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EVER A DULL MOMENT

To know the moon as few man may,
One must be just a little fey;
And that’s the reason I'm so glad
That | am just a little mad.
Robert Service

‘I'm not going up there’, he said flatly and turning on his heel, strode away. Hard to blame
him, really. Rocking back on my heels, craning my head back as far as it would go, | stared
up at the tower looming above us, and wondered which of the several drawbacks was the
one to clinch his decision. Perhaps it was the relentless overhanging nature of the rockface
but, more likely, it was the piercing cold. Hard to believe that three days ago, in the sort of
brilliant sunshine we had expected and planned for, we were climbing in tee-shirts and
shorts, and had sunburnt necks and arms to prove it. But now, in the grip of an unseason-
able cold snap, ill-clad and ill-prepared for such conditions, we were standing in the shadow
of the tower, shivering, stamping our feet, blowing on numb fingers, grumbling about the
sub-zero temperatures. Then again, perhaps it had been the sound of the ice crackling
beneath our boots as we trudged along the potholed track that had been the last straw.
But, more likely, it was the snow. An overnight fall had deposited a good two or three inches
of it: every ledge was covered; every foot and handhold sported a moustache or ribbon of
white. Yet, while all around us was in cold shadow, the upper reaches of the tower were
bathed in the pale sunshine of early morning. “It could be a scorcher, yet”, | ventured cau-
tiously, anxious to test the waters for any further signs of rebellion. Emily sniffed, as only
Emily can, but Peter, bless him, never even heard me. He was too busy searching through
the guidebook for the start of the route. My estimation of him soared - here was a man
after my own heart. | quickly revised my opinion a few moments later, when he led us into
a dark and gloomy hollow, where the snow had drifted to a depth of several inches. “Is this
the best you can do”, | grumbled, as | eyed up the slab that was the key to the first pitch.
It looked like it had undergone an intensive course of Botox - not so much as a wrinkle to
be seen, with everything covered by a smooth, featureless, blanket of snow.

We geared up. Then, pulling the sleeve-ends of my threadbare jumper down over my
fingers and resting my knuckles on the rock, | made a few tentative upward moves.
Although the angle was gentle, it was scarey stuff. The routine was to place a foot as high
up as possible and, in an act of blind faith, step up. The foot would immediately start to
skid downwards, causing mild panic as it did so, before coming to rest on an unseen hold.
All the while pawing at the snow-covered rock with closed fists to maintain contact. In this
fashion | progressed up about ten feet, before deciding it was all too much.

So | dropped my heels and skied rapidly back to earth. “To hell with this for a game of
soldiers” - | declared - “I'm going around to the other side to have a look”. So off we trooped.
And, indeed, it was nice and sunny around there, but the steep, blank walls offered no
possibilities whatsoever. With much muttering from me, we trudged back around into the
devil’s kitchen. | decided to give it one more go before throwing in the towel (well, you
always do, don’t you?) Part of the problem was the fact that there was no indication where
the line on the slab started from or what direction, other than up, it followed.

With a disconcerting, two-moves-up-one-move-down technique, | progressed warily until
| had passed the halfway mark. No going back now. | kept my head down and shuffled on.



Where the top of the slab met the headwall there were some rounded humps, for all the
world as though a recumbent climber lay sleeping beneath a mantle of snow. | brushed
some of the snow away - and discovered a cigarette butt. Bingo! | was on route. Further
brushing revealed some cracks and | soon had a belay set up and was joined by the others.
A ledge system led off to the left and we followed it, cautiously at first, but with more
confidence as it widened out into a narrow path. We carried coils, stamping our feet and
beating our arms to keep the circulation going as we marched.

Sometime in the dim and distant past, when the world was still young, a massive
upheaval hereabouts had caused the top half of the tower we were on to snap off.
Fortunately for us climbers, this section had fallen towards the tower next to it, and had
become securely jammed between the two, forming a huge, airy bridge. In normal circum-
stances it would have been a pleasant scramble across, but, covered in snow, we played
it safe and pitched it. So, here we were at last, gathered beneath the upper section of the
tower that was our target for the day. We hadn’t really got to grips with the route yet but,
due to difficult conditions and the faffing around below, we were already well behind sched-
ule. We were at the foot of a dark, damp, and overhanging wall, that stood between us
and the sunshine on the upper section. The trouble was, the sunshine was melting the
snow on the ledge above and water was dripping down the wall, turning to ice as it entered
the shadows. The overhang provided the crux of the route - and it bore a fringe of small
icicles. But there was something else hanging up there too. A small extender hung free of
the rock, motionless in the still, cold air. Someone had obviously backed off at that point.
So, if | couldn’t make it, at least | could lower off, and if | did make it there was a bit of
booty as a reward. An apt incentive for an impecunious climber! Fortunately, although the
rock was icy, it was furnished with good jugs, allowing for energetic upward movement.
While my body quickly heated up as | powered up the wall, my fingers rapidly lost all sense
of feeling and turned alarmingly white. By the time | reached the runner | was fumbling
awkwardly with the holds.

| was delighted to discover that the extender was hanging from a perlon loop threaded
around a wedge-shaped block of hardwood, which had been hammered into the crack for
a snug fit (these wooden wedges are something of an Italian tradition, and it still survives,
as | discovered a few years ago when we came across a new one on a trad route in Sar-
dinia. Back in the early seventies there was even one in the quarry, jammed in the crack
to the left of Joas - but it is long gone). The block didn'’t just provide protection, it made an
excellent and welcome handhold - and an even better foothold. Standing on it | was able
to reach big, satisfying jugs above the overhang and, with much huffing and puffing, | was
up and in the sun. Curled up into a ball, with fists tucked beneath armpits, | soaked up the
sun for a few moments before setting up the belays.

A little later all three of us basked in the sun for a while, as we thawed out. The situation
was impressive. We were at the foot of a deep, wide chimney, that that ran all the way to
the top of the tower from the ledge we were sitting on. The chimney was just the right width
for climbers, providing plenty of opportunities for bridging and back-and-foot climbing. In
addition, the chimney was generously supplied with huge chock stones, strung out like
beads on a necklace, providing ideal belay stances.

So, although the face of the tower was overhanging to a marked extent, this didn’t bother
us, as all our climbing was inside in the chimney, between vertical walls. Several delightful
pitches later we exited the chimney and moved up a pleasant slab to the summit. It should
have been a time to relax, to enjoy the views and savour satisfaction at having overcome
difficult conditions, but, looking around, | felt a deep sense of unease.
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Down in the valley shadows were lengthening, dusk was approaching, and we had a long
way to go before reaching safe ground. What with the snow and the messing about at the
start, none of us had thought to bring a head torch, an omission we were now regretting.
We located the arrows showing the way to the descent route and the first abseil point, and
commenced our downward journey, which would lead eventually into the gap between us
and a third tower. We made good progress at first but, when hauling down the rope after
the third abseil, the rope jammed. Peter heaved, | heaved, we all heaved, but to no avail.
Fortunately, this happened on a section where the rock was not too steep. Tying on the
end of the rope, | set off up the rock, moving as fast as safety would allow, with the race
against darkness uppermost in mind and with Peter belaying me until | had run out all
the slack available. | soloed the last bit, sorted things out, abbed back down, and we
retrieved the rope. Two more abs brought us to a small cave above an overhang. It was
dark inside the cave when | arrived — by the time the others joined me it was dark outside
as well.

The problem now confronting us was that we were poised on the lip of a large overhang -
and below was all inky blackness. How far down and the whereabouts of the next abseil
anchor was anybody’s guess. Would the ropes reach the anchor and would | be able to
locate it in the dark? The possibility of passing it by unseen weighed heavily but, ever the
optimist, | decided to chance it anyhow. “Sure, if it doesn’t work out | can always prussik
back up” | declared, sanguinely. Tying a knot in the end of the ropes | tossed them out into
blackness and waited for the slap of rope against rock. No such luck. A gentle tug on the
ropes confirmed that they were dangling in space, but logic decreed that there had to be
a ledge down there somewhere. At the best of times | dislike abseiling off overhangs and
dread that short freefall before the system kicks in, but going through this routine in
darkness was a new, and unwelcome experience, to put it mildly. When | judged | was
about halfway down | tried to swing in towards where the rock should be but failed to make
any contact. Queries from up above as to what the situation was only helped to emphasise
how far down | had come and the sense of isolation. Stops to check on the length of the
rope beneath me became more frequent and more panicky as the tail shortened. There
was nothing but empty blackness to the front, rear and left while, on the right, the lights of
the hut could be seen far, far below. Now, the possibility that | might have to prussik back
up the rope was filling me with dread, all bravado had vanished and | was left with an acute
sense of weariness. Almost out of rope | stopped to ponder the situation. Had | passed the
anchor somewhere along the way? Should | press on, or would it be better to start back
up now? Then, as | hung there, suspended in space, swaying gently to and fro, | heard it.
The softest, merest hint of a whisper. But | recognised it immediately. The sound of the
rope ends brushing lightly across gravel. | dropped another couple of feet and the sound
became more vigorous as the rope stretched further beneath my weight. Then, unseen,
out of the blackness, and with less than three feet of rope to spare, my feet landed on a
ledge.

I unhitched from the rope and sat down gingerly, with my back against the wall. Stretching
out my arms | could feel the walls on either side. | edged out slowly from the back wall
until my outstretched feet met with empty space. | had landed in a sentry box that was little
bigger than your average telephone kiosk. | ran my fingers along the junction between the
back and side wall, found a nut placement of sorts and, blindfold, set up a rudimentary
belay. | had had enough excitement for one night - the ledge was small, but it would suffice
for the night, and we would continue at daybreak.
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When Emily joined me we called up to Peter to be careful - urging him to make sure he
was clipped in properly and not get the ropes crossed.

“He’ll be ok” | assured Emily, as we peered up unseeingly into the darkness, “he’s a sound
man, with a good head on his shoulders”. Then, floating down from above came an excited
shout. “I can see an abseil ring!” Daft as a brush. Where do | get them from? Here we
were, in darkness so dense | couldn’t even see my hand in front of my face, and he was
rambling on about seeing anchors. Fatigue was obviously taking its toll. “Come on down
out of that, and stop acting the Mick®, | replied gruffly, but he just laughed. “Look behind
you” he called, “it's over your head”. | looked, and there it was - a big, fat abseil ring, the
polished metal glowing softly, as though lit from within. But how could this be? How had
this appeared where there was only blackness a few minutes earlier? | gazed out between
the walls of the gully and spotted our saviour. The thinnest, most delicate sliver of a moon,
hardly thicker than the rind of an orange, was peeping at us from around the corner. Even
as Peter completed the abseil and we retrieved the ropes and threaded them through the
ring, the moon crept higher and more of it appeared. By the time | was ready to launch off
on the next ab the whole gully was bathed in light, and | could not only see the ledge below,
but another big, shiny ring.

Soon, a beautiful full moon was suspended between the gully walls, beaming benevolently
down upon us. I'm a big fan of the full moon - it has got me out of many a scrape. In my
father’s time the old people always referred to the full moon as ‘the poor man’s moon’ for
it brought extra hours of much-needed light to those working on land or sea, and was much
appreciated. Nowadays, with most of us living in towns or cities, surrounded by bright lights
in our homes, gardens, streets and thoroughfares, the phases of the moon go unnoticed,
but it is a recurring wonder, one of nature’s great gifts that deserves wider acknowledg-
ment.

All our tribulations already forgotten, we made another couple of leisurely abs to the safety
of the scree at the foot of the gully, and congratulated each other on what had been a long
and memorable day. As Peter hauled down the ropes we plotted what we might have for
dinner back at the hut. But the route still had a trick up its sleeve. The rope jammed - again.
Weary though we were, we put our backs into hauling on it, but without success. | stared
up in disbelief. Gleaming in the moonlight, the gully walls were steep, smooth and polished.
Not a hope. “To blazes with”, | said, “Lets leave the bloody thing and come back in the
morning”. As we turned to go | gave the rope a resentful tug. With a soft sigh of acquies-
cence the rope came whispering down the rock and coiled submissively at our feet. “Tell
you what”, | said to Peter, “You trot on down to the hut and let them know we are coming,
while we coil the ropes” He departed briskly, and we could hear him clattering down the
scree. “An omelette would be nice”, | yelled after him, my stomach rumbling in agreement.
We coiled the ropes and started down, bone-weary, but buoyed up by the thought of a hot
meal, a comfortable bunk and a good night’s sleep.

Little did we know.



Irish Mountaineering Club
Cumann Sléibhteoireachta na hEireann
Annual General Meeting
Club na Mdinteoiri, Parnell Square, Dublin 1
8.00 p.m. November 27th 2008

Draft Minutes

1.
2.

The minutes of the 2007 AGM were proposed and seconded for adoption and dopted
Officers’ Reports (All reports were proposed, seconded and adopted. All officers were
congratulated on their achievements) The Membership Officer reported that, in this first
year in which the position has existed, not a lot was done but plans are made for the
coming year beginning in December. Integration with the Training and Publicity Officers
will be important.

The Training Officer gave his report which is attached. During the discussion attention

was drawn to the advisability of avoiding the term “beginner”. In the context of the

discussion on loss of new members after one year it was stressed that a club worthy of
the name should facilitate contact between members to assist the integration of new
members. The Training Officer will work with the Membership Officer on this subject.

Meets Secretary gave his report which is attached. Hut Warden gave his report which is

attached.

The Presidents addressed the meeting. The text of his address is attached

Motions

a) “That Sean Rothery be elected an Honorary Member of the Club.”

Proposed by John Murray, Seconded P. O Leary. Carried.

b) “That Kevin Byrne, Moira Creedon, Des Doyle, Conor O Connor be appointed
as Trustees” Proposed by S. O Hanlon, seconded by Michael Scott.

The motion was amended to read “That Kevin Byrne, Moira Creedon, Des Doyle,
Conor O Connor be appointed as Trustees in addition to the serving Trustees,
Noel Masterson and Aleck Crichton”. The amended motion was carried.

c) “That the following membership fees be approved: Individual €52, Joint €93,
Unwaged €46.” Proposed by Lloyd Moore, Seconded by Paul Donnelly. Carried.

6) “That clause 5.3 of the Constitution be amended by adding the following sentence:
The Committee may elect as a Full Member any person proposed by a member of
the Committee”. Proposed by S. O Hanlon, seconded by P. O Neill.

The motion was amended to read “That clause 5.3 of the Constitution be amended
by adding the following sentence: The Committee may elect as a Full Member any
person proposed by a member of the Committee provided they meet the criteria set
out above”. The motion was lost.

5) That the incoming Committee sell the club library. Proposed by Michael Scott,
seconded by Tony Barry. The problems of the past 10 or more years were revisited
and it was noted that the sale of the library would not yield a bonanza. Aoife Grant
explained what she was prepared to do to put the library on a sound footing.

The motion was lost.

Election of Officers
Chair: Allister Gerrard proposed, seconded and elected.
Secretary: Declan Cunningham proposed, seconded and elected.
Treasurer: Tony Barry proposed, seconded and elected.
Training Officer: Declan Craig proposed, seconded and elected.
Meets Secretary: Peter Wood proposed, seconded and elected.
Publicity Officer: Barry Watts proposed, seconded and elected.
Hut Warden: Tony Groves proposed, seconded and elected.



Membership Officer: Edwige Ducher proposed, seconded and elected.

Librarian: Aoife Grant proposed, seconded and elected.

Members: Eoin O Neill and Gerry Galligan proposed, seconded and elected.

Auditors: D. O Murcht and Paul Donnelly proposed, seconded and elected.
6. The being no other business the meeting closed.

President’s Address
27th November 2008

60 years on the IMC continues to play an important part in the sport of climbing and moun-
taineering in Ireland, one of the members who played a significant part in its history was
Frank Winder. Frank’s loss was a big blow to the club, felt most by those who knew him
longer. He was a regular attendee at club lecture nights, the AGM and is held in the highest
esteem by all members. Another member who passed away was Pat Redmond many of
the longer serving members will know of him as the editor of the Wicklow climbing guide,
he was a prolific and energetic climber in his day. Another prolific mountaineer who al-
though not a member of the IMC was Gerard McDonnell who lost his life on K2.

He is an inspiration to those who reach for the stars but reminds us also of the dangers of
the sport in which we participate.

To all those who lost family and friends over the past year | hope as a club we were able
to provide some level of support during a difficult time. The business of running the club
for the past year was left to the elected committees under the direction of the chairperson
Michael Scott. The work put in by the various officers and those who rallied to their call
when extra help was required is evident as the individual reports have highlighted. Mem-
bers continue to push their skill levels some have gone down the road of training and have
gained recognised skills with the national awarding bodies, they are to be congratulated.
Others continue to push up their climbing grades while more concentrate on their moun-
taineering skills. Some of the places travelled to in order to hone the experience were the
UK, France, Spain, Switzerland, Italy, Norway, Russia, Malta, New Zealand, and India etc.
The latter deserves a special mention as the logistics in organising such an expedition is
a big undertaking by all concerned. The ascent of and naming of a mountain is a major
achievement, one that brought honour to the individuals and to the IMC.

One of the highlights of the year was the 60th celebration at the Glendalough Hotel in No-
vember of this year. It was a great occasion, well planned enjoyed by all from the newest
members to the longest serving, the club founders. The entertainment on the night was
excellent, although some members will have to work on their dancing technique, unlike
myself. They were out of step on more than one occasion with the ceili music. Perhaps
the training officer might include some training in the coming year. In conclusion | would
like to thank the officer of the club for all their hard work over the past 12 months and wish
the incoming committee every success.

Kieran Kelly



IMC Accounts for Year 2007 / 08

Club Account to 30th September 2008

INCOME 2008 2007 EXPENSES 2008 2007
Membership Fees €11,453 €10,348 | MCI Membership
Annual Dinner € €1930  Fees €3,459 €3,509
Indoor Meet fees €82 €27 | Fees discount €310 €310
Web advertising €124 MCI Insurance €2,448 €2,320
EBS Club account interest €55 €31 Mountain Log P&P €898, €699
Total MCI €6,495 €6,218
Meets and events
Meet Costs € €80)
Annual Dinner €300 €1,780
Teacher's Club €1,580 €1,710
50 year event at the hut €435 €0)
Total Meets and events €2315 €3,570
Newsletter
Newsletter Printing €300 €220
Newsletter Postage €242 €302
Stationery €32 €28
Total Newsletter €574, €550
General
Insurance - Library €395, €323
Post & Stationery €371 €90)
Printing other €50 €0
Web Site € €24
Misc € €42
Govt Duty Bank account € €
Bank Charges €142 €143
Freight / Carriage €0 €100)
Total general €958 €646
Exceptional Costs
Expedition grant €1,500 €0
Projector Purchase € €700
Total Exceptional costs €1,500 €700
Total €11,714 €12,336 [Total €11,842 €11,684]
Surplus / (Deficit) on club activities €128 eess‘ ‘Membership 255 245
Hut Account to 30th September 2008
INCOME 2008 2007 EXPENSES 2008 2007
Hut Fees €7,435 €4,913  ESB €128 €0
Irish Nationwide hut account interest €784 €159 Hut Repairs €1,221 €1,247
EBS Hut account interest €8 €3 Fixtures & fittings €320
Sundries €123 €181
Hut Improvements €784 €4,477
Rates €216, €206
Heating oil €805, €615
Meal expenses €100, €75
Government duty €15
Insurance €1,206
Buildings €673,
Public liability €585,
Brokerage €58
Total €8,227 €5,075] [Total €5,028 €8,007]
Surplus / (Deficit) on hut activities €3,199 42,932\

Bank Balances at 30th September 2008

Sept 30,2008 Sept 30, 2007

Bank Balance as per accounts

ref bank statement (Post EoY adj. 176 + 1571 Txfrd from Hut Nov
Used for postage expenses only

ref bank statement (Post EoY adj 176 + 1571 Txfrd to club Nov 07)
10,000 transferred to Irish N'wide ac

€10,000 transferred from hut ac

Club Current , Bank of Ireland €5,536 €3,926
Club Petty Cash € €54
Club EBS savings ac €5,277 €5,222
Total Club €10,820 €9,202
Hut Current, Bank of Ireland €6,688 €16,027
Hut EBS savings ac €1376 €1,368
Hut Irish Nationwide Deposit €34,576 €23,791
Total Hut €42,640 €41,186
Total €53,460 €50,388
Net Change for year €3,071 |




Treasurer and Membership Secretary's Report for Year ended 30th September 2008

CLUB

Membership increased from 245 to 255 this year i.e an increase of ten

Fifty new members joined during the year which unfortunately meant that forty previous members did not rejoin

Income from fees increased 10.6% on last year due to increased membership and the increase in fees

Teacher's club costs were down slightly primarily due to the fact we now use our own projector. The purchase price of which will be paid
back in under two years. However, the room fee increased from €60 to €70.

Web advertising is a new means of income. Although minimal there is potential for growth.

General postage costs rose sharply - Focus needs to be on consolidating post i.e. MCI cards and Newsletters, and email communication
where appropriate

Expedition grant of €1,500 was made to a team from the club for an Expedition to India

Deficit on club activities for year was €128

HUT
Hut income - fees up 51% from €4,900 to €7,400
Expenditure on hut decreased as building improvement work reduces
€10,000 was transferred from the hut deposit account into the Hut Irish Nationwide account
Surplus on hut activities for year was €3,199
OVERALL

Financial assets of the club increased by €3,071,an increase of 6% during the year




A Rich List of VS climbing

Richie Byrne in 2002 on climbing.ie website put out a simple challenge — he asked climbers
to name their favourite VS climb and then made a list of the top twenty climbs. In 2007 set
out to redo it based on the experience of IMC climbers as a guide ; All members in the
2006 members book that | could contact were asked to mention a favourite list of their VS
choices and , if they wished , to include why they chose their favourite climbs .

| was delighted with the response | got and enjoyed greatly the interaction with climbers,
some of whom | only knew by name. Within hours of posting the challenge on the IMC
website, the first response was from Steve Young in Canada — still showing great interest
in Irish climbing. Steve’s name will forever be associated with gems of climbs in Dalkey
and Wicklow. Many Climbers sent a varied and thought out response. Climbers who were
climbing at much higher technical levels were as likely to respond with a VS list.

Richie Byrne’s Search for favourite VS climbs 2002 results (in no particular order):

County Crag Climb
Antrim Ballygally Head Kleptomaniac *
Fair Head Girona
Clare Ailladie Bonnan Bui
Ground Control
Jug City
Donegal Gola Island Flake Out ( HVS 5a)
Down The Mournes Thin Crack
Warsaw Convention
Dublin Dalkey Quarry Hyperion
In absentia (HVS 5a )
Jameson 10
Mahjongg
Streetfighter
Galway Ben Corr Seventh Heaven
Kerry Dunshean Head The Needle
Wicklow Glendaloch racks onthe
Prelude - Nightmare
Wicklow Lugulla All Along the Watchtower
Clingon — Claideamh Solais
Spearhead ( HVS 5a )

* Adjoins a golf course and may be off limits: Check local information
Critics have a field day with lists like this —

® “This approach promotes a tick list mentality” ( only you let it. These climbs are at nine
different crags in eight different counties so your horizons are widened )

® “The choices are uneven” ( Any selection has bias ; The routes vary from single pitch
to the long multipitch mountain route of 7th Heaven , from tidal climbs to roadside
crags ; Present day grading has three of the pitches in the low HVS grades.
A climber will of course approach the list with this in mind.

® “How come my favourite climb of all time isn’t on the list”; ( Tastes change :
Add your climb to the Forum article on the IMC website accompanying this issue of
the Newsletter : As a bonus add in a photo )



Our IMC 2007 questionnaire produced the following list (in no particular order):

County Crag Climb

Antrim Fairhead The Black Thief
Clare Ailladee Jug City
Dublin Dalkey Quarry Jameson Ten

Street Fighter
Down The Mournes , Slieve Beg Wabash Cannonball
Galway Ben Corr Seventh Heaven
Kerry Dunshean Head Giraffe
Wicklow Glendaloch Prelude Nightmare

The appendix shows the individual climbs suggested by members and their comments; It
also has suggestions from the wider climbing community who replied; What comes across
is the breadth of experience and the vast array of excellent climbs out there to consider.
For example , Terry O Neill , well capable of extreme climbs , still enthused over “ Run of
the Arrow “ a Hard Severe on Gola ( you willtoo !). Steve Young, who pioneered many
superb lines , chose Pentax in Luggula. Examine the list and perhaps you too will be in-
spired by some of rock stars and souls of like mind. Donegal classics appear from some
of the experienced members — a spur to revisit this wonderful County with all its fine climb-
ing areas, once so much part of the IMC calendar.

In the Summer of 2006 | visited most of Richies’ list. | have great memories of a long
weekend’s craic at Ailladie and nights of Doolin Trad music. The whoops of delight of my
climbing partner , Theo Forrestor half way up 7th Heaven , not another soul in sight ;
Each climb and the partners | shared them with are etched into the mind’s eye forever :
The list showed that at VS level there are many outstanding areas to climb in Ireland .
For each climb on the crags mentioned, there were many more that could be added - but
without the list to start | would perhaps have missed the crag. | look forward to many years
exploring the choices offered. Thanks to everyone who put the effort into replying to the
IMC survey.
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Spazzacaldera 2009

Escaping Ireland’s “summer” by travelling to Switzerland this July for the MCI meet only
proved that the “rainy season” is indeed Europe wide phenomena. Luckily the deluge
mostly confined itself to weekends, and thus any midweek opportunities were not to be
missed.

After a week in the Bregaglia we got up on Saturday morning after the traditional the Friday
night “end of week” party for a late breakfast to find the campsite uncharacteristically
bathed in sunshine. It was our last day in the Alps and so over numerous brews of tea |
managed to convince Gerry Kenny, one of the few early risers, that we should do some-
thing “short” it being a shame to waste the day. The Spazzacaldera is a granite crag adja-
cent to the top station of the local (and only) Albigna cable car...the less than taxing 100m
walk-in made the choice easy. We climbed the NE ridge which was a fine mixture of slabs,
chimneys, scrambles and a spectacular if easy final aréte. The crag is then topped by two
rock pinnacles La Fiamma and the |l Dente...the Flame and the Tooth. We had an hour to
play with before the last cable car, so we decided to scramble around to the base of the
Fiamma to have a ‘look’. We were soon joined by an Italian couple who we graciously al-
lowed to go ahead.

The leader Guido climbed the exposed needle in fine style and assured us that any diffi-
culties were all psychological...as we looked nervously down at our tents now a mile below
us. His partner Chiara then followed and soon they were both at the summit, where | took
some pictures of them atop the ‘flame’.

It didn’t look too bad...we decided to forget about the cable car and give it a go.
After abseiling down Guido and Chiara signed the logbook and then gave me their
email address to send them on my pictures of them. Guido was anxious to return
the complement and suggested he’s take some shots of us climbing. ‘This might take
longer than you expect’ we warned him as we set off. The face was a bit blank in

places but as long as you could get a hand on the aréte it was really positive.

We had lots of encouragement from our Italian friends and no little help from Guido
who seemed to remember the location of every hold on the rock.

The Fiamma is 25m high and the top is the most spectacular belay position sitting
astride the rock with glimpses of Albigna Lake on your left and Vicosoprano on your
right through the swirling mist.

We waved ‘arrivaderchi’ as our ‘guides’ departed, they probably missed the last car
themselves as they kindly waited to see that we didn’t come to grief.

After a nervous abseil from the rocky top block we had a walk off that was a little longer
than planned as the cable car had long since stopped running, but | don’t think either of
us noticed.

Molti grazie a Guido e Chiara and of course Gerry.
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Ireland’s Eye Meet 13th September 2008

It was a bright morning in South Dublin however the ground was wet. | peeked out the cur-
tains and contemplated whether or not to make the club trip to Ireland’s Eye. The main reason
for my reluctance was the fact that | had done so little climbing during the summer due to the
bad weather. Carpe Diem ah sure what the hell, the sun is shining, let’s give it a go and the
forecast was good for the day. A quick dash around the house looking for my gear followed by
a hasty breakfast and then onto the M50 in order to make the 10.30 am rendezvous on the
east pier in Howth.

We all piled into a small boat, a motley crew of 23 (about 19 climbers in total) and off we went
for a very pleasant trip lasting less than 20 minutes (the island is about 1 mile north of Howth).
We landed on the North West side of the island, near the Martello Tower. An abundance of Cor-
morants greeted us on our arrival. From there it was about a 15 minute walk to the crag which
is located on the south east corner of the island. We had all been forewarned by Des about the
nettles so there was no one complaining. On the way some of us stopped off at the ‘summit’ of
the island in order to cool off and to admire the views. The sun was glistening on the water and
| was already very glad | had made the trip.

The crag was an impressive sight — large
quartzite stacks located near the shore line. For
the island a total of 29 climbs are listed on
www.climbing.ie. The climbs typically are steep
but with good holds. The grades go from Diff to
VS however; it was the general consensus of
the group that the climbs are under graded. All
with the exception of North Chimney are Severe
and harder. The majority feel exposed and
“airy”, just what you need to inject a shot of
adrenaline into the bloodstream.

Des set up an abseil rope at the top of the
crag — at the summit of a 21m Diff climb
called North Chimney. People partnered up
and the climbing began (we had to be back
at the tower at 5 pm to catch the last boat due
to the tides). A few were unwilling to lead
climbs in the unfamiliar setting, myself in-
cluded, but there was no shortage of offers
from experienced climbers to take a third per-
son on their rope. Popular climbs of the day
included South Ridge (20m VD), Hamilton
Crack (27m VD), Southeast Ridge (66m D),
Skyhook Wall (33m S) and The Ridge (17m VD) which is located on a sea stack called, |
believe, Inaccessible Pinnacle.

South Ridge was very noisy due to the presence of seagulls on a nearby sea stack. One
of the group compared Hamilton Crack to Street Fighter and Jameson 10, which are Dalkey
VS’s.
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A number of people visited the island that
day and arrived on yachts, boats and ca-
noes. The sun shone for the whole day and |
think | can safely say that a good time was
had by all. There was plenty of craic , stories
and slagging throughout the day. | learned
a lot from the stories including an ingenious
way of retrieving a rope after an abseil — this
involved tying a second rope to the abseil
rope and throwing it over the other side so
that it could be then pulled from the opposite
side — a lucozade bottle also featured in this
process!

We arrived back on the pier at about 6 pm
and a quick postcard was written to Declan,
the Training Officer (believe he camped on
Ireland’s Eye a few years ago and had an un-
fortunate accident involving bird crap). Then
off to the pub for a pint outside in the evening
sun where we could see the crag we had just

- 1 returned from in the distance. A perfect end
South East Ridge to a great day.

Thanks to Des Doyle for organising the trip. His perseverance made it happen - it was can-
celled the week before due to bad weather. Thanks also to Donal O Mhurchu, Peter and
Hugh Norton for taking me climbing with them.

Coum Dubh, Mweelrea, Co. Mayo February 2009

Coum Dubh (or Lug More) at the northern end of Doolough Pass must be one of Ireland’s
most spectacular coums / corries. It rises from 30m at the Doolough lake shore to the peak
Ben Lugmore at 803m. (Ben Lugmore, I've also heard it called Ben Lui). Did the glaciers
only leave here last century? Well it looks as if they did. The whole area is a university
course on geology, glaciology, climatology, ecology, biology and mountainology (if such an
‘ology’ exists). As it says on the tin the corrie is black and dark greeny mustard, usually
deep in shade which is magnified by the sheer vastness of the surrounding back wall. Ter-
minal moraine guards the entrance or lip of the coum like a bastion; hiding behind ancient
stories telling that the place belonged to the ‘Sidhe’. The pass below still echoes with the
weeping and pleading of those who died on the journey to and from Delphi Lodge during
the notorious ‘famine walk’.

Often when I'm visiting these hills | don’t meet a soul. Though this solitude is indeed very
welcome, | wish here to share some of my experiences of the place so others, who may
not know the mountains of South West Mayo, may be tempted to visit too.

13



Photo 1: Coum Dubh (November 2008)

Photo 2: Doolough Pass looking south (November 2008)

The map below shows some of my favourite routes (and some which | hope to complete
soon) in and around Mweelrea and in particular Coum Dubh.

Map 1: Mweelrea

Ben:Lugmore '\ -
Mweelréa
-

A
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The Mweelrea Traverse (red route on the map) in my view is amongst the finest in the
country, in the same league as Glen Coaghan and Coum Loughra horse shoes and the
Maum Turk walk. It starts at the northern end of Doolough Lake (1) where there is limited
car parking space beside a small bridge. A pleasant lake shore walk (crossing streams)
brings you quickly to a large sheep pen (2) from where the days climbing begins and hope-
fully ends. My preference from here is to head south up very steep grass covered slopes
at Askaneeraun with occasional opportunities for short rock steps as far as the magnificent
Doolough Crag (8) (Teevaree Rocks) (the orange route an anti-clockwise direction gives
a fine 2 to 2.5 hour trek).

From here a rocky ridge (which | refer to as ‘Sommer’s Ridge’) rises with enjoyable easy
scrambling and gives inspiring views onto the back wall of Coum Dubh. The top of the
ridge (Ben Lugmore East) (3) is surprisingly flat. From here (usually in the clouds) the route
heads west south west to Ben Lugmore South. Compasses out, because it is easy to go
wrong here. The route drops steeply to a narrow col at the top of the main gully in Coum
Dubh at the southern corner of Ben Lugmore Ridge. To my knowledge this gully (yellow
route on the map) has not been climbed but routes along its edges were completed in the
1950s.

The route now continues in a west-northwest direction steeply towards the main Ben Lug-
more summit at 803m. The views on this section of the route are amongst the finest in the
west of Ireland with 300m high cliffs dropping away to your right and Mweelrea and views
onto the islands to your left. From here the vast volume of Coum Dubh is apparent. The
peak is reached and just beyond a separate top set out before another col gives a great
viewing point of the central back wall of the corrie. A short rise and then continue down a
steep board grass and shingle covered slope leads to the main col / cross roads for the
Mweelrea hills between the Ben Bury and Ben Lugmore ridges (4).

This col (4) is where the ordinary route up from Coum Dubh known as ‘The Ramp’ meets
the high ridges. A small cairn at the top of this col can prove to be a very important landmark
when the hill top is completely cloaked in dense cloud (which in my experience is every
other day). The way to Ben Bury from the col is a short and gradual clamber to the north
just past where the Glencullin ridge ends before a summit cairn becomes visible. The sum-
mit (5) is an ideal lunch spot with a majestic view. Croagh Patrick, Mweelrea, the Bens,
Louisburgh and its surrounding hills, the Sheefry Hills, Ben Gorm and Ben Cregan, The
Nephins, Achill, jagged coastline, beaches and islands; a kin to the view from Brandon.
From Ben Bury (5) hand rail on the right the hill top for a few 100ms and then a steady
descent down the board south facing slopes in a south west then south direction leads to
the col (c650m) between Ben Bury and Mweelrea. From this col again clamber steadily
up in a southward direction until the crest of the slope is reached giving a view onto Killary
Harbour and the back wall of Mweelrea. Handrail on the left the cliff edge and in a short
time the peat hag top of Mweelrea (6) 814m is gained. Again the vista! You are surrounded
by fjords, islands, hills, mountains, rivers, lakes, bogs, forests and beaches, miles of
beaches, miles of bogs, miles of mountains, miles to the Atlantic horizon.
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Back track to Ben Bury (5) or from
just north and above the col con-
tour directly to the col (4) before
Ben Lug More ridge. A descent
route to Doolough from here may
appear at first unclear. Head down
the gully to the east of the col (4)
for less than 10m and then con-
tour, via a rock step / catwalk to the
south east hugging a small crag
until the route down ‘The Ramp’
becomes clear. The view onto the
shear Coum Dubh back wall in-

Photo 3: Ben Bury with Croagh Patrick in the dis-  Vites the eye to the peak of Ben
tance to the right (January 2009) Lugmore.

The Ramp is steep to awkward in places and ,after what seems an eternity, you pass by
large boulderable boulders (for those who boulder) towards the left hand corner of the
Coum Dubh (7) before the way out via the main stream in the belly of the Coum is visible
and clear below going north.

Photo 4: Ben Lugmore (left) and Mweelrea (right) from just below Ben Bury with the
Twelve Bens in the distance (January 2009)

Between col (4) and the Coum corner (7) you pass under the back wall which, if we were
reliably blessed (or cursed) with hard winters would prove to be a Mecca of winter climbing.
The gully in the centre of wall (to the north of Ben Lug More) | climbed a few days after the
last pope died and | named it (for my own reference) ‘Pope’s Gully’ (light blue route on the
map). Some the mountaineering features of the Coum Dubh’s back wall are shown in photo
9.

During February 2009, which proved to be snowy and cold over a long period, myself and
another Clare man Colm Collins tackled the gully that rises up the right hand side corner
of the coum. The following photos were taken during the climbing of the route which we
named, again for our own reference ‘Recession Gully’.

We approached the route by following the stream first on the right and then on the left to
a boulder field. Above the boulder field a narrow gully then steep / near vertical hillside
was climbed (with the aid of an ice axe) to a defined very steep shingle / snow covered
gang way between otherwise shear rocky sections.
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Photo 5: Ben Bury / Ben Lug More col Photo 6: Approach up to the Ben Bury /
looking down towards ‘The Ramp’ with Ben Lug More col via the ramp (January
2009)

‘Sommer’s Ridge in the background to
the left

This was followed unpleasantly with increasing -|

steepness and ice to the rim of the main gully.
The gully appeared to start much lower down
and may prove to be a more direct start. Enter-
ing the gully involved negotiating a bulge in the
cliff face and a narrow traverse downwards. The |

gully itself was well snowed up (several feet) =

though not completely frozen. Colm progressed
up the gully while I investigated the ice covered
ridge to its right. Climbing in the gully proved to
be enjoyable but was soon halted by a 5m ver-
tical ice step. The climbing on ridge was steep
with firm ice and snow covered rock. To the right
of the ridge was an impressive continuous ice
fall which appeared to extend for the complete
length of the gully; for another day perhaps.
Colm traversed out of the gully ‘on air’ to join me
on the ridge and we scouted the route ahead.
Down wasn'’t a viable option. Up was an ice
covered, ever steepening, rock ridge. To the left
was a snow filled gully blocked by a vertical ice
step and shear ice cover walls.
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Photo 8: Coum Dubh Back wall’ (February 2009)

To the right, a large drop down into the icefall and
beyond steep ice covered walls. Up the ridge it
was. We donned our crampons and progressed
steadily on what proved to be excellent snow
and ice. Was this really Mayo? The ridge angle
relented slightly and then merged with the upper
broad section of the gully. We remained on the
right side of the gully and made easy progress
on continuous steep ice towards the top of the
route and eventually to the col between Ben Lug-
more and Ben Bury.

Photo 9: Recession Gully
(February 2009)

Photo 10: Approach to Recession Gully Photo 11: Lower Section of
(February 2009) Recession Gully (February 2009)
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Photo
12 A & B: Mid way up Recession Gully (February 2009)

We lunched at the col, packet soup and ba-
nanas, and then set about descending to The
Ramp. Some initially balancy steps on the deep
snow covered gangway soon lead from the col
down onto The Ramp and with time down to the
ol car.

Sure what else would ya be doin’ of a snowy
February Sunday in the West.

Photo 13 Ice step Mid way up Reces-
sion Gully (bypassed)
(February 2009)
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IMC Person of the Decade

Voting for the IMC Person of the Decade produced a result that would make any politician,
even a dictator, green with envy. In a high poll against 250 candidates Gerry got 93% of
the votes. This landslide win is nothing if not deserved.

Although he is described as Person of the Decade Gerry has been a landmark in the IMC
for more years than some of us would want to admit. At times it seems that he is not just
a member but a one-man committee. If we could bottle him we could sell him.

His story-telling contributions to Newsletter and website are of the highest literary quality
and would be well worth publishing as a collection. Gerry’s foraging skills are second to
none, he has been the finder of climbing opportunities at Ardmore,

Knockadoon, Sheeps Head, Ashford, Barnbawn, Carrick Mountain, Loop Head, Robert’s
Cove, Hook Head and lots of other places. Not content with finding these new places Gerry
has been missionary in bringing people to them and broadening their climbing experience.
He has also been a promoter of super crags such as Luggala and some of the many crags
in the Mournes. These are usually hidden from our view by the close-up bulk of the Quarry
and Glendalough which we sometimes seem to imagine are the only Irish crags open to
us.

And finally he is respected for the standard of the meets he organises. Gerry does not
work on the principle of telling people where he is going and giving them the option of tag-
ging along. Somehow he has mastered the art of finding suitable accommodation that
miraculously caters for exactly the numbers who attend. He has a way of getting people
sorted with transport and enthused about the meet that would be the envy of a marketing
department. An added feature of Gerry’s overseas meets is that they are in places that
cater for the full range of the club’s primary activity, mountaineering. Where Gerry brings
you you will find a choice of “high E” climbs, V. Diffs and Severes, scrambling, mountain
walking and combinations of all of these.

Gurb fhada linn é. May many learn from him and copy him.
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A day on the Nordkante

It was Monday 7th July, it
was lashing, and we just
had to get out of the
camp site and away out
of the valley. It had been
raining more or less con-
tinuously since we were
rained off the north-east
ridge (or central spur) of
the Spazzacaldera early
on the Sunday morning.
James and Barry had al- ¥
ready spent the previous
week in the Bernese
Oberland where they |
climbed a number of
wonderful snowy peaks,

while | had just arrived on . . .
the Friday into Zirich. On Photo 1: South Ridge on Piz Balzet

the Saturday, which was a cracking day, the three of us, Barry, James and myself, climbed
the south ridge on Piz Balzet (ll1 / IV) (a relatively short but excellent route on prefect gran-
ite), descended the east ridge (after having a bit of banter on the top with a few wandering
Milanese), followed by a short trek down marmot-infested slopes back down the Albigna
Hut where we stayed over the night very comfortably.

The next morning Barry and | attempted the route on Spazzacaldera, as mentioned above,
before retreating back down to Vicosprano via the compact cable car and zooming down
across the border to euro land to Chiavenna for a mountain of Italian food in a side-street
restaurant. Barry and | had set our sights on completing two other routes before the trip
was over namely the Meuli Routeon the Punta da I'Albigna and the North Ridge of the Piz
Badile.

The weather forecast however looked ominous. Tuesday looked like being the best day
with the weather set to deteriorate on Wednesday and the remainder of the week lapsing
into thunderstorms with downpours. So, having discussed plans with the mountain guides
at the MCI meet and having contacted the guardian of the Sasc Faru hut, we decided to
pull out all the stops and head straight for an attempt on the North Ridge ofthe Piz Badile.
James dropped us off at Laret (1,252m) which is reached by a private steep winding toll
road above Bondo. From there we trudged our way up through larch forest and dense un-
dergrowth via a winding path, crossing several rivers en route, in literally a continuous
downpour to the Sasc Faru hut (1904m).

The guardian, Heidi, was very welcoming (we were the only two booked for that night) and
amused when she saw the state of us, soaked to the bone, drowned cats, Paddies on tour.
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She advised us that the weather forecast
had changed and that the weather was set
to improve from Tuesday morning onwards
and that both Wednesday and Thursday
looked like being settled, warm and sunny,
and basically that we should hold off going
for the route until the Wednesday when a
number of other teams were also going to
give it go.

Local wisdom. That evening we discussed
the route in depth with Heidi (she had
climbed the north ridge twice), read up the
various guide book (in German) that were
available in the hut, with particular attention
to the descent route (read the pictures), had
a few beers and hit the sack.

On Tuesday morning we dried out our gear,
chilled out until noon and read up on the
route a little more. We then decided to walk
up to 2,400m just below the route proper to
give it a good reckie and to stash our gear
so as save us the effort of lugging up a
heavy load the following morning. (note: be-
tween 2,300m and 2,400m there were
plenty of good bivy sites and running water from springs). The reckie proved invaluable,
helping us to visualise and plan the route; the initial snow field and slabs up to the col at
2,589m, the start of the ridge, the Risch slab and its overhang, the daunting ridge above,
the crux section, another steep looking ridge section, another large slab (which we nick-
named the Shimmering Slab), and above that the route seemed to continue endlessly to
an ever-narrowing ridge. The rock looked dull grey, smooth and compact and the ridge as
a whole looked somewhat like the prow of an upturned US navy aircraft carrier.

Photo 2: Tuesday morning, a view of the
north ridge from the Sasc Faru Hut

Piz Badile was first climbed in July 1867 by William Coolidge with guides F. and H.
Dévouassoud by the south face, while the north ridge, also known locally as the Nordkante,
wasn’t climbed until 4th August 1923 by Alfred Zircher with the guide Walter Risch. From
2,400m we could vaguely view on the east face the line of one of the most famous routes
in the Alps, the Cassin Route, which was infamously climbed in July 1937 by Riccardo
Cassin, V. Ratti, G. Esposito, Mario Molteni and Giuseppe Valsecchi. Heidi had informed
us the evening before that Cassin still lived locally.

When we got back down to the hut other groups had already arrived and there was a buzz
about the place. We relaxed for the rest of the evening, had dinner and hit the sack early
enough planning to be up and at ‘em around 3:30am so as to get out by 4:00am.

We left the hut at 4:10am in darkness and with the aid of head torches arrived in good time
at our stash point, just below the final snow fields.
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We donned our harness, arranged our gear
and with ice axes made our way to the col
(2,589m) at the start of the route on the
north ridge, where we roped up, put on our
climbing shoes, put away our axes and set
off moving together. By 6:20am, under clear
blue morning skies, the five groups who
were attempting the route were established
on the ridge, consisting of two Austrians,
two ltalians, three Swiss, two Czechs and
ourselves, two lIrish. | led up the first sec-
tion, moving together over relatively
| straightforward terrain of perfect granite
(H/M/-1v), starting on the left side of the
ridge before moving up on to the crest and
on from there, with some exposure, to the
base of the Risch slab (about 170m up from
the col). The Austrians were just preparing
to pitch the slab. Barry took over the lead.

He started up on the left side, continued to
under the overhang at the top and worked
out right to exit the slab (IV+). During the
next four or five superb pitches of (IV/+IV)
of slab and dieédre climbing on the ridge
proper, there was considerable traffic and
delay with the position of 2nd, 3rd and 4th on the ridge continually changing between us,
the Swiss and the ltalians, while the Austrians stormed ahead. The interaction between
the groups was in general good humoured, with the odd bit of f-in and blinding at the Ital-
ians over some ungentlemanly climbing behaviour (simply just not cricket!). During these
pitches, which were amazingly exposed and weaved from one side of the crest to the other,
from bright sunshine to shade, the temperature plummeted as a wind gusted from the east.
These proved to be the toughest pitches of the route due to a combination of the sustained
climbing, the cold and the jostling for position.

Photo 3 Tuesday Afternoon, a closer view
of the N Ridge

We arrived at a stance that appeared to have two options, to traverse left below the ridge
or go right across the ridge passing through a tight diedre (which the guide book advised
was the correct way). | got jammed in the dieédre with my big west-of-Ireland shoulders but
managed to barge my way up to the next belay point, with Barry awaiting, grinning, pointing
to the crux pitch. The crux pitch (-V) took the form of a short steep wall involving some
easy bouldering moves, with lots of in-situ bolts and unlike the section of the ridge before,
not in an overly exposed position.

With the crux completed, the ridge eased for two pitches (lll/-1V), with some short diédres
with some loose stone, that led to the base of the ‘Shimmering Slab’. This slab (IV) was
climbed via numerous cracks; reminiscent of ‘Skull Slab’ at Aill na Crénain back home in
the Burren. From the top of this slab the route continued to another diédre that traversed
up across to the right side of the ridge and disappeared around a corner.
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The next belay stance
was in an outrageously
exposed position, a
small sentry post situ-
ated on an overhanging
ledge covered in snow
with the full extent of the
vertical north west face
visible directly below.
Barry led from there (-1V) §
on around to the right,
singing a wee tune, leav-
ing me with my thoughts.
Each belay turnover
took only moments with
very little said, just the
odd “ya horse!” and
“you’re on”, “climb when
ready”, “climbing” and
“best of luck ya ol
mucker”.

The climbing grade eased after the next [N .|
pitch (-1V) and | took over the lead at this
point giving Barry a very well-earned
break. The next few pitches rose up over
easy slabs (lll) from one side of the ridge
to the other, then mostly on the right-hand
side avoiding small gendarmes with the
occasional short back-climb until a small
col was reached just before a posed block.
We could see the top. From this col the
route followed down to the left along a
small narrow, snow-covered, gangway
avoiding the last prominent gendarme be-
fore reaching a short tunnel between huge
boulders that otherwise blocked the ridge.
From the tunnel and after some easy ter-
rain we had gained the summit at 3,305M.

on the North Ridge

The North Ridge of Piz Badile was
climbed. With over 10 hours since the col
at 2,589m, 22-plus pitches of continuous
glorious climbing on superb granite, we
had now to turn our attentions to getting
down the south face to the Gianetti Hut.

Photo 5: Evening abseiling down the
south face.
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The pair of Italians had just started descending from the peak when we had arrived. We
could hear the Swiss team further below while the Czech team had turned back several
hours before, opting to abseil back down the North Ridge. The Austrians, we imagined,
were sipping coffee in the hut by that stage. We changed into our big boots, had a quick
snack, gathered ourselves and started the descent from immediately below the summit
trig point via a short chimney (into Italy) to the top of the descent route that is defined on
the east side of by a steep couloir and on the west side by the south ridge. The guide book
suggested that we should descend the top section of the couloir. On closer inspection of
the snow- and rubble-filled couloir, we decided to set up an abseil and descend down the
slabs to the right of couloir. We could see the Italians immediately below us in some con-
fusion, slipping in the couloir and untangling their ropes. | backed up an existing abseil
point with some 8mm tat that I'd brought along and we started to arrange our two 50m
ropes for the descent. One of the Italians came bolting back up to our newly set up abseil
point and threaded their ropes through before we had a chance to get started (as | said
early, simply just not cricket!).

After an inconvenient delay we then abseiled down to another ledge and lo and behold
there was an abseil point and some streaks of orange paint to indicate the descent route.
Sorted! For the next few abseils the Italians were slowing us up big time and they kept
asking which way now and then they’d rush off down ahead of us. At the end of our second
50m abseil we noticed that the pair of Italians were preparing to abseil down the right hand
side of the ridge via a new looking bolt and chain abseil point. Like a haunting memory we
remembered Heidi, back at the hut, warning us not to abseil down via this chain saying
“you must stay on the left side of the ridge until the cross!” and that there was another
abseil point further along the ledge. And there was. We convinced the Italians to follow us,
away from their deaths, and we reconvened our descent down the south face.

Four 50m abseils down from the top of the couloir (from just below the summit trig) brought
us to a ledge and narrow track that led down parallel to the ridge to another abseil point.
This abseil led down to another ledge at the bottom of the couloir where another abseil
point awaited. The ltalians kept slowing us up and, despite our best efforts, we couldn’t
get past them. Awkward individuals. We then convinced them to abseil down our ropes to
speed things up as their ropes kept getting tangled and they seemed to be all up in a heap.
| set up the abseil down and then one, then the other Italian and then Barry followed. This
abseil ended at the path way to the cross which Heidi, like the oracle, had warned us was
difficult to find. The path went down a bit, right a bit, up a bit (not down which is where
some apparently go wrong), across a bit, left a bit and steeply down a bit to a ledge at the
top of sheer gully which was marked by a metal cross erected by the Italian ClimbingFed-
eration.

This cross doubled as the abseil point, or so all the tat suggested. Another nearly 50m-
long free-hanging abseil, this time down the right-hand side of the ridge led to the final ab-
seil point. By this stage it was getting late and the Gianetti hut, which had been visible for
a lot of the descent, was lost in the darkness. The final abseil led down onto a snow field
(c 2,900m) with a trail of foot prints leading to the moraine. We packed away our ropes,
donned our head torches, and set off down to the hut in the dark. The Nordkante was
climbed and the south face descended!

27



Photo 6: Panorama of the south side of Punta Torelli, Punta Santa Anna, Piz Badile,
Punta Sertori and Piz Cengalo (in the early morning sun at the Gianetti)

Job done! Myself and Wattsie roared out an ol’ Clare shout, shocking the Italians a bit and
fumbled our way down guided by the outside hut light that the guardian had put on when
he spotted our head torches.

We got to the hut (2,534m) sometime around 10:30pm. Relief. The guardian brought us a
full dinner and beer, which were both very welcome. Soon after we hit the sack. The next
morning | got up earlyish, hands and feet paining a bit, planning to get ready for our return
journey back to the Sasc Faru hut via Passo Porcellizzo and Passo della Trubinasca. An-
other potentially long day which, to tell the truth, | wasn’t looking forward to. But, the Italians,
who at this stage were singing our praises for having apparently “rescued” them from the
south

face, made us an offer we couldn’t refuse. They had arranged for one of their wives to
meet us at the village of Bagni del Masino at the head of the valley and to drive us to Chi-
avenna. Score. So after 2% to 3 hours of downhill walking through the absolutely beautiful
sun-baked Valle Porcellizzo, with waterfalls and springs, a cheese-making factory, and
past enormous boulders and lizards and surrounded by magnificent peaks, we reached
Bagni del Masino (1,172m). We paid a quick visit to the village’s famous thermal springs
before being whizzed away back to Chiavenna in a Fiat Punto. Four smelly mountaineers,
all their gear and one ltalian lady zooming through the Yosemite of the Alps, passing by
Europe’s biggest boulder, simply comical.
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New Year Resolutions

The Irish Challenge Walks are a great way of getting fit for bigger trips and seeing a bit
more of the country, why not give one a go this year ?

11th April 2009 MAUMTURKS CHALLENGE Distance: 24 km. Total Ascent: 2,336m

25th April 2009 KNOCKMEALDOWNS

3rd, 4th & 5th May 2008 BALLYHOURA MARATHON CHALLENGE Distance: 42 km

23rd May 2009
29th May 2009
June 2009

4th July 2009

12th July 2009

18th July 2009

24th & 25th July 2009
9th August 2009

15th August 2009

29th August 2009

BURREN MARATHON CHALLENGE Distance 26.2 Miles
BLACKSTAIRS WALK Distance: 26 km. Total Ascent: 1,525m
LUG WALK Distance 53 km

COMERAGH CROSSING Distance 35 km

MOUNTIAN RESCUE FUNDRAISING WALK

(IMAL-LUG area) Distance 30 km

JOYCE COUNTRY CHALLENGE Distance 30 km

HART WALK Distance 110 km

MOURNE SEVENS Distance 28 km

MARATHON WALK WESTERN WAY Distance 42 km

BURREN WALK Distance 27 km

More detailed information can be got from www.walkersassocation.ie

Walking too easy! Why not run?

The Irish Mountain Running Association has a hectic calendar of runs around the country
More information is available on www.imra.ie
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OUTDOOR MEETS Spring-Summer 2009

4th April Quarry Cleanup Barry Watts
19th April Newcomers day Declan Craig
Climbing Trip to
2nd-9th May Arco-Lake Garda Terry O’Neill
Italy
2009 All Ireland Climbfest
1st-4th May in Glencolmcille www.pete-smith.co.uk
Co Donegal

Lake District Meet
Cumbria England
Owey Island Co Donegal

5th-8th June Gerry Moss

20th-21st - Joint Meet with Colmcille
June Hugh Sharkey Memorial Climbing Club
weekend
4th-5th July Burren Co Clare Barry Watts
Mountaineering Ireland
4th-18th July | Alpine Meet Innerkirchen www.mountaineering.ie
Switzerland
IMC Committee 2008/2009

President Kieran Kelly
Chairman Alistair Gerard chairman@irishmountaineeringclub.org
Secretary Declan Cunningham secretary@irishmountaineeringclub.org
Meets Secretary Peter Wood meets@irishmountaineeringclub.org
Treasurer Tony Barry treasurer@irishmountaineeringclub.org
Training Officer Declan Craig training@irishmountaineeringclub.org
Publicity Officer Barry Watts publicity@irishmountaineeringclub.org
Hut Warden Tony Groves hut@irishmountaineeringclub.org
Web Master Tony Groves webmaster@irishmountaineeringclub.org

Librarian Aoife Grant librarian@irishmountaineeringclub.org



La Fiama, Spazzacaldera July 2008




John doing some research by leading the crux piich
‘or “Milk bottle’ on Seventh Heaven VS 4C,
Ben Corr, Connemara.




