lukes and that he was not good. It was on St. Stephen's day that we got to see
him and he was at the crux and had been for a long time battling and not giving in. He did
not want to receive his visitors lying in bed but wanted to sit in a chair and was determined
to do so which he did. Triumphing over adversity once again!

Thanks Frank for the memories and climbs you left for us to enjoy.

MEMORIES Elizabeth Healy

Remembering Frank, others will give accounts of fine climbs. | had many of these with him,
but | have other pictures....My memories are less of particular incidents, rather a moving
picture, a kaleidoscope of images stretching over decades. There were so many aspects of
Frank and, as Brian MacCall said in a recent note, one feels that he never really gave all
he had - and that was much.

| have written elsewhere about how walking, or climbing, with Frank was an education and
ajoy:

He revealed the significance of the apparently insignificant - a slight change of colour in a
brackish pool, a litle movement in the grass. He knew the name and habits of every shy
leaflet and rare blossom, and every small creature that rustled in the heather. Even
climbing up some wet and vegetated gully, he would be heard to exclaim with the delight of
discovery - 'Ah, Adelanthus lindenbergianus' or some such. Or, instead, the voice might float
down from above, declaiming, as the rope ascended slowly - interrupted by many grunts -
'The unpurged images of day recede...' or other Yeatsian stanza. Yeats and other poets
always accompanied Frank in his mind; he could be heard muttering poetry away to
himself as he walked along or scanned the mountains searching out climbing possibilities.

| can see him towards the close of an Annual Dinner - where? - quartering the dance floor
on roller skates, intoning 'Because we love bare hills and stunted trees....", not to an
audience, just to himself.

His best climbing days were before the days of fine equipment, when most of us were
impecunious, dressed in ex-army rags, and when nylon ropes were a precious novelty. Aids
such as wires, friends and sticky soles hadn't been invented yet, but Frank would carry a
pocketful of pebbles to drop into cracks and hang a sling around. | remember him so often,
high on a cliff, fixing a sling around a clump of grass (but he knew his vegetation). In the
absence of anything more attractive, he might wind a sling around a sprig of ivy - 'Purely
psychological' he would mutter.



No cars, of course, in those days. Weekends meant the Glendalough bus or, for the lucky
ones, motorbikes. Frank had a 500cc...???? He was a small man physically, and | see him
set off on his monster machine almost buried under a huge rucksack which | could hardly
lift. On a big climb, half of this would ascend the cliff with him. The motorbike matched his
determination and sense of purpose - a powerhouse of intent. | remember in the days when
Border Crossing to the Mournes was quite a business - formal documentation, two Customs
Barriers, inspection by police, an uneasy political atmosphere. There was always some
tension and uncomfortable anticipation when approaching the Northern post, and there was
the freezing black February night when we, having driven north on icy, snow-bordered roads
and arrived there with icicles clinging to us, these northern customs men ushered us inside.
There had been unhappy incidents before this when climbers carrying, of course, maps,
compasses and other suspicious gear, were brought to police stations for lengthy
questioning. Were we now going to be searched and questioned, even detained? No, it
was to invite us to the fire to thaw out, and to bring us mugs of steaming tea before
continuing on our way.

A very early trip to Kerry - the one when the Citadel was climbed (I was a neophyte and this
trip was my first great adventure) introduced us to the old rural Ireland of natural
hospitality, one now sadly much diminished. We had brought a tent of course and were
never refused permission to camp, always offered milk and eggs. At one farmhouse on the
Beara Peninsula we asked for permission to use the barn, to be brought into the house and
given supper, bed and breakfast.

A climb from those early days that Frank was particularly proud of was the first ascent of
Spillikin Ridge in Glendalough. An account of this, written by his partner in the climb, Peter
Kenny, can be read elsewhere. In later years, after the Spillikin fell, he brought a piece of
the fallen rock home with him, and it sits in his garden to this day.

Then there was Frank the Pied Piper, setting off on holiday with his five small children, car
and caravan laden with climbing gear, tent, wetsuits, harpoons, fishing rods, inflatable
canoe, food, cooking equipment, books.....

We used to jeer him when, at the end of a long climbing day, still muddy and no doubt smelly
from rock and vegetation, he would be rushing back to his laboratory at Trinity College, to
his test-tubes and pipettes to check on his latest biochemical experiment. We didn't fully
appreciate at the time how important his work was.

In the background always was his beloved Jeanne, beautiful and striking, who sustained
him so patiently and gallantly in his later difficult years of iliness.



FRANK WINDER - THE LATER YEARS Bill Hannon

In the nineteen eighties a few of us climbed in Dalkey Quarry on Sunday mornings - a
practice that enabled us to be "domesticated" for the remainder o' the day. Frank was in his
late fifties when he joined us. He soon regained his old ability and ambition, acquired up-to-
date gear and enthusiastically worked his way through most of the interesting climbs.
Difficult climbs like "Blood Crack" simply provoked a dogged persistence. He fell off
repeatedly and hung, comically at times, on the smallest of chocs. But in most cases he
succeeded.

Glendalough and Luggala followed. He enjoyed repeating the old classics - many
originally had been put up by himself. He revisited Lough Barra (Donegal) with Elizabeth
Healy and Coumshingaun with Stephen Galway.

He related well with a newer generation of climbers and became involved in most of the club
activities, enjoying, in particular, visits to Snowdonia and the Lakes. In 1992 he came with
a group of older I.M.C. climbers to the Grand Teton National Park in Wyoming. The peaks
here rise to 13,770 feet (Grand Teton). There are no mountain huts so bivouacs are
needed for most peaks.

The highlight of the "expedition" was an epic ascent of the Grand Teton itself by the "Exum
ridge". Frank provided a detailed account in the Mountain Log (Autumn 1992). Briefly, we,
Frank, Joss Lynam and myself, pitched a tent on the moraine at 9.500 feet. We were under
way by 5.30 a.m., and trudged up the moraine which was followed by a steep rock buttress.
A fixed rope brought us to the Lower Saddle (11,600 ft.). Here Joss, weakened too much by
his previous weeks iliness, decided to climb down alone. The subsequent climbing rarely
exceeded v. diff. and we shared alternated leads. Nevertheless we did not reach the
summit until 3.30 p.m. The descent was slow and difficult, though relieved by long abseils.
Fortunately we had two fifty metre ropes. The last few hours were in darkness. When we
found the tent we had been going for nearly twenty hours but we had got up and down our
mountain so we slept well.

Two years later Joss, Frank, | and Mike Banks went to the Dolomites. Joss wrote an
amusing account in the Autumn 1994 Mountain Log. In 1998 Frank became President of the
I.M.C. for the second time - fittingly during the Club's Golden Jubilee Year. This was a
recognition not merely of his mountaineering achievements but of his commitment to the
club during those years. He was then seventy years old.

He climbed for a few more years, mainly in the quarry, coping courageously with
diminishing strength, energy and stamina. But he suffered more set-backs in health and
eventually confined himself to his home and garden. Jeanne's support and the company of
his three grand-children were a great solace.



jukan ICG'!

My training was perfect for our planned trip to go Ice
Climbing in Rjukan, Norway: the heating in my house broke.

| remembered Rocky IV and how he went all rustic and
trained in the cold and snow and ice, while Dolph Lundgren
trained indoors with all the latest technology and eh,
heating. | asked myself what would Kieran Kelly or Denis
Beakey do and decided I'd forgo fixing the heating. Really |
was smashed broke and couldn't afford it, but you can see
what way | was thinking. Plus it would take me ages to wax
my bodyhair like Dolph, so | chose the Rocky option. Cold.

Anyway, travelling out on the Sunday night for a week's
Ice Climbing - we had the most exciting landing I've ever
had in an airplane - | never knew a pilot could land on one
wheel then bunny-hop onto the other and then eventually
land on the two. Ryanair pilots must train with the
Nintendo Wii controls.

There was another climbing couple from the IMC - Dave
and Liz - travelling out on the same flight, so we hooked
up with them in the airport and quickly arranged our
chariots. Out in the car rental car park we were greeted
with a tiny smiling Citroen C3. A brief history here between
me and french cars - i have personnally funded half of

the mechanics in France and kept them in business with
repairs and my father has the Citroen/Peugeot Service
Deptartment on speed-dial. So, | don't like french cars.



Me-shell (We named the Citroen Me-shell, after | couldn t
find my outer shell on the back seat and being from the
Northside of Dublin - the sentence came out to quick -
Nick: W here's me-shell? Gordon: Your sitting in her and
we're doing about 60kph) - so fully loaded and ready with
her Ice-tires set off along the Norwegian motorway.

We had about 200km to cover and it was already dark and
cold. With only two wrong turns we made it to the Chalet s
at about midnight and went in to find our beds. A quick
report from Declan Craig confirmed the dry roads on the
journey in: it was warm and
dry in Rjukan. Not good for
our first Ice Climbing trip.

To say our accomodation
had a rather fruity

aroma was a serious
understatment. There s
nothing like a night's sleep
in a room full of creeky
IKEA bunk-beds and smelly
climbers. There was enough
methane gas in that room
that we never turned on
the light for fear of a spark
causing an explosion.

By the time we got up the
next morning, most of the
other climbers had left for
the day. We had arranged
to meet Liz and Dave and
go for a snoop around

the recommended crags/
waterfalls. We drove to a
nearby crag and dressed for
lce-War.




T
- The most dangerous or
lethal part of the day
was the walk from the
car park to the crag.
The ground surface
was covered in about
an inch-thick sheet of
ice and we were soon
looking like ducks on a
frozen pond. The walk-in
was brilliant, only about
15/20mins and you were
there.

There was a steep enough scramble up to the base of the actual
climbs, but you were fine once you got up there. There were a
couple of climbers already there from the UK, which was good
actually, because it gave us plenty of time to scout the route s
they were climbing. We had lead enough climbs back in Eire, but
we cheekily asked one of the guys would he mind tying on our
rope and threading it around the many tree s and tat at the top
of the climb. He didn't mind at all thankfully and with 15mins we
were climbing away on a great route.

Between myself and Gordon we had enough experience to

lead on rock, but not the first climb of the first day on ice. We
came here to top-rope and climb as much as possible. If we felt
confident and strong enough later on in the week, we would
lead. W hich we did. The Crag we were climbing on was called
Susses Veil and it was great. Lovely length of pitch. Good enough
conditions for the present temperature and enough route s
around not to get bored too quickly. We (both teams) climbed a
good amount of route s that day - averaging about 4 or 5 each.

W e left the crag in the late afternoon and hit the local small
supermarket where we found the coolest bread cutting machine
ever. We got some supplies (which were quite expensive) and
headed back to the Chalet. We met all of the climbers in better



Gordon on a climb
at the Susses Veil Crag






light and smelling
conditions that evening and
had a good 'ol chin-wag
and natter.

The next few days
consisted of a good
routine of up early

enough and a full days
climbing - returning late

in the evening. Our two
teams stuck together and
climbed together for the
whole week. Our levels

of experience were very
similar; plus by the second
or third day we had our
routine down-pat. Both
teams lead climbs during
the week and there were

a few abseils into the base
of the climb. We visited
new crags and did different
climbs every day. The days
were flying by and were a
great laugh - plus it s even
more funny when everyone
understands all the filthy jokes and the sly in-your-endo’s!

In the middle of the week we took a break from the
climbing and decided to change the record. Myself, Liz
and Gordon went hiking and Danger-Dave decided to go
ski-ing (safer that he went on his own really - you don't
feel guilty about hurting yourself, but when you take
others with you it's a different matter!). We had all had a
fab day and it really re-charged the batteries.

We heard about a waterfall on a bend in the road so off we



set to climb it. It was glorious - the sun was shining, air
temperature was pleasant and that particular climb was
good and steep. Plus we had just parked the car and
walked about 20feet to the climb - brilliant!

There was an Ice-Festival on that coming weekend and
we decided to pop down to the crag where it was going
on. By the time we got there it was like dodgy sale out
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of the back of a knacker's
van - it was packed. So we
waited. Shortly after a nice
route opened for us and in
we jumped. We climbed for
the rest of the evening and
as they were setting up the
Festival stalls with all the
latest gear, we got to test-
drive some new axes. To be
honest nothing could beat
my Nicole and Paris (my
DMM Xeno s) - but it was still
a great opportunity to see
exactly what s out there on
the market at the moment.

We saw a couple of people
doing some freaky mixed
routes and then some other
nut-jobs attempting some
very brittle-looking cones or
waterfalls. It was fantastic
experience to see and meet
such a wide audience of
climbers - and all were very
approachable.

On the last day we
organised that the whole
IMC Group - or whoever



DJINN IN THE ROCK Paddy O'Leary

Frank Winder and | shared a climbers' connection which stretched back to 1955 and, in a
way, to a notable incident in Frank's life which occurred some years previously. Yet, to the
best of my memory we never climbed on the same rope, although we were often on
adjacent routes or together at lunch spots.

But before | get into all that I'd like to share some thoughts which were prompted by a
chance meeting | had with one of today's young activists as | was on my way to visit Frank
in hospital last Christmas Day. This IMC member was obviously saddened by Frank's
impending death and remarked that he and his friends thought that Frank embodied Irish
climbing history. This reflected, | knew, the feelings of successive generations (a
generation is a very short time in the climbing world) who appreciated the challenge and
elegance of some of Frank's early climbs.

Frank's alpine career was a short one, and he barely touched the great ranges, so what was
it, | wondered, that inspired such widespread regard. Our affection, or mine at least, was
engendered by a kind of un-worldiness and self-deprecation which characterised
encounters with Frank at club meetings or in Dalkey. ( But let no one think that Frank was
unaware of his own abilities; one does not achieve what Frank has done without a healthy
self-confidence). Our respect was earned by the quality of his best routes, the style of
ascent and sheer boldness of conception.

Cognoscenti will look up at the band of overhangs which guard the final pitches of routes
on the main face at Twin Buttress and try to imagine what it must have been like for Frank
and a small group with virtually no experience of British crags and no Irish precedents, as
they scanned the face with sculptors' eyes, searching out fault lines from which they would
shape a route; discover the Djinn waiting in the rock. And then with a hemp sling or two,
heavy ex-army krabs, a very spare protective use of easily fractured pegs and, above all,
with imagination, they traced, with invisible but permanent spoor, a tenuous track on rock
untouched since its molten beginnings. How appropriate to such imaginative leaps were
names such as Speir Bhean and Aisling. Perhaps that's fanciful; those two climbs were not
Frank's and his route names seldom reflected the imaginative leap required of pioneers.

Frank and |, with his son, spent a few days in Kerry about eight years ago. He had
suggested that we repeat his ascent of the Bastille which he and Elizabeth Healy had put
up in 1954 on the flank of Knocknagantee north of Sneem. He attached some importance,
undue I've always felt, to the fact that Brendan Henshaw, Noel Lynch and myself had, in
1955, put up a route some distance to the right, and he thought it appropriate that we should
both visit the face again. We arrived at the foot of Bastille in teeming rain and | failed to get
a second foot off the ground. That magnificent cirque of Coomausig had meaning for both
of us. It was here that Frank had his famous fall when botanising, a fall which led him into
rock climbing; and it was where | had put up my first new routes.

As we made our way back down from what had once been a very remote place we came
across a bull-dozed track and, not far along, a tractor turned in from the tarmac which had
been a grassy lane on our first visits. The youngish driver knew Con Moriarty and told us of
some of his recent climbs on the crag. After the usual exchange, | said, "Do you know that
it's been fifty years since this man first came here?".



"Oh, you're the fella that fell down the clift!" he replied. | could sense Frank's discomfiture.
Frank had called into the man's father's house for water as he staggered down after his fall,
and the story had been passed on. Such is fame.

Frank was very helpful to me from the time Pete Kenny and Shay Harmey introduced me
to climbing. | remember an evening in his parent's home - in Palmerston Road? - when we
pored over slides of Kerry and Connemara. He hauled me in from behind the Spillikin when
| had a bad fall on a cold November day from above the crux on Scimitar. And he drove me
to near-panic by his insistent shouts, as | led Speir Bhean, that | had passed a vital runner.
I'm a little embarrassed to say so, but it's a source of pride to me that, on rejoining the club
some years back, Frank proposed me as President to succeed himself. Those were big
shoes to step into.

WE GOT THERE IN THE END Joss Lynam

| suppose we shouldn't have trusted Frank with the transport... Anyway, four geriatrics
bound for the Dolomites, Frank, Bill Hannon, Mike Banks and myself agreed to travel in
Frank's large (an important factor, Mike likes to camp in comfort) Toyota station wagon. We
did contribute to a fresh set of tyres and a mechanical overhaul.

First Meet of the
Irish
Mountaineering
Club
on the Sugar Loaf

28th November
1948

Photo Courtesy of
Dorothy Murphy

Left to Right
Back Row: Brian Francis, Rosmary Caye, V Green, Moira Laracy,
G. Colton, Lucie Kenny, R. Francis, Claud Wall, Frank Winder.
Front Row: Joss Lynam, Miss Dardas, Bill Carroll, Bill Perriot,
Jim Millar, G. Wheeler

The three Dubliners set off for Rosslare, but noted before we had travelled far that the
temperature gauge showed a tendency to move into the red. Frank assured us that this was
normal and that he had been towing a caravan recently.



Sharing the driving, it was my spell as we drove along the M5 at a gentlemanly speed, the
needle mostly in the red; at the turn off for Bath, | started up the slope to the overbridge; the
engine coughed, but we just made it to a layby before it died. We waited for it to cool; | was
of course at fault- I'd driven too fast. Frank took over and we descended the steep hill into
Bath and commenced to the climb out the other side. The engine coughed and died - Frank
had no-one to blame this time. The others waited for the AA, | continued to a phone box
(fewer mobiles in 1994) and got Mike to drive down and bring Bill and myself to Mike and
Pat's house at the top of the hill. Frank, the AA man and the car arrived a couple of hours
later. No problem, just some dirt in the radiator. Bill and | were sceptical; the rad had been
attended to in the overhaul.

We stayed the night, booked a new ferry crossing, piled in most of Mike's bulky gear and
set easily off. Three pairs of eyes watched that needle while Frank drove. Approaching
Salisbury's spire, more coughing and Frank got us onto a side road before the engine,
steaming gently, finally died, A different AA man appeared, who diagnosed a damaged
cylinder head gasket, garage job. Frank and the AA man went off to get a replacement car
(we were well insured). They arrived back a few hours later in a beautiful red Ford Mondeo
Estate, only 5000 miles on the clock.

Needless to say we had no trouble with it. Comparing notes, Bill and | agreed, as the
Mondeo roared up the zig-zags over half-a-dozen passes, how lucky we'd been.

It was a great climbing trip that I've written up in Mountain Log, and here I'll only mention
two wonderful days on the Vajolet Towers, superb rock, exciting exposure.

On the way home we approached Salisbury nervously, and handed over the Mondeo, The
garage man didn't say what had been wrong; we didn't ask. All went well until we
approached the hill to Mike's house. Every sign of trouble appeared but we made it.

It was clear even to Frank that we'd never climb the hill to the M5. Overnight we studied
the OS map and worked out a reasonably flat route through the suburbs of Bristol, and
eventually reached the M5. We stopped at a café by the Severn Bridge to rest the car and
our nerves, drove onto the boat with audible relief, but we didn't dare exceed 30mph until
near Bray.

| was talking to Frank a few weeks later. | knew he'd taken the caravan to Kerry in the
interim, so | asked how the car was going. 'All right " he replied, very off hand "l only had to
stop twice on the way down".

Frank was someone | liked a lot,and respected even more. We rarely climbed together
because he was, from the beginning, a much better climber than me. But | have one
indelible memory of a climb with him.... It must have been Christmas 1953 and Prelude
had been first climbed by Frank, Peter Kenny and Ruth Ohrtmann that summer. | was home
for a few days from working in the Lake District and was, for me, in pretty good form,
leading Severe.

So | responded happily to his suggestion of taking me up Prelude. | drove him down; it was
a damp day, we were the only climbers in Glendalough. He was in rubbers, carrying boots,
| was in vibs. The rock, as | remember it, was dry in parts.



| have no memory of the first pitch so it can't have been too bad. Frank worked his way up
the first few 7 or 8 metres of pitch 2 but found further progress or return impossible in rub-
bers. Anyone who knows that pitch, try and imagine the scene. | was belayed gazing up at
him, gripping the rope anxiously, as he somehow, with no protection (only manilla slings and
krabs then) somehow got his nailed boots out of his rucksack, put them on and completed
the pitch. He wouldn't have hit the ground, but it wouild have been a very nasty fall.

| followed, we did the third pitch, traversed across to Holly Tree Shunt and probably abbed
off the long-gone tree.

My memory nags at me; it's over fifty years ago; was it the other way round? Did he start
in boots and change into rubbers? Either is a possibility. One thing is dead sure in my
memory; on a miserable day, with no possibility of a runner, he changed his footwear
halfway up pitch 2 of Prelude - isn't that enough?

Alps with Fred Maguire

THEORY OF GRAVITY Dermot Somers

Though | met him less often than | would have liked, Frank Winder never failed to move me
with his thoughtful friendship. Behind the seriousness and the challenge lay a streak of wry
humour, softening the approach, mellowing the academic syntax. A vein of self-deprecation
increased, not unreasonably, with ill-health, age and other burdens. He seemed to be
regarded with universal respect and affection, a difficult status to achieve, particularly
among climbers.

On one occasion he invited me to a professorial dinner in Trinity, a serious affair, and rang
again warning me to wear a tie. Out of respect, I'd already borrowed one and practised tying
something between a bowline and a hangman's knot.



| was highly amused to detect a reference to Queen Elizabeth in a Latin preamble to the
event and found it difficult not to nudge Frank. Seated among his gowned peers over the
port and cheese, | teased him (in a whisper) about convention and conformity - a bit
juvenile of me, since Frank was the senior professor in the college then and well known for
his dissenting voice. He kept his amiable gravitas and didn't respond on the same level,
letting his record speak for itself. I'm not sure either of us was comfortable at the dinner. No
one else, as far as | could judge, had anything like Frank's range of passionate interests.

| began climbing in the seventies, in Dalkey Quarry. Frank had been pointed out to me in
fleeting glimpses on the streets of Dublin by Trinity-based climbers. | thought he looked
more like a nineteenth-century academic than a retired rock climber. A White Russian poet
of aristocratic lineage perhaps; something exotic like that? The suits, the elegant beard, the
skin tone suggesting that in Aleppo once...(Of course that same diversity was one of the
great strengths of climbing, before it grew too specialised.)

To the casual observer like me, ignorant of Biochemistry and still mispronouncing 'Winder's
Crack', Frank had the character of a rare, almost an endangered specimen, flitting on two
wheels to and from his habitat in the college. We didn't know that in his career he was still
treading the eminent heights of science. What we did know was that we were glad of
modern footwear and protection on a Winder route, a Kenny, a Rothery, or a Healy line from
the nineteen-fifties. It was unsettling to think that these (like Goulding routes in the sixties)
had all been climbed with poorer equipment and greater courage than most of us
possessed.

Frank was long retired from climbing by then. That didn't surprise us in the thrusting
seventies. To be so old, as we saw it, and still alive, was surprise enough. Younger climbers
(I wasn't one) often found it hard to distinguish between early ascensionists and those who
had quarried Dalkey in the first place.

When | finally met Frank at Glendalough, | realised that this bright-eyed, quizzical
gentleman, suspended from a pipe-stem by his teeth, as if he were pulling up on it (look, no
hands), wasn't that much older than myself. Less than two decades in fact; the kind of span
that shrinks rapidly with age.

It must have been the late eighties or early nineties, | have no real idea, but Frank had felt
the urge to climb again.

| was on my own, poking around the crag. We seemed to know each other straightaway;
that much | remember. Frank asked me for a rope up something...probably Quartz Gully.
He trotted up the pitch behind me, exclamations of effort and satisfaction travelling up the
line, as if he were solving a fine equation or unravelling a sequence of DNA. In these days
of genetic analysis it's possible to take a sample of skin and trace a person's origins back
10,000 years. | suppose, in theory, a good biochemist could swab out a finger-crack and
trace all the knuckles that had locked and scraped within it? In theory, of course. Thinking
back, | wish I'd put that conundrum to Frank: that his knuckles on the first ascent of Quartz
Gully in August, 1950, had left a biochemical signature in that thin crack crossing the groove
- and here he was, decades later, shaking hands with the ghost of his youth? | don't think
he had a taste for science-fiction though. Fact was far more exciting.



Stirred again by the climbing-virus, his blood was up that day. His glasses gleamed, pipe
pointed. We went on to climb Aisling Arete, another of the early routes - pioneered without
any protection at all by Frank's friend, Peter Kenny, in 1953. The sun shone, having no
alternative, the wind blew and as | looked down from above | saw, not so much Frank
himself, as a kite of clothing containing Frank fluttering up the rock. And then, as | relaxed,
the rope went out at a sharp angle and there he was, his clothing anyway, flapping busily
out on to the left wall.

"Stay in the crack”, | urged.

"This is the way Peter went on the first ascent!" A crisp tone, unused to contradiction.
"If you come off out there you'll pendulum.” | invoked Newtonian physics. "My belay is
directly above the crack."

As a scientist, Frank could not but yield. Gravity, after all, is stronger than tradition.

| invited him sometime later, to show slides at the opening of a climbing wall. Other
speakers covered more recent eras. Frank was a revelation, not only to the younger
climbers but to the entire audience. Of course, he was an experienced and engaging
speaker. | recall that his slides were black-and-white, but that may be memorialising on my
part. He built up skilfully to a fine image of Twin Buttress at Glendalough where he himself
had made many first ascents, including Nightmare, perhaps the finest VS pitch in Ireland.

But there was something different in the view of the crag - prompting a gasp from many who
knew the feature only by its absence. In Frank's slide a twenty-foot spike of rock had not
yet yielded to gravity and fallen from its ledge. The great Spillikin had not yet become
detached, like a rejected gene, from the evolution of climbing. Feeling instinctively towards
the future, Frank and his partners had scraped it with their bootnails on the first ascent of
Spillikin Ridge, June 13th, 1954. In later decades, after the great spike fell, Goulding and
then Torrans, had taken the climb through contemporary development to its status as the
totemic Wicklow route.

As the greyhaired biochemist with the brain of a scientist and the instincts of a rock climber
traced the creative sequences of the past, we felt the pioneering thrill of exploration and
sensed that in the right hands - whatever the lost Spillikin might suggest - tradition could
indeed be stronger than gravity.
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MAGIC MALTA Gorgeus Gozo

Having purchased the
newly-published  guidebook,
Rockclimbing in Malta, just [
before Christmas, Liam and |
spent the last week of January
enjoying spledid trad climbing,
on wonderfully rough, sound
limestone, on Malta and its
neighbouring island, Gozo.
Malta enjoys the warmest
climate of all the Mediterranean
islands, and our weather was
marvellous, with sunshine all
the way, and not even the
slightest threat of rain. It was, at
times, almost too warm inland,
but a delightful, refreshing
breeze could be relied upon when climbing on the sea-cliffs. Spring comes early to Malta,
and wild flowers were abundant on all the cliff-tops.

There are several fine inland crags and we sampled some but, for an exciting
atmosphere, it's hard to beat the many fine slabs and steep cliffs lining the coast.

On the slabs the abseils were often quite gentle, and the routes correspondingly delicate.
But some of the steeper faces called for careful assessment before making committing
abseils in search of small stances above the azure sea. However, the exhilerating
jug-pulling encountered on these faces made it all worth while. As well as nut and friend
placements, threads were the order of the day on many of the routes, particularly the
steeper ones.

The multi-pitch routes were miniature voyages of discovery, rambling up and across the
sea-cliffs, and careful study of the guidebook was the order of the day but, all-in-all, we
found the decriptions and accompany-
ing photos quite accurate. All kinds of
territory: slabs, corners, walls, caves
and roofs were met with on these
longer routes, requiring a variety of
tactics. All very enjoyable, with a big
cliff atmosphere and a wonderful
backdrop.

The valley period between Christmas
and the Mid-term Break, is a good time
for travel bargains - our return fare,
with all extras, came to 100 Euro each.




We stayed b&b (a very sub-
stantial breakfast), in a 4 star
hotel for 15.50 euro per head
per night and gorged our-
selves there every evening for
9.95 euro excluding drinks.
Our day trip to Gozo cost 20
euro return for the car and two
people.

Our hotel was choc-a-bloc
with Ancient Brits: grumpy old
men, doddery old dears and
winsome widows, many of
them there for breaks of up to
eight weeks, fleeing the
rigours of winter in places like
Manchester and Leeds. We melted into the crowd: comparing ailments and remedies;
grumbling about our governments; complaining about the cost of living and, of course,
despairing at the behaviour of kids nowadays. But, eyed speculatively by the many merry
widows in residence, we skipped the bingo sessions and chickened out of the chance to
dance the night away to the strains of Cliff Richard's Greatest Hits (it seems our sweat-
stained shirts, baggy track-suit bottoms and bags beneath the eyes proved to be an irre-
sistible combination - we took to locking the bedroom door at night, and put the wardrobe
up against it just to be sure). Truth is, after a day on the rock, a couple of rich digestives
and a glass of warm milk was about as much excitement as we could cope with.
Car hire in Malta is cheap, but so too, it seems, is life.

The most hair-raising experiences we had were on the road, not on the rock. Officially, they
still cling to the inherited British system of driving on the left, but most of them are
Continentals at heart, and yearn to drive on the right, which they frequently do, especially
when passing out other cars. Matters are further complicated by the usual 18% undecideds,
who compromise by driving straight down the middle. Though they may be ambivalent
about the British rules of the road, they are fully committed to the Imperial system of meas-
urement: thus the upper speed limit of 70kph is freely translated to mean 70mph and is
applied evenly on city streets and rural roads. This addiction to speed is all the more sur-
prising when you consider that, at an overall length of 27 kilometers, no car journey is like-
ly to take more than 30 minutes, and it would be possible to walk from one end of the island
to the other during the course of a morning. Though it must be stressed that walking and
cycling on Malta's roads could definitely be classed as adventure sports . We quickly
learned to avoid the area around Valletta and the Three Cities (thankfully, the climbing is
nearly all on the other side of the island). Gozo, on the other hand is more relaxed, with less
traffic, but an equally impressive coastline.

The guidebook lists well over 1000 routes, spread over all the grades from Diff up to E6.
Though the bulk of the climbing is trad, a couple of crags offering sports routes, and some
bouldering areas, are included. Check out www.malta-rockclimbing.com for more details.
All'in all, a great trip, and highly recommended. | think we'll be doing a Terminator on this
one.



UINSEANN MACEOIN D.S.

My first sight of Uinseann was at the rear of
Aughavannagh youth hostel at the An Oige 21st
Birthday celebrations in 1952. He was standing
quietly to the side of a throng of eager young
workers preparing to make their way back to
Dublin’s Mansion House as a finale to the cele-
brations. Later that night we greeted the group
as they filed in, tired and dusty.

Later that year in September Tom Quinn invited
me to take part in a weekend to the West. The
word Connemara flashed before me, as the
Simca sped westwards, piloted by Uinseann.
My sense of euphoria was shattered as a
casual remark revealed that the weekend
promenade over the Mam Torc ranges was in
fact planned by Uinseann and Tom as a record
attempt from Mam Cross to Leenane. Finding
a small hayshed for the night did little to still my
misgivings. Sunday dawned bright and clear
and our expectations were fully met by a
glorious day.

Fast moving going saw us together that
evening at Leenane. We were very very warm
and | remember my glass of Guinness tasted
dry. Uinseann , to my amazement, had a small
whiskey. Although we had separated on the
peaks during the day, our plan of covering all
the ins and outs of the ridge paid off as | half
ran the long pull-up to Leitir Briceain. A glint of
light caught my eye and | picked up a very fine
knife which later proved to belong to Uinseann.
The knife had been bought on a walking trip to
Greece sometime previously, and he assumed
that the knife was gone for good. We shared
his delight at finding his knife again.

That initial encounter set the scene for a
lifelong association which never faltered. It
took us all over the Scottish highlands in
winter and summer conditions, especially
Nevis, Glencoe, Glen Affric, and Torridon.
Numerous visits to Alpine areas especially
gladdened his heart and gave him ample
scope for a favourite pastime enjoying the
craic and repartee after a testing day and
looking forward TO a meal washed down by




a bottle of red wine. He added the Pyrennees to a lengthening c.v. and wasalways recep-
tive to fresh ideas and suggestions for extending his range.When resting in a tent he
always had at hand the latest issue of INNIU and COMHAR as well aa a favourite book.
The evenings were never dull or lacking in controversy .At such times life was good.

Ar ndoigh bhi a chroi go hiomlan taobhach leis an naisiunachas agus d fhan se dilis feadh
a shaol.

Se mo laoch mo ghile mear Se mo Shaesar gile mear

Is cinnte go mbraitheann Margaret agus an clann go mor uatha e, mar a bhraithead fein
go deo.

D.S.

PAT REDMOND 1951 - 2007

| met Pat Redmond in May 1972. | was
being cajoled up Joas on the second
Thursday of the "Beginners' Course", when
this hard-man casually soloed up to join us
and chat with our leader. We all knew who
this was, this icon, already a hero at 20
years of age. Route Major, the Frendo Spur
and other big Alpine routes had fallen his
way while he was still a teenager. He was-
n't IMC. At that time he was staunch
Spillikin Club, a cut above the rest! Despite
our different climbing standards, we fell into
a firm friendship that lasted a lifetime, and
still goes on.

Meeting Pat was for me like being in a dark
room when someone switches on the light, and everything is suddenly clear and
meaningful. My climbing was middle of the road while he achieved great things,
especially in Luggala. The Gannets was for its time an awesome achievement, while the
ever popular Clingon goes straight through the main overhang. People such as Jimmie
McKenzie and Pat were a positive and inclusive influence at a time when the politics of the
day were a little negative. Slattery's of Capel Street of a Wednesday evening and céili
dancing on Sunday nights in Mobhi Road stand out. Absolutely everyone in the climbing
scene at that time sang and danced, and how you took your mountaineering didn't matter
much. Our climbing activities did coincide on occasion and in particular, we climbed
together in Norway in 1974, and we also put up Kongen in the Poison Glen the same
summer.

In time Pat took up the tin whistle, concert flute, hill running, orienteering, gaelic football,
dinghy sailing, wind-surfing, cricket, canoeing, cycling, bridge, painting, cruising, and much
more. Competence was never enough for him, and he excelled at everything.



Well almost everything - he was enough of a gentleman to be poor at some things, and in
particular he was no hotshot at paddling, hopeless at bridge, and a truly wojus dancer.
When he fell in with the Galway Hooker called Saint Patrick in the early 90s, all these
talents found a new home. He became almost the prime mover of that great boat and all
its doings, when it became a nomadic base for hunter-gathering hill walks and climbs all
over Ireland and Scotland. With the same people he crossed the Atlantic, just before he got
sick, in Northabout, on the first leg of its great journey in frozen waters, and he and Harry
Connolly led the climbing well above the arctic circle.

The essence of Pat Redmond was that he enriched the lives of everyone around him.
Those he ever met tended to end up the better for it. He was dynamic, positive and
passionate about everything he did, his family, his job, his climbing, his sailing, his friends,
and even his foul iliness. There were 26 hours in an average Pat Redmond day, 8 days
every week, and weekends weren't over till they were over. | don't believe | ever heard a
bad word spoken by or about him this last 36 years. | ache every time | think of him, and |
know | am not alone in that, far from alone.

Pat is survived by Philomena, Eoin, Niall, Barry and Oliver.

MOONLIGHTING

I gcoim na hoice cloisim iad -
Na coisithe ar siul;

Airim iad, ni fheicim iad,

Ni fios ca mbionn a gcuaird . . .

It's two score and more years since | first encountered those two intrepid characters,
Uinseann Mac Eoin and Frank Winder, both of whom passed away in the last weeks of
2007. Remarkable men, they both, in disparate ways, embodied the aims and ideals on
which the .M.C. is founded. Frank was one of Ireland's earliest, and most gifted, rock-
climbing pioneers, and the results of his efforts are written in stone, in all four provinces, for
climbers to sample and enjoy. Uinseann climbed every Irish mountain of 2000ft or above,
as well as all the Scottish Munros, and was renowned for the depth and scope of his knowl
edge of Ireland's hills.

I never got to know Uinseann, though | was aware of his exploits in Scotland and elsewhere.
Like many another, Frank's involvement with the club waned during the early years of his
marriage, as his family grew, but he never lost touch, or interest, in the climbing scene.
Then, during the 1980's, thanks mainly to the encouragement of Bill Hannon, he made a
comeback, joining Bill and the Rowes on their regular, all year round, Sunday morning ses-
sions in the quarry . These sessions were something of an IMC institution, continuing for
decades, during the course of which many of the club's more mature members availed of
the opportunity to join Bill, firstly in the quarry, then afterwards at his home just down the
road, where Mairead treated them to liquid refreshments and sticky buns.
Frank's dormant skills were soon renewed, his enthusiasm for climbing rekindled, and he
began to look further afield. He took part in our annual trips to the Lakes and Wales and,
with others, | shared his company, not only at Glendalogh, Luggala and Bray Head, but on
crags as far apart as the Mournes and the Blasket Islands.



Always interested in putting up new routes, he joined us in exploratory sessions on the Bens
in Connemara; on King's Mountain in Leitrim and the Playbank in Cavan where, in 1992, he
made his last contribution to Ireland's climbing scene, putting up two steep little test pieces.
While his stamina may have diminished over the years, his passion for new-routing never
did, and he was quite peeved at being left out of the loop when we developed Barnbawn.

With the passing of these two outstanding individuals, the club's store of knowledge of
Ireland's mountains has been greatly diminished, for they belonged to a generation that cut
its teeth and developed its skills first and foremost here at home. They walked and climbed
on hills the length and breadth of the land, from Donegal to Kerry, from Wicklow to Mayo,
before ever venturing further afield. But there are others, within and without the club, better
able to sing the praises and list the achievements of Frank and Uinseann than | could ever
do, so, instead, | want to hark back to that Saturday night, in mid-October, 1964, when our
paths first crossed.

The occasion was billed, rather grandly, as The Arnott-Russell Mountain Endurance Test. It
was, in fact, the Lug Walk, with terms and conditions. The walk started sometime after 7pm
on the Saturday, so the majority of the route had to be completed in darkness; participants
had to supply their own food and drink and were required to check in at various points along
the way (while Arnotts sponsored the walk and provided the transport, the event was
organised, and the check points manned, by the IMC); participants had to arrive at Sally
Gap within 4 1/2 hours, and the Wicklow Gap within 11 hours of starting from the Stone
Cross (these times were subsequently altered, as the walk actually started from the 49 bus
terminus in Bohernabreena, because the drivers of the hired buses declined to tackle the
steep incline up the Ballinascorney Gap).

I'm not quite sure what inspired Arnotts to get involved in all of this, but rumour had it that
one of the directors had been bitten by the moutain bug, and that they were contemplating
opening a mountaineering department in their Henry Street store. Sadly, that never materi-
alised. The event was widely advertised in the national press and entries exceeded 200
which, given the rather limited interest in hillwalking back then, was quite good, though
slightly less than that turned up on a mild, damp and cloudy night. A small fleet of buses
transported us, at half-hourly intervals, from Burgh Quay to Bohernabreena. While some
expressed disappointment at not getting a lift all the way to the Stone Cross, most of us
were pleased enough, as Bohernabreena was where the walk normally started from, and
the real bonus was having transport provided at the other end (usually, in those car-free
days, the routine was to walk on out through the Glen of Imail to the main road at
Whitestown, and catch the bus from Balltinglass or, if that failed, trudge on to Poulaphouca
for the 65 bus).

| was very impressed by Barry, who boarded the bus at the terminus and, in military fash-
ion, read out a brief summary of the weather forecast, including the height of the cloud base
and the level of the snow line. It might seem daft now to be talking of a snow line on Wicklow
hills in mid-October but, in fact, there had been a heavy fall of snow about ten days
beforehand, and | had spent the previous Sunday wallowing about in knee-deep snow on
Tonelagee with two friends, who decided, there and then, that the Lug Walk was not for
them.



A week of mild, wet weather had put paid to most of the snow, however, leaving a very sticky
surface behind (while plodding up the boggy ridge from Three Lakes to the summit of
Conavalla, my left boot was sucked off and | spent almost ten minutes fishing around for it
in liquid peat).

There was a mixed bunch on the bus | travelled on - some of them obviously innocents
abroad and unaware of what lay ahead. One lad turned to me seeking assurance that there
was a good, clear track all the way from Stone Cross to the top of Lug. | let him down as
gently as | could. Most of them started off at much too fast a pace for such a long walk and
the stiff climb up the Ballinascorney Gap took its toll: there were several small groups lying
about, already showing signs of exhaustion, on the ridge leading to Seahan, the first
summit. But things really started to go wrong on Corrig, the second summit. The lights on
the recently erected TV mast on Kippure could be seen shining intermittently through the
broken cloud, so some of the frontrunners ignored the ridge running off to their right and
made a beeline for the mast. This involved dropping down into the upper reaches of
Glenasmole, a region of peat hags, turf banks, boggy pools and multiple streams. Many of
those in their wake spotted the lights bobbing about below and followed them down into this
hollow of high heather and heartbreak, thus breaking the golden rule of never losing height
gained without good reason. Small wonder, then, that somewhere in the region of one
hundred dropped out at the first check point, the gates at the foot of the access road to the
RTE station on the Sally Gap road. (With the building of the RTE station on Kippure and,
later, the ESB reservoir on what is now known as Turlough Hill, the Lug Walk lost a lot of its
charm and challenge. Previously, the summit of Kippure on a dark winter's night was a
bleak, windswept spot, while the drag up onto the ridge from the Wicklow Gap was always
tough going at that stage of the Walk).

The first check point on the walk had originally been set for the summit of Kippure itself, but
for some reason had been transferred down to the gates on the road. This was a bit of a
nusiance, as it added quite a bit of extra roadwalking to the route and this requires a differ-
ent rhythm to that of walking over rough ground. The normal practise was to take a bearing
from the shoulder of Kippure and hit the road just north of the Sally Gap. Some adapted to
this change better than others. | was stepping it out down the access road when Niall Rice
(an accomplished hill-runner) passed me, going like the clappers. Not surprisingly, he
finished with the fastest time.

Speaking of hill-runners, at one stage, while making my way up the ridge to the top of
Gravale, | heard fast, heavy breathing down on my left, and two hill-runners loomed up out
of the darkness, travelling at right-angles to my line of direction. They assured me | was on
the wrong tack and disappeared off to my right. Hours later, while negotiating the so-called
green road between Barnacullian and Stoney Top, | heard slower, heavier breathing, again
off to my left, and the same two came staggering up out of the gloom. We eyed each other
in disbelief. They assured me again, though with less conviction this time, that my
navigation was all to cock, and trotted off to my right. | never saw them again: they didn't
make it to Lug. Perhaps they are still out there, running around in ever widening circles.
Some more participants dropped out at the Wicklow Gap and more again at the top of Table
Track. On the flat, featureless summit of Table Mountain, | caught up with a group of three.
They had become completely disorientated and had been walking around in circles for
nearly twenty minutes.



Each had a different bearing, and each was insisting that theirs was the correct one. Like
myself, they were tired and suffering from sleep deprivation, and tempers were running a
little high. They asked me to adjudicate, but luckily, before | could become involved, the mist
lifted temporarily and there was the check point, less than a rope length away. They opted
to take a break in the little hollow at the top of the track, but it looked too comfortable a spot
to me, so | resisted the temptation and soldiered on.

In the end only twentyone signed off on top of Lug and made it down to Seskin, where we
gathered in the shelter attached to the then new national school, to await the arrival of
transport. (I remember the building of this school and, after what seemed a few short years,
its abandonment, as the policy of bussing children to school at more central locations was
introduced). Frank and Uinseann were there of course; other IMC notables included Paul
Mc Dermott (a brilliant young climber killed soon after in an avalanche in the Alps); Daithi
Scolaird, Sean Rothery, Peter Short, Noel and Ingrid Masterson, Noel Lynch and Shay
Nolan.

There were only four passengers on the bus | travelled back to town on - by the time we
reached Knockanarrigan the other three were asleep; by the time we reached Davidstown
| had joined them. We slept all the way to Burgh Quay.

About a month later we gathered in Arnott's Henry Street store, to be wined and dined,
and given little mementoes of our night on the hills.

Nowadays, with the wide availability of cars, the Lug Walk has been reduced to nothing
more than a long day's outing, usually tackled in summertime, but there is a lot more bite to
it when done overnight in winter. There was a time, and not so long ago, when night-hikes
were a regular feature of the club's winter meets list, but they seemed to have gone out of
fashion now, more's the pity. These weren't just short exercises in navigation on the hills
above Dublin: they were all-night affairs, usually timed to coincide, as near as possible, with
a full moon.

"We are all in the gutter, but some of us are looking at the stars", to quote Oscar Wilde. But
the trouble with observing the stars from the gutter is that the street lights rob them of their
glory (don't ask me how | know). There's nothing like sleeping out in the dry air and empty
acres of a desert to fully appreciate the brilliance and vastness of starry skies. On the other
hand, if you have never walked the hills on a winter's night, by the light of a full moon, then
you are missing out on a wonderful experience. There is a magical quality to the light, and
a soothing, almost mystical serenity, enhanced by the silence and the soft outline of the hills
stretching away into the middle distance, and if the hills are snow-covered the effect is even
more enchanting. To look down at the Glendalough lakes from the Spink, watching the little
wavelets dancing in the moonlight, or see, from the shoulder of Maulin, the glittering column
of Powersourt waterfall, draped silver-bright over dark rock, with the Great Sugarloaf dimly
outlined in the background, are moments not easily forgotten. Signs on, the club's
moonwalks were well supported and, as well as providing an opportunity for members to
get to know one another, they provided excellent opportunities for practical map and
compass work, and were ideal training for long Alpine routes.



| remember on one of these outings we tackled the Lug Walk, with Des Doyle as leader. It
followed a week of sharp frosts, and every hill was sparkling white, while the bog was frozen
solid and a delight to skip over. There wasn't a cloud in the sky, visibility was wonderful, and
we had no need for headtorch, map or compass for the entire route. Bill Hannon and
Mairead Lynch had arranged to join us at Sally Gap at midnight, but we made such good
time we were well gone by the time they arrived, so they drove around to the Wicklow Gap
and joined us there instead.

But it wasn't always all sweetness and light. On another occasion, with Joan Flanagan as
supremo, we caught the 65 bus to Blessington and struck out for Glendalough. Joan was a
mighty hillwalker in those days, but later she gave all her attention to rock-climbing,
becoming one of Ireland's top women climbers, and is still flying the flag at the bouldering
competitions. We crossed the Blessington bridge, struck up onto Lugnagun, and on by
Sorrel Hill and Black Hill to Billy Byrne's Gap. It was as we climbed the ridge from the Gap
towards the summit of Mullaghcleevaun that we realised we were in for a tough night of it.
Above 2000ft there was a heavy blanket of snow with, here and there, deep, soul-
destroying drifts accumulated across our line of travel. A dense mist, which reflected back
the light from our headtorches, made for difficult navigation, but Joan was equal to the task
and we soldiered on, and reaped a rich reward as we crested the snow-covered summit of
Tonelagee as dawn broke. The mist sank just as we summitted, and we stood on top,
watching the first sliver of a red and roundy sun beginning to peep above the horizon. The
snow around us took on a beautiful, delicate, pink hue, as though the mountain was
blushing with pleasure at our arrival and, as we descended, the colour deepened and
descended alongside us, until the whole mountain was bathed in glorious, rosebud pink. A
wonderful end to a hard day's night.

We managed to persuade Fionnula O'Donoghue to put her mini-bus at our disposal on
another of these walks, and she kindly transported a dozen of us to Aghavannagh. We
rambled up the Ow valley along forest roads, then entered the South Prison and scrambled
up the main gully, arriving at the summit of Lug at about 2am. It was a mild, clear night, with
no wind. We had our break at the cairn, and amused ourselves by trying to identify the many
villages and towns spread out below us, some of them in south Wicklow, others on the
borders of Carlow and Kildare, each one highlighted by a cluster of street lamps. Then it
was on down by the Three Lakes and Camaderry to Glendalough for the morning bus back
to Dublin.

All of these outing were faithfully reported in subsequent newsletters, usually in light-heart-
ed, instantly-forgettable verse. But, coming down the Spink on a misty morning recently, |
recalled skipping down the same stretch (long before the boardwalks were introduced) at
the tail-end of one of our moon-walks, and recalled, too, the few verses written to record the
event, though many years have passed since then. So, having started this article with a few
lines from Liam Goégan's Na Coisithe, | hope you won't feel too let down if we finish with
something more banal. These verses concern one of our shorter night hikes - the Glenealo
Horseshoe, starting and ending at the main car park in Glendalough. Suzanne Dempsey,
one of the notorious Quadrockers, was cracking the whip, (an iron fist in a velvet glove, for
sure): though the night was dry there was low cloud and thick mist, and we experienced a
slight contretemps at Lough Firrib. The individuals mentioned here were all key players in
what was, at the time, a very competitive Mountain Rescue scene.



Lough Firrib

Pray tell me, honest gentlemen, where does Lough Firrib lie,
Is it far from here, dear ladies, or does it dwell close by,
Nestling in some secret hollow, all deep and dark and round,
Primly hiding from our probing, not wishing to be found.

Oh, the wind it blew right coldly, dark clouds skimmed o'er the moon,
And a few were cursing boldly, while one sang out of tune,

And the problem that we pondered, as we searched high and low:
Where the hell was Lough Firrib, where in heavens did it go?

We had leaders to the front, we had leaders to the rear,

All map and compass experts, as befits your mountaineer,

And some seemed so efficient, using every skill and knack,

While one deemed it sufficient to keep the moon behind his back.

So we stormed off to the left and we swept off to the right,
Climbing up and over peat hags, by the moon's fickle light,
And the question that was foremost, the nub of all this fuss,
Was it Firrib that was lost or, whisper, was it us?

Up spoke our M.L.A. man, - we're an island race, - quote he,

We must strike east, that way at least, we're bound to reach the sea.
But up piped our poor beginner, in fretful tones to say,

If we're not back by breakfast, they may send for young O'Shea.

Heaven help us, said another, as hearts began to fall,

They may even send a wire for that big bloke from Imail.

Then came the thought, God Bless the Mark!, I tremble as I tell it,
Supposing, just supposing, they should call out Michael Kellet!

Well, we shouldered packs, made fast tracks, as off like hares we went,
Each eye fixed firmly on the map, each nose o'er compass bent,

And neither paused nor rested, though the going it was rough,

Until at last we breasted the cairned summit of Lug Duff.

Then the moon beamed down its blessing, and mist began to sink,

And we skipped, with happy hearts, down the shiny flags of Spink,

Under skies that gleamed with starlight, over slopes that gleamed with frost:
Tell me true - begged our tyro - Were we really, really, lost?

Bosh! - laughed our gallant leader - you need not have been afraid,
We were never, ever lost - just temporarily mislaid!

So, God rest you merry, gentlemen, and ladies all, Good Night,
May we march again full soon, neath the pale moon's wint'ry light.



THE LAKE DISTRICT MEET

As St. Patrick's day falls in Holy Week this year, and the Lake District tends to be overrun
for a week either side of Easter weekend, with accommodation almost impossible to find, |
decided to shift the annual Lake District Meet to the June Bank Holiday weekend. | have
booked the exclusive use of a hut in the Lake District for 3 nights, Fri., Sat., 30th & 31st
May, and Sun 1st June, vacating it on the Monday morning. As this is not a bank holiday in
England we can look forward to some space on the hills and crags. And with the
Euro/Sterling rate very much in our favour at present, you can go wild in the shops!

What's on offer?

All of England's finest mountains, many of England's finest crags, in a world-renowned area
of outstanding natural beauty. The selection of top-class hillwalks and scrambles, on rugged
mountains of great character, is unsurpassed south of the Scottish Border. In addition, the
whole area is criss-crossed by a huge network of delightful footpaths and rights-of-way, pro-
viding wonderful and less demanding walks through the lovely dales, with opportunities to
visit many of the secluded mountain tarns, passes and lovely little villages.
For the climber, the great variety of crags and the wide range of really good traditional
climbs, long and short, spread all across the grades, is hard to beat. "Lake Distric Rock"
contains details of over 500 outstanding rock climbs on 64 crags, in all the grades from Diff
up, and this is only a selection! There is good bouldering to be found in Langdale,
Borrowdale and St. Bees and details are in the above mentioned guide.

In short, The Lake District should appeal to anyone with even a modicum of interest in any
of the branches of mountaineering, and the meet provides a great opportunity for the differ-
ent strands within the Club to get together. Add to that the fact that the area is dotted with
an array of fine old mountain inns and taverns, all with a long tradition of catering for the
needs of people coming down off the hills, and you have a recipe for a great weekend.

Maps/Guidebooks

The BMC 1:40000 map 'The Lake District' should cater for all your walking needs. "Lake
District Rock", an FRCC guide, will prove adequate for even the most ambitious climber.
There is a large range of guide books for the walker and scrambler: "The Ramblers Guide
to The Lake District" published by Collins; "The Lakes" by Jack Williams in the Pocket
Mountain series and "Scrambles and Easy Climbs in The Lake District" are all useful
guides. All of the above should be available in 53 Degrees North, The Great Outdoors and
some city centre bookshops.

Accommodation

Will be in a well equipped, centrally situated mountain hut, with a good kitchen, showers
and a drying room.. BRING YOUR OWN SLEEPING BAG. The cost per person per night
will depend on numbers ( | hope to recoup my expenses), but it will be modest enough and
roughly similar to hostel charges here. Places will be allocated on a first come, first served
basis. Note: | have booked the hut for the Friday night as some members usually like to
add on the Friday as well. The option is there for them to travel to Holyhead on any of the
Friday morning sailings, climb at Gogarth or Holyhead Mountain for a few hours and then
drive north, or travel over on the Thursday night and go straight to the Lakes as outlined
above. It is, incidentally, possible to travel out with one ferry company and back by
another. For those who may be thinking of travelling over earlier, or staying on for an extra
day or two, please note that the hut will not be available on any other nights, but there are
numerous hostels in the area, or you could contact the hut warden for any of the Fell & Rock
huts in the Lakes, as we have reciprocal rights with that club.



TRAVEL

By Boat

You could use either of the two ferry companies serving Holyhead from Dublin or Dun
Laoghaire. With the opening of the dual carriageway from the port to the mainland, you can
now drive on motorway or dual carriageway all the way from Holyhead to just outside of
Keswick in the Lakes. An alternative, for those with limited time off, is the night sailing from
Dublin to Liverpool. For example, if you sail at 10pm on the Friday night, you will arrive in
Liverpool around 6.00 am Saturday (the price of the cabin berths is included in the car fare)
and you can easily be at the foot of your chosen hill or crag by 9am, having breakfasted
enroute. Similarly, you can get in some good climbs or walks on the Monday, catch the
10pm sailing from Liverpool, and arrive back in Dublin, bright eyed and bushy-tailed, at
6.00am Tuesday morning after what will, hopefully, have been three great days on the hills
or crags. There are two ferry companies offering similar night sailings on the
Dublin/Liverpool route, but there is a big difference in the fares charged, with the Norfolk
line being the cheaper of the two.See www.norfolkline-ferries.co.uk or www.poirishsea.com.
for more details.

Fly/Drive

An alternative for those pressed for time. If this is your preferred option, it makes sense to
avail of special offers by the airlines in the weeks leading up to the Bank Holiday. Aer Lingus
fly into Manchester. RyanAir fly into Leeds/Bradford, Blackpool and Liverpool.
Leeds/Bradford airport is north of all the major conurbations, and allows quick access to the
M6 motorway.

Weather
"Mountains make their own weather" is an old and true saying; stir in a bit of global warm-
ing and your guess is as good as mine. So take it as it comes - and always pack the
raingear.

A.O.B.

The little market town of Keswick has several good gear shops (Needle Sports will give
10% off on production of a current IMC card, thanks to a deal brokered by Peter O\'Neill); it
also has lots of places for coffee or grub and a large climbing wall. Ambleside also has gear
shops and a smaller climbing wall. A local bus service between these two towns passes
near the hut.

Terms & Conditions

Firstly: this is an IMC outing, for IMC members only (I make no apology for this - after all, if
club meets were open to non-members, why would anyone bother joining up).
Secondly: It's first come, first served, so think about it and when you have made up your
mind, contact me.

Finally
In fairness to newcomers or first-timers to The Lakes meet, | should point out that, by
tradition, this meet tends to be a no frills, nitty-gritty, out-and-about weekend, with the
emphasis wholly on walking and/or climbing. So the aftershave, eye-liner and dancing
shoes can be safely left at home, then. On the plus side, the possibility of anyone
developing bed-sores is extremely remote. In particular, please note that the plan is to be
away bright and early on the Bank Holiday Monday morning, in order to get in a good day's
walking or climbing before heading for the boat. | will be taking the sole key to the hut with
me, so it's a case of one out all out, and the hut left in good order, before | switch off and
lock up - and | don't like hanging about. (This usually presents no problem for those taking
part but, like the ad says 'there's always one'...)
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