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Meets & Forthcoming Events Edwige Ducher

23rd-24th June
Mourne Mountains
Coordinator - Phil Smith (086 8341186)
phil@phil-smith.net

July 8th
Ballykeefe, Co. Kilkenny
Coordinator - Declan Craig (086 4027652)
training@irishmountaineeringclub.org

7th-21st July
2007 MCI Alpine Meet
Saas Grund, Valais Alps, Switzerland
www.mountaineering.ie

3rd-6th August
Gola Island. Co Donegal
Coordinator- Edwige Ducher (086 929161)
meets@irishmountaineeringclub.org

Gola Island (off the Coast of Donegal) is the climbing venue of choice for the August Bank
Holiday week end (3rd-6th Aug), It was a great weekend last year. So put it in your diary and
don’t miss it. There are climbs for all levels and the place is just amazing.

Another important event will be the 25th of August. We will be celebrating the 50th
anniversary of the hut. We are hoping to gather long time members, newbies, the most active,
the less active and all those in between for an evening of food and drink in Glendasan, at the
hut.

Looking forward to the October Bank Holiday Weekend, Gerry Moss will be leading the charge
to Snowdonia Wales, It's always been a great week end.

There are other meets being planned to Luggala, to Waterford, to Ireland’s Eye, to Ballykeefe
and a short foreign trip to Fontainebleau in France (beginning of September).

The dates for these meets have yet to be confirmed. So keep an eye on the web site for
updates.

We're still meeting in the Ivory bar (formerly McDonagh'’s), Castle St. Dalkey on Thursday
evenings.

Traditionally McDonagh'’s was the meeting place for climber’s to congregate after a nice
evenings climbing in the quarry. Since the change of ownership and name the number’s of
climbers meeting there after cragging has dropped off.

We are hoping that folks will start dropping in again for a drink (even a soft one) and a chat and
we can make the Ivory the climber’s local once again, we’re even trying to get the toasties back.

If you don’t have internet access, call me 086 929161, ask for reminder or stop me in the
Quarry... See you on a crag soon. Edwige



Time Travellers Gerry Moss

If Saturday was somewhat lacklustre, Sunday was a gem: a bright, sparkling jewel that
had, somehow, slipped from summer’s golden crown and lain there, awaiting our
arrival. In a typical display of October’s fickleness, Saturday’s storm was followed by a
warm, sunny, windless day - a day when the whole of Snowdonia lay at our disposal,
awaiting our pleasure. For walkers, all the high tops were clear, offering the prospect of
exhilarating scrambles, with wide and untrammelled views over the whole of North
Wales. For climbers, the choice was equally impressive, from the sea-cliffs of Gogarth,
to the high crags of Tryfan and the Glyders, and every other cliff and crag as far south
as the Moelwyns.

Given that the group was composed mainly of beginners, or newcomers to Wales, with
old hands a bit thin on the ground, we decided to opt for Tremadog, as most of the lines
could be pointed out from road and it would be easy to keep a general eye on things.
Not that we needed much persuasion in our choice: the sunny location; the wide
selection of routes; the excellent rock and the fact that most routes can be well
protected, all added up to the prospect of a full and enjoyable day.

We were away bright and early, while the rest of the world was still awakening from its
slumbers. In keeping with an old IMC tradition we had ignored directions to adjust our
watches backward by one hour (this being the last weekend in October), and thus stole
a march on most of the populace. It was a wonderful, bright morning and, as often
happens when a very wet day is followed by a sunny one, the countryside glistened and
shone with a freshness that was invigorating. As we drove out of Llanberis the first rays
of the early morning sun were playing about the tops of the crags lining the left-hand
side of the road, and as we swept over the Pass the full round of the Snowdon
Horseshoe was enticingly clear on our right.

Heading down towards Beddgelert, the long, dark slash of Lockwood’s Chimney, the
scene of the previous day’s antics, could clearly be seen across the valley, splitting
Clogwyn y Bustach from top to bottom. Further down, the lakeside crags were
reflected perfectly on the glass-like surface of Llyn Gwynant while, here and there,
small wisps of smoke-grey mist hung motionless above the water. The Afon Glaslyn, still
in spate after all the rain, foamed busily over the boulders along the river-bed, while the
canopy of oak trees that lined its banks was showing the first delicate blush of autumn.

We were the first ropes on Poor Man’s Peuterey, one of the all-time classics of the area.
The first two pitches, being in the shadow of the trees, were a bit damp, but thereafter
we were in glorious sunshine, on warm, dry rock. Just above us a pair of buzzards
wheeled slowly, their broad, fingered wings silhouetted against the clear blue sky, as
they patrolled their territory, and surveyed their domain. On either side, noisy flocks of
jackdaws flew from buttress to buttress, paying house-calls, chattering, nattering non-
stop, in the inimitable, excited fashion of these most sociable of birds. Down among the
oak trees grey squirrels could be seen scurrying about, harvesting acorns for
the winter ahead. All in all, a pleasant place to be.
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The exposed moves around the nose were as thought-provoking and delicate as ever,
while the cracks on the final steep slab were a joy to feet and hands. We trotted down
the path to the bottom, waved to Genevieve, who was just finishing the first pitch, then
dropped into Eric’s Cafe to bid him time of day and enjoy a cup of tea.

Refreshed, we headed up to Christmas Curry and, once again, we had the route to
ourselves, a rare luxury, and one of the advantages of climbing in Wales during the off-
season. This time | joined forces with Cearbhall and German Martina, while Kieran,
growing bolder by the minute, placed himself in the hands of Aileen and Irish Martina.
As before, Nick, Alastair and Donal brought up the rear. Just to our right Sile and Dave
were in action on Extraction while, further along, we could see Naomi and Lorenzo on
the exposed upper reaches of One Step In The Clouds. For everyone it was a case of
making hay while the sun shone. As we cruised up the three delectable pitches in
relaxed mode, it was obvious that everyone was feeling at home on the rock,
increasing in confidence and ability, encouraged by the pleasant sunshine and the
wonderful situation. When we arrived back at the cars we were greeted by Peter and
Alan, arriving hotfoot from the boat at Holyhead, determined to bag a route before
darkness intervened. Martina and Aileen took them in charge and pointed them up the
route we had just finished. Climbing smoothly, they disappeared swiftly into the twilight.
Sound men.

| suppose, if you work for one of our large financial institutions, toeing the line and
observing society’s rules and regulations becomes second nature. We must not judge
Lorenzo too harshly then, for his capitulation. While the rest of us were distracted
elsewhere, he surreptitiously conformed with the establishment and adjusted his watch
back an hour, leaving him operating in a different time zone to the rest of us. Thus, as
we tumbled wearily into our bunks near the midnight hour on Sunday, he declared
smugly that the night was still young and continued to fly his kite. Ah, the innocence of
it all. Did the impetuous youth not know that to every silver lining there is a dark
cloud?

Receiving a vigorous jab in the ribs at 6.45 (our time) the following morning, he
dutifully rolled out onto the floor, but upon discovering, to his horror, that it was only 5.45
(his time), he promptly rolled back in again. Feckless lad. Did he not know that time or
tide waits for no man? We had miles to travel, climbs to be climbed, and an afternoon
boat to catch. His respite was short-lived. Suffice to say that, with the hut spic and span,
and all present and accounted for, our little convoy headed west shortly after 8.00 (our
time).

There was a light, persistent drizzle in the air, but | conferred with Alastair and we wise
old owls agreed it was nothing more than a dew with attitude. It still manifested itself as
we drove up through the steep streets of Holyhead; still mocked us as we parked at the
South Stack; dared to dampen us as we trekked in along the track to Holyhead
Mountain, our venue for the morning, but, recognising defeat, it cleared off in a huff as
we reached base camp. A sharp wind played about the crag, which was just what the
doctor ordered.



The rock dried off even as we geared up. After Sunday’s enjoyable outing, everyone
was chomping at the bit, all wanting to notch up a few routes, many eager to do some
leading. They went at the rock hammer and thongs. The lads gave Mrs. Murdock a good
mauling, while the lasses rushed to try on New Boots & Panties (I caught some of the
boys sampling the latter too, when they thought they were unobserved). | even had the
temerity to stick my head into The Elephant’s Arse, but withdrew hastily (a body can
take only so much punishment). Other crag classics, such as Sump, Cursing, Bruvers,
and King Bee Crack were also accounted for. It was heartening to see such enthusiasm
at the end of the season, and it was with marked reluctance that we finally parted from
the crag.

Once on the ferry, in deference to Lorenzo and the world at large, we finally adjusted
our watches. We had experienced the best of times and the worst of times; operated in
their time and our time but, most of all, we’d had a rare oul time. So, here’s to the next
time.

Diary of an Aspirant SPA Barry Watts

I've composed this short article from recent experiences, | hope it serves as an aid to
those getting involved in the scheme and might prod some into doing the SPA training.

What is the SPA ?

Bord Oilunt Sleibhte (Irish Mountain Training Board) administers the Single Pitch Award
Scheme as the first rung on the ladder for those wishing to instruct/supervise novices
in safe and enjoyable rock climbing on a single pitch crag environment: ‘the scheme has
been designed to provide a level of basic competence for those who are in a position
of responsibility during single pitch rock climbing activities” MCI, SPA Logbook.

What’s a single pitch ?

Described as a single pitch in the guide.

Allows climbers to be lowered to the ground at all times.
Is non tidal.

Presents no difficulties of approach or retreat.

Why do the SPA ?
3 IMC respondents were surveyed:

“It can provide an impetus to go outside and improve your skills and gain a lot more
climbing experiences, it can help you slicken up your rope work in general and that can
only be of advantage on longer more commiting climbs.”

“It won’t make you climb harder but can provide you with better ropework”

“I came to climbing quite late in life so | wanted to learn the ropes as well as possible”



Chances are we will all have a novice on a rope some time soon, whether it’s friends or
family.

Some University Clubs who are short of time and experience just send members on
the training weekend as it's not always realisitic for them to pursue the full Award
considering their other commitments.

You need to be climbing and leading before you do the course so it's not ideal for
beginners and there are some pre-requesites which include:

You must have led 15 or more climbs on leader placed protection.

Have registered with Bord Oiliunt Sleibhte.

Having completed your training to get your award you must:

Have passed the asessment.

Have logged 20 sessions (10 full days) supervising or assisiting beginners. 10 of these
sessions must be in the presence of SPA holder or higher (MIA or UIAGM).

Have Led a minimum of 40 single pitch routes on leader placed protection ideally 4
different areas.

Have a valid first aid cert.

(BOS recommend a 2 day Rescue and Emergency Care Level 2 course on a rainy
November weekend).

From registration you have 3 years to complete it.
My diary went a bit like this

21nd - 22nd February 2004

Calvin Torrans was our teacher, a sunny weekend in Dalkey but it was baltic cold. | learnt a lot
about different ways of setting up and equalising anchors, getting the most out of your rope, how
to manage groups along with some improvised rescue. The course was very much hands on and
participatory.

April
Got my log book and started filling it out. Assisted with 4 sessions of the IMC Beginner’s
Introduction in Dalkey Quarry.

July
| completed two observations with John Healy at Hollywood Crag Co. Wicklow with a group from
Baltinglas OEC, very wet day !

August
Completed four observations with Keith Bickford and Liam Doyle at Knockroe Crag, Co. Limerick,
Kilfinane OEC, 2 nice days !

October

Logged two Wednesday evenings under the watchful eyes of Eileen Murphy with her students from
Old Bawn Community College in the Larkin Wall. (A really great bunch, don’t believe all you read,
our youth is not lost!)

May 2005
| participated in helping in the IMC Beginners Introduction day in Dalkey Quarry.

June
My first ‘freezer’, a beginner froze on the traverse on Paradise Lost, Dalkey. Long high climbs no
matter how easy can freak beginners out.
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February 2006
3 muppets with no regard for cold headed up to Hobnail Buttress Glendalough, | (as lead muppet)
led 2 beginner muppets up a 2 pitcher called Un safe for something or other......

May
Led some beginners up a few climbs during one of the Thursday nights on the Beginners
Introduction.

28th May
Brought some IMC Beginners up Quartz Gully on the Introduction Weeeknd in Glendalough Co
Wicklow.

Friday 9th June
Practised the releasable abseil set up in Dalkey.

Saturday 10th June
Revised siting setting up releasable abseils in Dalkey.

Sunday 11th June
Revised siting and setting up bottom rope systems in Dalkey.

Tuesday 13th June
D-Day in Glendalough, a warm day, Calvin Torrans asessed Terry O’Neill, John Duignan and | on
our personal leading abilities on Acorn Buttress.

Wednesday 14th June
D-Day in Dalkey, absolutely baking hot! Managed to get two beginners to use as students.

For more information get in touch with

Declan Craig IMC Training Officer

BOS through the Mountaineering Council of Ireland
www.mountaineering.ie

Here are some ideas for logging observations adjacent to Dublin.

Catholic Youth Council (Dalkey) contact Willie Whelan

Tollymore (Down)

Baltinglas OEC (Wicklow)

Carlingford OEC (Louth)

Calvin Torrans

Brendan Whelan www.rockclimbing.ie

All regularly bring groups out and they seem happy to have another assistant and
helpful pair of hands and eyes around.

Here’s a few publications | found useful.

Nigel Shepherd. Manual of Modern Rope Techniques.
Libby Peter. Rock climbing essential skills and techniques.
John Long. How to rock climb series.



Grouse Grinds and Grizzly Bears — a week in Vancouver Dermot Keane

Arecent business trip to Vancouver included a few days for acclimatisation so | checked
out the options. A days fishing with guide and equipment would cost $500 while Grouse
Mountain could be approached for free. True to DOF heritage | packed the boots on the
off chance.

Day one (Saturday). Purchase map and see impressive peaks including Grouse
Mountain as | walked across the city to its premier gear shop: a fine emporium. ltis a
Co-op so | would have to take out $5 membership to buy a $4 map. Walking on | found
the fishing shops which left only time for a quick harbour tour to rest weary limbs in
preparation for the demands of the Granville Island Brewery tour.

Day two: Armed with map and enthusiasm | arose to rain, with mountain (and quite a
few skyscrapers) lost in clouds so settled down to work for a while until the sun, but not
the mountain came out early afternoon. The map showed a large green area - Stanley
Park -about a mile away which offered the prospect of some outdoor activity and fresh
air. It also proved to contain racoons and black squirrels. It is strange but pleasant to
walk a forest track with the sea and beaches often less than 100 metres away. The
paths were good and fairly free of tourists so | got in a good 3 hour walk until | made
my way back via “girl in a wet suit” statue and totem poles. Returning to the hotel along
the waterfront extended the walk but on concrete. | thought my chances for the
mountain were gone.

Day three. All work and no play and fine clear view of the mountains again.

Day four. Meeting collapsed mid morning. After an interval of work and a check that the
Mountain was still there | decide to go for it — waterbus across the bay, bus to the foot
of the cable car turn right onto trail and find admission to the Grouse Grind trail through
a gate which is due to close at 5 pm. A steep stony path held together with boards led
up from the gate. Half an hour after my 3pm start, | reached the /mark and realised
that | might be locked in if | went all the way. Worse still to come back down this trail
would be harder on the knees than a paramilitary punishment. Enquires of passing
locals established that that the gate could be opened from the inside if | descended but
confirmed my view on the knees. Instead, you take the cable car (tram to the locals)
down - cost $5 (compared with $30 for the round trip from the valley).

Onwards and upwards through the woods and past the squirrels (small and red this
time) eventually brought me to the summit plateau and views over the city and
surrounding mountains and ski slopes. There, for the benefit of the tourists who do not
venture onto the mountain path was the sign: BEAR WANDERING AROUND HERE DO
NOT APPROACH IT. | did not see that bear but paid a quick visit to a Grizzly Bears
enclosure, grabbed the cable car (after a futile search for tram and tracks) and returned
to base to link up with my colleagues for a good dinner accompanied by some
excellent BC (British Columbia) wine.



Day 6 found me back up the mountain on the cable car for the official banquet listening
to my Danish colleague extolling the merits of his day fishing — next time.

Grouse Mountain is about 1,100m high and the total trek is about 3 km with 800m of
ascent — | managed it in just under 2 hours but the record is 22 minutes. There are
extensive tourist facilities at the top. Several other trails lead into the local hills and the
more remote parts of two provincial parks. Most are accessible from public transport.
Some seem to lead into bear habitat but are probably fine for a group, particularly if you
are not the slowest member. Whistler, a few hours away is a world class mountain and
ski resort offering full alpine style trekking and mountaineering in the Blackcomb
Mountains. The Rockies are not far beyond that. Food, wine and beer are all excellent,
prices are probably a little lower than here and the city itself is well appointed and
beautifully located.

New Routes in Wickla’ Se O’ Hanlon

This little piece of history started on a rainy day in the hut last year. No chance of
climbing and not a day that would encourage anyone to walk the hills. Paddy O Leary
and this scribe faffed around for a while and then decided that if we made up a purpose
for a walk we could venture out. Racking our brains we eventually decided that we
would ramble up the Glenmacnass River to the head of the valley and | would show
Paddy a slab which had caught my imagination a few years previously as something
that is crying out to be climbed.

Off we went in the murk, tramping up the valley past the bouldering area to a
glacially-planed expanse of rock (visible from the Military Road) where the slab lives in
a dark mass of contour lines just south of where the river climbs steeply to its source
on Cleevaun (Grid O077055). For many years | have tried fruitlessly to encourge
someone of greater ability than myself to climb the 25m of glistening, white granite but
the few who would face the one hour walk-in baulked at the lack of protection.

Having admired the virgin we set off to make a loop of our walk. We had hardly gone
100m when Paddy chirruped “There is another nice route”. A winter storm had washed
down turf and heather to reveal a fairly clean line to the top of the rocky area. A couple
of hundred metres on he spied another, shorter, possibility so we decided that we
would come back and clean the two most obvious lines and climb them and maybe pick
out a few other routes.

So it was that on the the day after Conor Murphy’s funeral we found ourselves back in
Log na dTruachan (that is the name of the valley) at the bottom of the shorter of the two
lines. We rigged an abseil and cleaned the crack, which was not too big of a job, before
lunch. Paddy led the 20m+ climb which is somewhat like Levitation in Dalkey but
without the positive handholds. We graded it HS 4b but it might be HS 4c. In
remembrance of the sad week that was in it we named the route Spacemurphie, a
name used by Conor in one of his internet manifestations.
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The next project was to climb the longer route spied by Paddy. This was a different
kettle of fish. Instead of cleaning and climbing in one day we spent about 3 days
walking in, abseiling 60m down the route and clearing out sandy turf from cracks and
sods of heather from slabs. Eventually the job was done but the winter rains arrived and
the actual climb was deferred until 2007.

On Easter Sunday we were back with all of our gear to complete the mission. Although
we had expected to divide the route into two pitches our plan now changed because
Paddy had a new unused 60m rope which allowed us to do the job in one pitch.

Paddy headed off up the delicate slab at the start, around a corner into a deep wide
crack and then up a series of slabs and short walls to the two short corners that led to
the finishing slab. Our mission was complete. We figured the route was about Severe
4a on some of the finest high-friction rock in Wicklow and in majestic surroundings. Its
length was about 58m. We agreed that all of our work was justified. We called it Slab
Murphy and believe that it is worth two stars.

You would be excused for thinking that this sounds like a pretty trite story of two old farts
amusing themselves in the hills and might be right if you ignored the context. When |
got home | took out my Dalkey guidebook to verify my suspicions. There was the
significance on page 90 - Gargoyle Groove, HVS 5b, first ascensionists P.O Leary,
S(hay) Harmey 1957.

To my mind this is a magnificent achievement. How many climbers in the world have
put up new routes 50 years apart? How many have put up a new route at the age of
727 Very very few, if any, | would bet. We can only respect the depth of experience that
can identify worthwhile lines at a glance and a man who has the vigour of youth at 72
years young.

If you want to follow in his footsteps you will get details of the route by checking route
information under crag “Log na dTruachan” at www.climbing.ie. It might seem a bit of a
waste to spend an hour walking in for two climbs but this is a beautiful, isolated corner
of Wicklow, frequented by deer rather than walkers and makes for a lovely, tranquil day
out in the hills. Go there and enjoy it and think of the man who created your day out.
Let him be an inspiration to you.

And by the way, the slab has been estimated at E4 up the centre with two more
possible routes of similar grade up either edge. There are more delicate slab climbs on
the crag which could be easily cleaned and climbed by a slab-master. There is also a
hard looking crack to the left of the top of Slab Murphy which might be capable of being
cleaned and climbed. Feel free to be our guest.
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Easter in the Forest Declan Craig

This Easter my son Conor and | made our first visit to the bouldering Mecca of
Fontainebleau. We flew in to another of Mr. O'Leary's conveniently located airfields at
Beauvais, about an hour north of Paris. Despite being well armed with Autoroute
Express maps and mountain leader training | still managed to lose myself in St. Denis
while attempting to get on the Boulevard Perephirique and on to the motorway for Font.
After tormenting the ears of an innocent passing Parisian with my horribly accented
French in an attempt to secure directions | at last located Paris's answer to the M50 and
we were on our way without more than an hour or two's delay.

Arriving in Fontainebleau we located the Etap hotel. This is a pretty good choice for
visiting climbers. It's located on the outskirts of the town with easy access and parking.
The cost is reasonable, we paid €38 per night for a three bed en-suite room. There are
however no dining facilities but there are many excellent restaurants in Fontainebleau
itself, as well as Le McDonalds for the gourmet :

We immediately dumped our bags and got back to Bas Cuvier for our first taste of Font
sandstone. After the lengthy 10m walk in from the road we were climbing. For someone
more used to the polished granite of Dalkey Quarry the friction was a revelation. Bas
Cuvier according to the guide requires a deal of prehensile ability along with strength to
get the best out of the problems. Many of the problems require hard pulling on slopers
and careful use of the feet to make the most of the friction. I've never been great on
slopers so | really enjoyed the opportunity to train to my weakness. Over the next
several days as we became more accustomed to the style of climbing, lots of dyno's
and sloper slapping our grade improved rapidly. An interesting aspect of the climbing in
Font is the coloured circuits which lead you round problems in a structured way.
A circuit will feature problems in the same grade range but usually requiring several
different styles and techniques to complete. We had lots of fun and a terrific workout
completing the Orange circuit which consist of some 50 problems finishing on the
scarifying highball of Le Prestat.

The weather was really great, although midday temperatures of up to 26C forced us to
seek the shade of the café returning again to the boulders in the evening.

Over the Easter weekend itself the venue was very crowded but always felt very social
with a great atmosphere and lots of encouraging "Allez Allez" from the locals as we tried
the problems. From Tuesday onwards it was much quieter. We also visited Gorges
D'Apremont which was a very much quieter venue, with a more wilderness feel to it. The
style of climbing was different also, small crimps and lots of highball stuff, several mats
and a posse of spotters needed on the best problems.

There are several excellent guidebooks available, the one we used was Fontainebleau
Climbs by Montchausse & Godoffe (Baton Wicks) which is excellent at describing the
various locations and circuits and also has interesting historical notes about the
development of bouldering in Fontainebleau.
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It's also worth checking out www.theshortspan.ie and www.bleau.info . If you can get a
loan of the video/dvd "Bleau" it will put you in good form for the trip.

We had four long days climbing at Bas Cuvier but only scratched the surface of what
La Foret Dominale has to offer and a return is definitely on the calendar later in the year
when the temperature drops and the frictions good.

Place Morin, Bas Cuvier
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Le Prestat , a highball problem to end the Orange Circuit at Bas Cuvier
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Fire and Ice in Rjukan, Norway Dermot Shiels

Last year Declan Craig asked me to join him on an ice climbing trip to Rjukan in
Southern Norway. And the name Rjukan rang a bell. | had heard it before in a
documentary about the “Heroes of the Telemark”. The documentary told a story about
the Second World War. The Nazis were operating a heavy water plant adjacent to the
Hydro Dam in Vemork (next to Rjukan). The heavy water was a key ingredient in the
production of the Atom bomb. And the Germans were planning to use it against the
Allies. The facility was a priority target for the Allies and was to be destroyed at all costs!

A group of Norwegian and British Commando’s parachuted into Norway and skied 50
miles cross country to sabotage the facility, which they did without being caught.
However for the following 12 months the saboteurs (hiding out in the mountains) played
a game of tit for tat with the Germans: as the Germans rebuilt and the Allies sabotaged
until the Allies were finally triumphant and the Germans packed their bags and headed
back to Germany. | found this story very inspirational and | was in awe of the saboteurs
who endured sub-zero temperatures and survived on reindeer meat in order to carry out
their mission. In short | was dying to see the place and | was delighted to have an
opportunity to go.
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We took a direct flight from Dublin to Oslo Torp. A scenic 3-hour drive and several
Norwegian hot dogs later found us in Rjukan. Conor Doherty and Jane Byrne had
arranged accommodation, for the 6 of us that travelled together, in a compact
apartment which had basic, but comfortable facilities including a great wood burning
stove. We were literally in the middle of the climbing, with a three pitch route outside
our front window.

Ice climbing in Rjukan is akin to sport climbing in Spain in many ways. The majority of
routes have short easy approaches, are single-pitch and have excellent abseil
points/belay anchors (usually from mature pine trees above the routes). There are also
a lot of multi-pitch routes demanding more commitment. There is a wide range of routes
from easy to extreme. Most of the existing routes are detailed in the excellent Rock Fax
guidebook Heavy Water, but development is on-going with new routes going up most
years.

There are 14 climbing areas in the book and between us we visited half of them. The
Ozzimosis area is a great place to start off at, as it has a concentration of single pitch
routes at WI2 (Scot 3) and has a short approach with great abseil anchors. This
provides a relatively safe introduction to the area where you can familiarise yourself
with the ice and the climbing equipment.

The best crag we visited in my opinion was the area around Vemork Bridge. This area
is divided into Upper Gorge, Lower Gorge and Vemork Bridge where the setting is very
dramatic. The Vemork bridge is a cable-stayed bridge and it is flanked by a 2 pitch WI
4 on one side and a WI 5 on the other. Denis Carrigan and | climbed the WI 4 in the
shadow of the bridge and thoroughly enjoyed this three star route. Two other Irish
climbers were on the grade 5 when a sluice gate from the dam opened above them.
Without warning poor Steve was washed off the route. His partner, Martin, lowered
Steve to the ground and they then abbed the route from the Bridge to strip their gear
and make a quick retreat to the hostel and a hot shower. There are a couple of routes
in the guide that bear warnings regarding water from the dam, however this route,
Vemorkbrufoss Vest, does not. This is unusual given the climb’s prominent position next
to the Bridge and the glossy photos of it in the guide book.

We picked up two local climbers hitching one day and they warned us off this route.
They recommended the route Sabotorfossen instead. With a name like that we were
intrigued to say the least. It is a classic of the area and at WI5 with three 60m pitches
we knew that we were in for something special.

Our trip coincided with the Rjukan Ice-climbing festival. The festival is organised by
local climbers and is subsidised by local businesses in an attempt to draw more tourists
to the area. Lorenzo Antolovi and | went to the festival on its opening night for some
flood lit climbing. Lorenzo led the popular route Bullen (WI3) to the hum of the diesel
generator that was (carried in through the forest!) to power the flood lights. The locals
graciously lent us a rope and helmet that we had forgotten to bring. There was a
slideshow the following night but unfortunately none of us made it along.
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Sabotorfossen is in the Upper Gorge and as we had 50m ropes we decided to do it in
four pitches instead of the three 60m recommended. This way we would be sure to
reach a solid belay at the top of the crux pitch (the last pitch). This was to be our final
route of the trip. One highlight was leading the top pitch through a small ice cave. | had
my right hand around the back of an ice flow, my back braced against a hanging fang
of ice, the front points of my crampons on a small step that | cut out of the ice while my
left axe was frantically hacking out to get a good placement on the route so | could
escape back out of the cave.
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It took us all day to do the route and subsequently Denis seconded the crux pitch in the
twilight, singing Johnny Cash’s “A boy named Sue”. The walk off brought us to the
security fence of the Dam Power House Building. This towers grandly over the Gorge.
After a previous route we had had to skirt around the fence on steep ground, but as it
was so late this time we opted to climb a tree and jump the fence to save time and
stress (sorry!).

As we were walking out, from this our final route, we talked about the Saboteurs that
had been in the same spot 60 years before us carrying out their worthwhile and perilous
mission. We contrasted our circumstances; we were on holiday doing something we
loved to do, for ourselves, having fun; they had been fighting for generations of people
they would never know, selflessly willing to give up their lives for the cause they
believed in.

Rjukan has a special atmosphere that is different to anywhere | have climbed before. It
is a bit industrial but that is quite fitting | think given the history. The atmosphere is a
product of the scenery, the climbing, the friendly locals and the legacy of the Saboteurs.
| look forward to returning to the Telemark someday soon.
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A Quick Visit to Fair Head David Craig

When you first arrive at Fair Head and lean over the top of a bleak and shadowy
corner, unwelcoming even to the sun, it's hard not to be intimidated. Harder still when
you reach the bottom and, already feeling the cold, look up at your goal. Giant dark and
imposing pillars. The gaps between them steep and mean, looking like they could
swallow you whole. That first move off the ground can be the crux.

However once started these thoughts give way to the absorbing climbing, though
physically demanding it is less frightening to climb then to gawp at. The cracks
swallow your gear instead of your person and you find yourself reaching belays
thinking ‘that wasn’t so bad’. After a couple of visits you find it's easy to ab in. Huge
corners towering above, never as difficult as they look, are easily ticked off in the
guidebook.

Confidence grows, gear gets left further and further behind, hands find jam after jam,
the cracks practically pull you up. But every now and then, suddenly your hand
doesn’t fit the crack anymore. Your arms are pumped. A glance down shows your gear
too far below your feet for comfort.

The ghosts of your early
visits return, this crack
might not be wide enough
to swallow you but it can
certainly spit you out.
Lungs pumping in the cold
air, you gather yourself
thinking ‘steady now find
the footholds’.

A call to your belayer
“Watch me here”

Leaning off the rounded
edge of a bulging crack,
you shift your feet
precariously a little bit
higher, pull yourself over
and reach up to what might
be something.... it's a jug!

Some easy moves, and a
moment to gather yourself,
get you onto a ledge and
it's your belayer’s turn.
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Another pitch is climbed in much the same vain, except you get to pull over the top,
where you are instantly transported to another world. You leave behind a cold, vertical
and physically punishing place and are immediately welcomed into the warm sunshine
of a gently rolling pastureland. Subdued sheep grazing on the rich grass. People out
for a stroll on the cliff tops. Even a look out to the North Atlantic shows only a sailboat
gliding past Rathlin Island and the Mull of Kintyre off in the summer haze. There’s
nothing to do but sit down in the cool grass and let the ache in your arms ebb away as
the rope is slowly pulled in.

Munro Note David Walsh

Englishman Dave Webster, member approx 1978 to 1981, whose Irish (Athlone) wife
Noelle Ryan, member approx 1978 to 1981 completed the Munros about 5 years ago
completed the Munros about 2 years ago, the third IMC member that | know of to do
SsO.

Night on Bare Mountain Barry O Flynn

From ghoulies and ghosties and long-legged beasties
And things that go bump in the night,
Good Lord, deliver us!

Recently Lyric FM had a programme devoted to Russian composers and among the
pieces played was Mussorgsky's evocative Night On The Bare Mountain. This brought
back memories of winter night walks and snow camps on Lug.

In the 1960s before car ownership became widespread we got to the mountains by bus.
The St Kevin's bus service made Glendalough very accessible but the hard men, and
women, would often take a CIE bus down the other side of the range and walk over the
mountains to the Hut. In those days we worked a five and a half day week so on
Saturdays we brought our gear into work and rushed to Aston s Quay to catch the 1.30
p.m. bus to Blessington. From there we would cross the bridge over the lake, head up
Mullaghcleevaun, then over Barnacullian, on to Tonelagee and down to the Hut in
Glendassan.

One Saturday | was to join Lyncher and Maura, Tom Quinn, Frank Doherty, John
Maguire and several others to do this walk to the Hut. However, | was delayed at work
and had to take the later bus at three o clock and make a solo crossing. It being winter
the sun was setting when | got to Blessington and darkness was falling as | left Black
Hill and began the climb up Mullaghcleevaun. The night was clear, dead calm with no
moon but visibility good enough not to need a torch. Nor did | need the compass as
there was no difficulty navigating and soon | was slogging along at a steady pace.
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Without the stimulus of someone to talk to the monotony of Barnacullian set my mind
wandering. There had been a snippet in the morning paper about County Council
workers refusing to cut down a hawthorn tree blocking the widening of a road. It was
bad luck, they said, to touch a fairy tree. | had thought that no one paid any attention to
those old pishogues but then | remembered the story Niall Rice related the previous
weekend. He said he had crossed the Féar Gortha, the hungry grass, and true to the
legend he was struck with a weakness and a desperate hunger. | took that with a grain
of salt and put it down to Niall's vivid imagination. Don't walk under a ladder, don't start
a journey on Friday 13th, watch out for black cats, and as for magpies it might be one
for sorrow but you could avoid misfortune by bidding the bird a courteous good day.
Some people would believe anything!

When | reached the summit, if you can call it that, of Barnacullian | noticed a thick mist
boiling up in Glenmacnass. It quickly filled the valley and began to pour across the slight
dip before Stoney Top and down into Glenbride like a slow motion avalanche.
It reminded me of the clouds of dry ice used in Hollywood stage settings of romantic
comedies.

Just like Fred Astaire and his partner Ginger Rogers my feet and ankles were in dense,
white, mist while the rest of me was in the clear. Gradually the fog rose higher. First to
my knees, then to mid thigh, next it was up to my hips. That set my mind on another
tack and a story from one of my childhood school books drifted into my mind. Finn
McCool and his companions were as usual having a squabble with rivals but their
opponents did not fight fair. Instead of facing Finn and his men in hand to hand combat
they engaged the services of a witch or wise woman who summoned up a magic mist
"Ceo Draoidheachta" to send Finn and his fellow warriors into a deep sleep leaving
them helpless before their enemies. But Finn was too cute to fall for that one. He
climbed a tall tree to keep above the mist and was wide awake when the enemy turned
up. Single handed he put the opposition to flight.

A myth, of course, but our ancestors believed every word of it and | would not be
surprised if there were still people who believed in magic spells and the harm a
cailleach could inflict on cattle and humans. You need only look at the huge following
attracted by horoscopes in magazines and newspapers to know there was a gullible
public ready to swallow anything. With these thoughts running through my head | was
dropping down into the little col between Stoney Top and Tonelagee. By now the mist
was eddying around my chest and it looked as if it would soon be over my head. | began
to wonder what Finn would have done if caught by the magic mist while traversing the
mountains. He was no stranger to the Wicklow Mountains, had he not his own place
Seefin "Finn's Seat" to the north of me. There are no trees on the Wicklow tops and a
peat hag would scarcely be high enough to keep him out of harm's way. | did not know
why but the mist from Glenmacnass was making me uneasy.

Magic mists exist only in mythology, | told myself sternly. There was nothing to worry

about a bit of mist, after all it was not the first time | was fogbound in the mountains.
Never-the-less a niggling doubt kept recurring. How was it Hamlet put it?
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There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, than are dreamt of in your
philosophy. Rubbish! But | quickened my pace to get off the col before the mist got as
high as my head. Not that it would have mattered, | rationalised, | just wanted to avoid
the trouble of getting out the compass.

As the mist kept rising higher | practically sprinted to the top of Tonelagee, making the
summit just ahead of the swirling vapour. | did not stop to catch my breath but pursued
by the mysterious mist hurried down the far side to the Wicklow Gap. Safely on the
road, in sight of the Hut, | swore that the next time | met Niall | would apologise
profusely for doubting his account of what happened to him while crossing the
Féar Gortha.

From Colmcille Climbers Pete Smith

Any suggestions as to how we might get access to climb this “Titanic Slab”? Ireland’s
own Devil's Slide! This North Mayo coastline rivals Glencolmcille as the most
spectacular in Ireland. A fantastic 9 hour walk from Belderg to Benwee, or about 5 from
Porturlin. Camped at Rossport, (with the anti Shell brigade) on Friday night, and in the
Nephinbegs on Saturday night. Climbed Bireencorragh on Sunday.
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IMC Goes West Dermot Shiels

| was working in West Clare for the months of March, April and May of this year. | tried
to make the most of the climbing available. | climbed mostly in Doolin and Ailladee but
on rest days | walked around Loop Head in search of the elusive big find. Unfortunately
it did not materialise. So | focused on developing my tick list at Ailladee.

| was staying in Ennis, but working in Kilrush so | faced a long drive in the evenings after
work to get to Ailladee, which is without doubt the premier crag in the West. In March
while the evenings were short | opted to go bouldering in Doolin or Ballyryan or to do
routes at the wall in Shannon. The wall is equipped for leading and is OK if you are in
the area once a week, although it lacks proper maintenance and you could get bored
with it soon enough.

Doolin bouldering is fantastic. The walk in takes about 10 minutes and the potential for
problems is hard to estimate. Some nights you could find several problems on a patch
3m wide before leaving in exhausted ecstasy 2 hours later. Most of the Problems are
short with flat landings, perfect for bouldering mats. Although there are several high
Ball problems if you are feeling focused and confident.
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In Ailladee | had several routes in mind to do and although | still have a long list left |
feel a bit more familiar with the place. Ironically | found the E2 and ES3 routes that | did
were bette protected than the easier routes and therefore safer. Over the years |
had done the easier routes as you would do in Dalkey and other places.
But | think in Ailladee the place really begins to open up once you start into these
grades. There are some nice climbs below this grade including a couple of classic HVS
routes, but not many.

| already knew a couple of climbers based in South Galway but | made
some more friends and climbing partners when bouldering in Doolin and at the wall in
Shannon. The climbing scene in Clare is very spread out, just like the county itself. So
| rarely had a problem finding a climbing partner, as people are used to driving a bit to
get out.

Funny enough not one of them was from Clare! My partners were; Penny
Bartlet, Ronan Keane, Paul Daly (all IMC or ex IMC), Bart from Poland, Tony Rooney
(6ft tall version) and a couple of one time partners too.

| head a great time and watching the sun set each evening was the icing on the cake.

The climbers | met were all keen to make new ties so if you are looking for a partner
down there you won’t be disappointed
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