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COMMITTEE REPORTS

Reports were made available by the officers of the committee to the meeting, copies of same
are to be included in the next newsletter. The following points from the reports were noted:

Chairman’s report: After several years as chairman Kevin Byrne must reluctantly step down
due to business commitments, he noted that the last year was very busy for him but was
made a lot easier by his fellow committee members for which he thanks them. He
commented on the importance of the committee’s work to the club and the need to
sometimes be prepared to take a little flak. Kevin talked about the vibrancy of the club at
present but noted that we needed not to get complacent and be ready to embrace change
within our sport, for example the growth of sport climbing and bouldering. He urged the club
to remember that as the largest mountaineering club in the region we must be mindful that
we have a duty to be the custodians of Dalkey and Glendalough for future generations of
climbers.

Treasurer’s Report: Declan Murray/Deborah Hickey reported on the growth of membership
over the past year and addressed several issues. A final set of audited accounts were not
available to the AGM due to time constraints on the Treasurer, a provisional set of accounts
were presented (final accounts to be published in the forthcoming newsletter). Some points
noted — Annual dinner realised a profit, Hut income is down due to closure for renovations.
Club membership currently stands at 246. A discussion took place about subscription
payments, perhaps standing orders or visa payment on the website. These matters will be
examined by the incoming committee.

Meets Secretary: Darin reported on the meets which had taken place during the year, in
particular noting the inaugural women’s meet at Glendalough. In addition Darin thanked
Peter O’Neill for all his efforts on the indoor lecture series by turning up every Thursday to
provide the laptop for speakers and ensure the presentations went smoothly.

Library Report: Unfortunately the librarian was unable to attend and Conor sent his
apologies to the meeting. Members were reminded that they when visiting venues abroad
they can purchase guidebooks and will be reimbursed by the club if they donate those
guidebooks to the clubs library. The availability of OS mapping software which might be
purchased and licensed to the club was mentioned, the incoming committee will examine.

Publicity Officer: Kieran submitted his final report to the AGM as he is stepping down upon
completion of his term. He thanked all who contributed to the content and production over
the last several years. He wished the incoming publicity well in his future role.

Hut Warden’s Report: Conor submitted a comprehensive report to the meeting (copy in
newsletter). He explained his concern about “non-genuine” use of the Hut by certain parties
and his decision to exclude them from using the hut in future. The work to date and future
plans were outlined. The meeting extended a vote of thanks to Conor for his tremendous
work to date.

Training Officer’s Report: Rob outlined the training opportunities that were made available
for members during the year. He complimented the several members of the club who had
achieved awards such as ML, SPA, First Aid etc during the year. 13 courses were held
during the year. The Larkin wall is available but is currently being under used by members.



AGM IRISH MOUNTAINEERING CLUB 2005

The Annual General Meeting of the club took place on Thursday 24th November 2005 at 8pm
in The Teacher’'s Club, Parnell Square, Dublin 1. The meeting was well
attended which was gratifying for the committee members. A quorum being established the
meeting was called to order by Moira Creedon and the business conducted as
follows:

The minutes of the 2004 were provided to those attending the meeting, they had also
appeared in the Winter 2004 newsletter. The minutes were adopted without issue.

President’s Address

Moira addressed the meeting, commenting on how the club had moved forward in the
preceding year, especially the extraordinary development of the club hut in Glendasan.
Conor O’Connor was complimented for his work in this regard. Moira also
acknowledged the quality of the newsletter in the last year and as Kieran Kelly is
stepping down from the post of publicity officer at this time she took the opportunity to
thank him for his fine work in this regard.

Moira spoke about the presidency of the club and the symbolism of the Hex (perhaps a fire
proof safe is needed under the bed to keep it), representing the spirit of the club,
its value systems and traditions passed down from one generations to the next.

Committee 2005

The meeting then turned its attention to the business of selecting committee officer’s and
members for the coming year. Once again there was a marked reluctance on the part of
member’s to come forward. This is disappointing; the work of the committee is not onerous
and is necessary. It should not fall to the same band of people each year to carry out this
work and each member of the club should be prepared to make themselves available for
committee service at some time.

The following committee officer’'s and member’s were elected for the year 2005/6:

President: Kevin Byrne
Chairman: Moira Creedon
Secretary: Declan Craig
Treasurer: Declan Murray (Membership)

Deborah Hickey (Accounts)
Meets Sec.: Barry Watts
Librarian: Conor Murphy
Publicity Officer: Conor Doherty
Training Officer: Rob Davies
Hut Warden: Conor O’Connor
Ordinary members: Alan McDonagh

Edwige Ducher

Debbie Murray

Archivist: John Forsythe
Auditors: Des Doyle
John Patton

All were properly proposed, seconded and elected by those present.



Rob noted the contribution that Calvin Torrans makes to the club to help it meet its training
needs. This years beginners course was very successful. 50 people attended the initial
“come and try” day and 28 went on to complete the training course.

Moira, now elected chairperson concluded the meeting with some final remarks outlining her
plans for the club for the forthcoming year. A priority will be the creation of a new website.
After many years Peter O’Neill has advised that the current website must close down. Moira
on behalf of the membership thanked Peter for all he has done over many years on the clubs
behalf. Declan Brennan has volunteered his services to produce a new website and
members are asked to let the committee know what ideas they have for what form they
would like the new site to take.

The meeting concluded.

Fortune favours the brave. By Gerry Moss

There was a roaring in the wind all night;

The rain came heavily and fell in floods;

But now the sun is rising calm and bright;

The birds are singing in the distant woods...

All things that love the sun are out of doors;

The sky rejoices in the morning’s birth:

The grass is bright with raindrops: - on the moors
The hare is running races in her mirth.

W.Ww.

The armchair travellers will point out, in ‘I told you so’ tones, that it rained every day - and
that is true, so it did. But those who kept the faith will tell you, with a certain smugness, that
the sun shone every day - and that is truer still. For, in the overall scheme of things, we had
the sunshine when it mattered most and the rain when it mattered least. Take the Friday, for
example. As our cars eased down the ramp off the boat at 2pm (over an hour later than
scheduled, due to storms), the rain was hammering on the roofs with an aggressive tattoo
that dared us to step outside, while the wipers struggled to keep the windscreen clear. But
we took a gamble, called the rain’s bluff and played our best card. And Tremaddog came up
trumps yet again. The clouds rolled back and the sun came out to greet us as we
approached the crags. We were greeted, too, by Sile, Dave and Maurice, who had just
arrived, and by Orla and Helen, who had been climbing there all day, without a trace of rain.
Having hit the jackpot, we cashed in our chips and headed for the rocks. For Jane, Conor
and Nick it was a first time taste of the delights of Welsh climbing, and the sylvan setting of
Tremaddog is surely as fine a place as any to begin. When we assembled again as darkness
fell, and checked our winnings, we had a pleasant bundle of routes to our credit: Poor Man’s
Peutery, (S); Christmas Curry, (HS); One Step in the Clouds, (VS) and Striptease, (HVS), all
of which had provided us with warm, dry rock and good sport. A happy omen for what was
to be a great week-end.

The sounds impinged softly, insidiously, upon the senses, slowly rousing me from a deep
sleep. The shuffling on the stairs; the hushed whispers; the muffled curses, were all part of
a familiar scenario; all indicators of a group arriving into Jesse’s off the late boat. But then
a quick flash of my torch revealed that it was 5am, and what | was hearing was a party
preparing to set out, not a group of latecomers straggling in. Now, | have always been an



but we took our time and coped safely. As we threaded our way through the bottom of the
boulder field and crossed the road to the car the first burst of wind-driven rain came slanting
angrily down from the head of The Pass. Little did we care. We threw the bags in the boot
and headed for Pete’s and a well-earned mug of hot tea.

As we drove across Anglesey Island, the weather, as if sensing the game was up, threw in
the towel: the rain cleared; the winds dropped off; the seas quietened down and our boat
sailed on time. A smooth crossing brought a successful weekend to a smooth finish. We had
visited the high tops, scrambled over rocky ridges and climbed on a number of different
crags. We had dodged the rain; followed the sun; been buffeted by strong winds; retreated
by unscheduled abseils and, on occasion, brought our head-torches into play while
descending in darkness. All in all, then, a typical Snowdonia meet.

Decades spent walking, scrambling and climbing on mountains and crags all over these
islands, in all kinds of conditions, have convinced me that Snowdonia is the ideal venue for
the October Bank Holiday meet. It is unique in that it has something to offer everyone: the
big mountains offer challenging walks and airy, exhilarating scrambles; the big crags provide
climbing, on clean rock, at all levels of difficulty, and allow climbers, particularly newcomers
and improvers, to get accustomed to having some significant space beneath their feet. This
brings home to them, in a way single-pitch climbing or top-roping never can, the importance
of rigging safe and secure belay stances; the necessity for proper belaying techniques and
the need for good gear placements, and provides plenty of opportunities for practising all of
these skills. Multi-pitch climbing also helps develop the ability to interpret guide book
descriptions and gain experience at route finding. In addition, descent from the big crags
often poses problems that require techniques and tactics that are seldom required on the
smaller crags. In short, Snowdonia is the perfect schooling-ground for climbers, the ideal
forcing ground for those hoping to tackle bigger things in the Alps and elsewhere. It's what
the Club is, or should be, all about.

The IMC is never in any danger of being described as an elitist club — we operate far from
the cutting edge of things — but it has always been the Club’s proud boast that we ply our
craft in all weathers and at all times of the year. Long may that continue. It was a matter of
some satisfaction to see several guidebooks being purchased over the weekend, a healthy
sign, and one that augurs well for the future of the meet

Gathered together on the boat, we swopped yarns, compared notes and hatched plans for
further trips. The short, damp days and long, dark nights of winter are with us now, curtailing
(though not stifling) our activities but, to quote Shelley, ‘if winter comes, can spring be far
behind?’

Bring it on.

ICE GEAR

For anyone taking a trip to the increasingly popular ice-climbing locations on the continent
and further afield this year, the selection of gear on offer is often confusing (and financially
painful). To offer some help, here are a few reviews compiled from the observations of IMC
members who recently attended the ice festival in Argentiere.



Carreg Altrem, half-way along the valley, where they tackled Lightning Visit and Lavaredo,
two fine VS routes.

The rain had stopped by the time we reached the car-park above Tan y Grisiau, patches of
blue began to peep through the clouds as we unloaded our rucksacks and the sun made a
welcome, and timely, appearance as we toiled up the approach track. The crags lining the
hillside above us gleamed enticingly, if wetly, in the bright sunshine and a good drying wind
was sweeping busily across the rock. There was a noticeable quickening of pace as we
neared the foot of the crags, coupled with a bit of jostling and jockeying for position. The
opportunity to follow in the footholds of the legendary Colin Kirkus, one of Snowdonia’s
pioneers, on his four-pitch Direct Route, was the much sought after goal, and everyone
wanted to be first off the mark.

Within the space of half-an-hour the day had been transformed. It was now one of those
bright and breezy, up-and-doing, out-and-about days and climbers were popping up all over
the place. Inspired by all this activity, Conor tackled his first lead on Welsh rock and, ably
seconded by Jane, cruised up the four pitches of Slick in fine style.

The valley floor was in shadow as we made our way back to the cars, but the tops of the
crags were catching the last, crimson rays of the setting sun and, just as the golden larches
had welcomed us on our way in, the glowing rocks bade us a warm farewell as we took our
leave.

We rendezvoused in Pete’s Eats, the only restaurant | know that entertains you with free
bingo sessions while you wait for your grub to materialise. It was here | watched in shock
and awe as Anne-Marie indulged in her own version of Space Invaders. The waiter came
staggering in with her order, a concoction that had all the appearances, and dimensions, of
a Flying Saucer, with a radius so large that its perimeter flopped over the rim of the huge
dish, and a central mound, or cockpit, big enough to accommodate several Martians. It’s just
a Monster Omelette, she assured me, guiltily. Perhaps so, but if there were any monsters or
aliens lurking within they were given short shrift, hacked to pieces and despatched with
ruthless efficiency. To round off a virtuoso performance she settled for a jumbo serving of
apple pie and ice cream, all buried beneath a bucketful of custard, the whole affair
resembling a bumpy alpine meadow covered in buttercups. ‘And still he gazed, and still the
wonder grew, that one small frame could carry all that she could chew’.

Monday dawned bright, breezy and clear. Declan and his crew were booked on the afternoon
boat, so they set off for a few hours climbing on Holyhead Mountain, while Sile and Dave
opted for Tryfan and the Bristly Ridge. Wet weather was forecast for the late afternoon, so
the rest of us decided to waste no time, keep the driving to a minimum, and head for The
Pass. As the forecast also predicted strengthening winds, we decided to stick to the lower
crags. A ten minute drive brought us to the car park and a fifteen minute slog saw us at the
foot of the crags. John, Nick, James and Alastair chose Carreg Wastad, where Crackstone
Rib and Shadow Wall were climbed. We opted for Clogwyn y Grochan and Nea, an
amenable VS. The skies were blue, the tops were clear, the sun was warm and the wind a
mere playful zephyr while, climbing as a foursome, we worked our way up the lower pitches.
But the wind was merely biding its time, waiting to pounce when we were tackling the
penultimate pitch, an exposed and sparsely protected wall that was upgraded to 4b after a
substantial rock fall some years ago. The difficulties were modest enough, but the gusts,
coming suddenly swooping, whooping down The Pass, were strong enough to lift us off our
feet or pluck us from the wall, and added an exciting buzz to proceedings. The descent gully
posed some problems too, with the stream being blown uphill, and spray dousing the rocks,



advocate of ‘the early bird catches the worm’; a firm believer in ‘codladh go moch agus eirigh
i dtrath’ and all that, but lying there in my bunk on the Saturday morning, the thought crossed
my mind that this was, perhaps, taking things to extremes. As the car pulled away in the
darkness and rain, | wondered, as the poet Yeats had wondered before me, if it were words
of mine that had sent them forth on this pre-dawn raid. Perhaps, in our discussions the
previous evening, | might have stressed a little too much the importance of being first in line
on Tryfan's Grooved Aréte, or dwelt too long on the dire consequences of being caught
behind a slow party on that route. Ah, well, fair play to them, isn’t enthusiasm the grand
thing, was my last thought before | drifted off to sleep again.

Three hours later, as we headed up over the Pass, the rain rattled our windows in a
half-hearted attempt to dissuade us from the task in hand. But the Pass is often wet and
windy, and we were quite serene, for we were armed with an up-to-date, reliable forecast,
(courtesy of Conor, who had diligently searched the Web the previous evening in Pete’s
Eats) and we knew we could look forward to several hours of dry weather. Sure enough, as
we approached Beddgelert we left the rain behind. We were headed for Craig Y Gesail and
Creagh Dhu Wall, justifiably claimed to be the best multi-pitch Hard Severe in Wales. We
were the first party on the crag and, climbing as a foursome, enjoyed the luxury of an
unhurried, hassle-free ascent in bright, sunny conditions - a fine birthday present for Liam.
Though a trifle windy at times, it was ‘a wind from the south, with a honeyed mouth’ and
temperatures were pleasantly mild. Indeed, conditions were good enough to tempt us onto
the 4c alternative finish, a poorly protected, but enjoyable, groove, and a fitting finale to a
great route. Meanwhile, on Craig Pant Ifan, Declan, Carl, Brian and Olwyn were sampling
the riches of Poor Man, while, over on Bwich y Moch, Sile and Dave were making a
long-threatened ascent of Joe Brown'’s steep and intricate route, Vector, the classic E2 of the
crag.

The sheltered conditions we were enjoying were not duplicated high up on the east face of
Tryfan, however, where John and Anne-Marie battled with strong winds as they moved up
Grooved Aréte, while James, Nick and Alastair were facing similar problems on another of
the routes further along the Heather Terrace. But they all coped admirably well and, when
gale force winds decreed a halt, they retreated safely, rounding off the day with a route on
Milestone Buttress.

The weather pattern was reversed for the Sunday, with heavy rain in the early morning, and
a clearance forecast for the afternoon. While Declan and Co. opted for the Snowdon
Horseshoe, we decided to use the wet morning to travel south to the Moelwyns, a lovely
range of hills, possessing a fine selection of crags and well away from Snowdon’s rain-
shadow. If we had any illusions about being a bold, adventurous lot, we were humbled by the
sight of the hundreds of runners gathered at the foot of the Pass, in atrocious weather
conditions, many of them with nothing more substantial than bin-liners for protection against
the rain, and all preparing for the start of the Snowdon Marathon.

One of the delights of visiting Snowdonia at the end of October is the dazzling array of
autumnal colours in all of the valleys, and nowhere illustrates this better than the lovely Lledr
Valley, along which we travelled. The sombre, dark green of the pines was a perfect foil for
the multi-coloured canopy of yellows, russets and browns, displayed by the oaks and other
broad-leaved trees on the lower slopes. But the crowning glory was the stands of larch trees;
brash swathes of opulent gold standing out against the dull, grey skies. The storms of the
previous days had stripped millions of the needles from the larches and these were lining
either side of the road: two bright, burnished ribbons, leading us on to our destination. The
lure of the Lledr Valley proved too strong for Sile and Dave, so they settled for the delightful



In the last two years we have only touched the surface of Costa Blanca’s climbing, this year
we only visited 2 crags that we had visited the previous year, and there are still plenty more
to go. It is varied in rock, setting and climbing style, it is close, cheap, sunny, there is san-
gria, and you can sleep outside during the day in December, what more could you want. Roll
on next Christmas.

NEW CLIMBS — MOROCCO. Gerry Moss

Crag O.

Boy-oh! 80m. VS 4C, 4A.

Start 3m right of Straight Up, below a short yellow corner capped by a small overhang.
Pitch 1. Climb the deep crack to the right of the corner and step left above the overhang. Step
out left onto the face and climb diagonally left to the bush. Climb the right edge of the wide
crack to a patch of Euphorbia; move out right and straight up to belay below a small
tree.

Pitch 2. Climb the rib on the right to the top. Scramble off via the gorge at the back of the
crag.

G. Moss, H. Sharkey, L. Convery. 13/1/06.

Crag OX . This is the crag immediately in front of Crag O and separated from it by a narrow
gorge.

Gem For a sunny day. 50m. Severe.

Start near the foot of the gorge on the left side of the crag, below a fault line running up the
height of the crag.

Climb the right-hand side of the fault. L.C. G.M. 13/1/06.

Sancerre. 46m. Severe 4a.

Near the left edge of the face, on the rock slope, above a step and below a wide fault line
running the height of the crag.

Climb the fault, moving slightly right near the top. H.S. G.M. L.C. 13/1/06

Descent for the above two routes is down the gorge between O and OX.

Palm Tree Gorge, left-hand side.

Eos. 15m. Diff.
Start at a solitary palm tree, below the descent ledge.
Climb a shallow crack to the ledge. L.C., G.M., H.S. 14/1/06

Homeward Bound. 18m. VS 4C

Start from the descent ledge, above and left of Eos, below a wide depression in the upper
wall.

Move up to the foot of the corner crack on the left and climb to ledge and belay.

G.M. H.S. 14/1/06.

Cabernet Sauvignon. 20m. VS 4C.
Start as for Original Route. Climb up and right into the back of the right-hand vee groove.
Climb the crack in the left-hand wall with sustained interest. H.S., G.M., L.C. 12/1/06



Buoyed by the success of day 1, we headed for Aventador the next day. A good drive but well
worth it. Aventador is a lovely wall of dark limestone overlooking a wooded valley. We had
the crag to ourselves for the entire day. There is a train line below the crag, but the region’s
trains make Ireland look well provided for as we only saw two trains all day. Aventador saw
the start of a pattern that would hold for the rest of the holiday. On arrival at the crag Steve
would fall sound asleep as soon as possible, claiming an illness of some sort. Personally |
only know one iliness caused by sangria. We did a number of lovely routes on mediocre
bolts. Some nice slabby routes, an overhanging crack and a face and overlap route or two.
Well worth the trip.

We revisited Toix the next day. You know sometimes you just get it against a crag. (And, by
this, | do not mean the kind of hatred Steve has for Glendo because you have to walk.) Well
| do not like Toix Est. However, if you are not in a fussy mood you can belay from the car and
the view is good out to Calpe and the Pennon. We finished the day at Toix TV on some
lovely 5s and 6s. Great climbing and a lesson in why not to tie in with a bowline if you are
not sure. The rope became detached from one of our party half way up the crag, thankfully
a large ledge was available and some friendly English climbers (we are not all grumpy
b****ds) were available to help and reattach Edwige who with characteristic offhandedness
just ran up the second half of the route as if nothing had happened. It appears that her
biggest concern in the hole episode had been that she might not get to finish what was a
lovely route.

Most of the days ended at around 4 or 5pm and then we headed back to the flat for about 2
hours while our erstwhile meets secretary. had the longest showers known to man. Food was
a mixed affair, sometimes we cooked, sometimes we went out to eat. But every evening
ended in Twiggy’s (so called because the proprietor looks like a female Iggy Pop). Twiggy’s
is a good bar, sangria a plenty, pool, table football and a view down the beach. There is
something perversely spectacular about the line of high-rises lit up against the floodlit beach.
There always seemed to be someone from our group closing the place out, the same
someone actually.

Fully rested after a day off (as much to do with the Sangria as the sore arms) we headed
south to Marin. Like Aventador this crag was new to me and | will be going back. A nice
location high up, overlooking a valley makes for a good start. The rock is lovely sharp slabs,
pockets and flow stone, it has it all. We were there on a bank holiday so it was probably as
busy as it gets and it still felt deserted. We got in a good bag of routes, starting with some
single pitch climbs and moving on to some lovely multi pitch face routes. We ended the day
with a sunset climb up a lovely ridge, 2 pitches at about 4+. Probably the easiest but the most
enjoyable route of the holiday, for those of us who like me can admit to being a bumbly.

We returned to Toix the next day. It is a massive crag with lots of different sectors and it
appears to get more good weather than most crags. A large gang of us were there this day,
all but the most adventurous two of the IMC heads. Good fun, lots of routes and a
spectacular sunset, that almost, but only almost made Benidorm look good in the distance.

For our final day it was back to Forada, we had been to this crag the previous year and | had
loved it (not just because it drew blood from Steve). It is in a great location, the drive is almost
as much fun as the climbing, hire cars really are the best 4wheel drives there are. With the
trip almost over, we were all a bit weary and not much fell beneath our shiny new climbing
boots. Barry joined Steve in the extreme sleeping club sub branch of the IMC. But the sun
and scenery made it a worthwhile trip, even if | will be bitter to the end that | ballsed up the
lovely 6a | had spied last year and had down as the last great route of the holiday.



COSTA BLANCA TRIP Ben Warren

To brutally murder a quote from Easy Rider by paraphrasing it, “ | Never really thought of
myself as a sergeant major but then again | love to sergeant major” (sorry Denis Hopper).
That sums up what | learnt about myself on our recent trip to the Costa Blanca. “Get up you
lazy #@7?#’, tripped naturally from my tongue at 8am every morning. Only one other
occupant of the flat was able to rouse himself without me, usually at about 5am, when the
balcony, toilet etc., that he had fallen asleep on in a comatose state, got too cold. Must be
something about sun, sea, Benidorm and sangria.

| have had a long, if not regular, association with the Costa Blanca, my first trip there was
sometime in 1992/3. It was a bit less polished then (the crags and me): long term camping
at Sella with no showers or money, but | was a lot stronger so | remember it fondly. Since
then | have been a few times. December 2005 was the second year running that a group of
IMC and Galway climbers headed for a last fling before Christmas rendered us too heavy for
the rest of the winter.

There are tons of long, multi-pitch, adventurous and scary sea cliff climbs in the Costa
Blanca, but if you want to read about that then someone else is going to have to write an
article. For me Spain has always been about baking your bones in the sun, eating good ham
and cheese outdoors, having a sociable time at the crag and climbing on lovely pockety lime-
stone with lots of shiny bolts. Maybe it is not really climbing but there is so much fun to be
had in these places and the inclusion of the bolt turns it into a different sport altogether. You
get so used to them that unless it is shiny and has Petzl stamped in it you start to get
worried. A shocking state of affairs since | have not once seen a bolt that really is dodgy.
There is none of that shonky American rivet stuff over there, or at least not that | have seen.

For the last couple of years we have based ourselves in Benidorm, which | constantly seem
to be telling people is “a lot better than you think”. Benidorm once had an old town (it
probably was not that nice even then) but it has since mushroomed into a monster with two
sweeping arcs of high-rises and bars along a beach, either side of a headland. The
headland itself houses the best part of the town, were we have stayed on both trips. 16 of us
travelled in total this year: 10 from the IMC and 6 from Galway.

Accommodation in flats is easy to come by in early/mid December. A bed in a reasonable
sized, clean flat works out at around 7 euro per night. The food in Benidorm is variable,
especially if 16 people are trying to decide where to eat. But it is possible to eat reasonably
well (if not imaginatively) for a good price. My advice is if you find somewhere you like stick
with it as you are unlikely to find better.

A motorway runs the length of the Costa and the drive to most of the crags is easy and
straightforward. On one of the days we went to Aventador and it took 1.5 hours to get there,
which was the longest drive of the holiday and is exceptional. In contrast Toix, which we
spent 3 days on, was only 20 minutes down the road.

We had great weather for the entire trip and climbed on all but one day, the tiredness and
alcohol induced rest day. On the first day we headed out to Toix Oeste. A great crag with a
wall of routes starting with a trainer climbable 3+ and ending with some lovely 5+’s. We
climbed something in the region of 16 routes each that day. A bit of a mistake (and one we
had made the previous year as well). It sounds like a great way to get you back into the
groove, but you end up shattered, or at least we did.



Crampons
Black Diamond and Petzl

The views on crampons were fairly straightforward. The main models used were the Black
Diamond Sabretooth and Bionic and some from the Petzl range. There is some debate about
whether to choose horizontal or vertical front points. Will Gadd, the Canadian ice climber,
gives his view: “I challenge any climber currently on vertical frontpoints to climb five pitches
on a good horizontal frontpoint crampon and feel the difference” (Ice and Mixed
Climbing:Modern Technique. The Mountaineers Books, Seattle, 2003). So there you have it.
You will be better off with a good 12-point horizontal if you are only buying one set of
crampons. The BD’s performed well, being tough and simple to use. Exactly what you want,
no fuss. Unfortunately the Petzl range forced itself continually upon the consciousness of the
climber, thanks to the Spirlock binding. This took an eternity to put on. Having spent an
inordinate length of time getting it attached to the boot, one climber found that it promptly
detached itself halfway up the climb. A half hour struggling on a hanging belay restored the
crampon, only to have it fall off again a few minutes later. Needless to say, a very ‘used and
abused’ crampon was returned to Petzl. Petzl recognise that some people have had a
problem with this system and offer all their crampons in more traditional bindings as well.

It was also noted that a bit of negotiation netted good bargains. Intersport in Argentiere were
willing to give good discounts on a few items, so it is worth your while having a word before
you buy anything.

Thanks to the club members who tested the gear and supplied this information, especially
Gerry Galligan.



Ice tools
Petzl Charlet Quark

A proven design that has been around for a few years now and has established a reputation
as one of the best performing steep-ice tools available. Expensive it may appear at first, but
in relative terms the Quark represents quite good value. The price includes the clip-leash and
the hand rest, both very useful features indeed. The leash allows you to clip out of a placed
tool without removing your hand from the leash, while the hand rest protects the fingers and
provides additional support. These features are available on the Black Diamond Viper, but
separately. With the Viper, you have to pay about E40 for each leash and E20 for each rest,
pushing the price to E60 more per tool than the Quark. The Quark is a slightly lighter tool, so
may well suit a smaller climber or those who prefer a fast swing. It is also more steeply
curved than many, giving great clearance. While designed as a waterfall tool, many climbers
seem to use these on hard alpine routes quite happily, so don’'t dismiss them as too
specialized.

Black Diamond Viper

The Viper is a bit heavier than the other tools, with the
weight towards the head, giving good purchase. It is
very solidly constructed and should last for many years.
This is probably one of the most practical tools, having

]
good clearance but not so much bend thanks to the .-'-"
unusual shaft. The grip is very good. With the optional X
hand-rest and Clipper leash (a bit better than the Petzl ‘.

3 |

equivalent), this is hard to beat.

Viper
Petzl Nomic

The Nomic is a leashless tool. It is quite light, having no hammer.The

lack of a hammer might rule these out if you are planning on having only

one set of tools. A threaded hole in the head allows you to attach

i weights. The handle is designed with several grip positions, though

some people found it a bit too small. And, of course, you won’t be able

to plant that in the snow, so it's a specialized tool. Those trying

| leashless for the first time were divided - while some liked these, others

found the whole thing awkward. Without the leashes you may feel a

continual paranoia over dropped tools and skewered seconds, tending

to overgrip and get pumped. On the other hand, some people took to

them. Perhaps the new tools from DMM might be the best option. The

new Anarchist is a leashless design with an adjustable handle, but the

shaft incorporates a wire-clip for a leash, so you have both options. It

also has a hammer. These are only just hitting the shops with the new

DMM Anarchist Rebel tool. Both tools have a one piece head and shaft combination
which looks extremely strong.

Overall results showed that personal preferences came into play, so the opportunity to test
these would be the best way to choose. If you can get yourself to a shop with an indoor wall
or borrow/rent some tools you may be able to find one that suits you best. Nonetheless,
these are all great tools.



Ascent of the Dent Blanche (4357)

Or
In Touch with a Bergschrund
Patrick Stancombe

South ridge (normal route- grade IIl).

August 5-6, 2003.

Climbers: John Kerr, Marie-Anne Haines, Ralph Hale, Patrick Stancombe (Rats),Moira
Creedon, Eileen Murphy (IMC).

On a Tuesday, we got up early to gain most from the cool of the morning as it had been
exceptionally hot the previous week. We had 1300m of ascent to the Cabane de la Dent
Blanche, which stands directly in front of the last rocky bump before the main ridge at 3507m.
It took 5 hours, the last 700m on formerly glaciated areas and along several moraine ridges
with very loose scree and then up onto the upper glacier field. Thanks to our good timing we
enjoyed lunch in the comfort of the hut. That evening, the atmosphere was alive with
electricity, the flagpole outside the hut clicking with static like a clock counting down the
minutes before our departure.
Wednesday, three o’clock - getting
up. At four we leave, under a
starry sky. First we follow the
rocky ridge in darkness finding it
cumbersome terrain as we are
guided up too far to the left side by
other lights. The following short
snowy ridge is steep but quickly
done, as well as the next rock
ridge. And again putting on the
crampons, a traverse along the
cornice of Point 3907 brings us to
the proper beginning of the south
ridge. Here people have stashed
crampons and ice axes on reports
- £ the route is devoid of ice and
The Dent Blanche from the SW snow.

The first section is easy, but then as dawn approaches so do the first of the three Grand
Gendarmes. Bob has been feeling the effects of attitude and it is at this point that the
decision for her and John to turn back is made. Ralph and | continue on, | feeling a little
apprehensive at losing our most experienced climber. We avoid the first Gendarme on the
left side by the easiest route.

Some of the following towers are directly climbed but the middle Gendarme is avoided on
the right side in scree. The last Gendarme is the biggest obstacle. Not only is the rock at the
most difficult grade here (lll feels like full on rock climbing at this height), but people come
together as it is a bottleneck, so we have to wait at this key pitch.

After that it is easier walking terrain to the summit although the effect of altitude weighs
heavily on each step. After 5 hours we can go no higher and reach the snow-free top of this
seemingly inappropriately named mountain. The Matterhorn seems very close and makes a
spectacular backdrop



CORIICA,

Melanie Heather sent us these photographs
from her trip to Corsica.
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On the descent we make our way over the
uppermost Gendarme by a rappel from the
top and then traverse it slowly on belays.
The other two Gendarmes are avoided
directly by scree traverses. At no point does
the terrain look to forgive a major mistake.
Finally we find our way down to the glacier
and it's almost done, with only a few short
pieces, with and without crampons, as the
terrain alternates between rock and snow.

The last part is not trivial, however,
especially if you are drawn away from the
uppermost crest traverse. As we finally see
the roof of the hut appearing, an odyssey
has come to an end; or so we think!

It was at the Bergschrund that Ralph ran into
trouble and came to touch the void.
Following a path down the ridge intent on
reaching the easier terrain of the glacier he
stepped onto the sun-softened snow bridge
and suddenly disappeared in a vanishing
act.

My initial reaction was sheer panic as | slip
as | slip and slide trying to gain firmer Climbers on the South Ridge
ground and avoid following him into the crevasse. As | gain a foothold a feeling of sadness
swept through me as | silently bid him farewell accepting the fact that he is gone and there
is nothing that can change it. He could not be alive! With no rope between us | had lost my
companion and thoughts of guilt filled my mind at his demise.

As he was falling Ralph felt a blow to his hand. When the fall came to a halt he could not see
the ground below him as he had been stopped by another snow bridge with a further 20 feet
visible below him. As he stood hanging ten feet from the surface thoughts of what everyone
had told him; “If there’s just two of you an accident can turn into a death sentence”; came to
his mind. Then he was overwhelmed by the thought | might leave him behind and wanted to
scream and swear but dare not in case he upset his delicate perch. Instead he became
aware of the cold creeping inexorably through him and had a sense of calm as if he was
ready to accept death.

As Ralph was struggling with having fallen, I, not knowing what had happened to him, was
dealing with a struggle of my own. | felt alone and thought that | was left no choice but to
forget about him. | called his name in vain and a muffled answer came up to me.
He was alive.

After the initial communication between us, it stopped as | thought what to do, making Ralph
become worried of what | might be doing next. In an instant an un-crossable gap had come
between us and we were no longer a team working together. As | had the rope, to be drawn
into the void would mean little hope for either of us. We both knew that | would have a much
better chance at surviving the descent alone but Ralph did not want to die and die alone at
that. He dare not verbalise to me that | should move on without him.



We hoisted up the slab, retrieved the gear, coiled the rope and ventured round the back of
the hut to negotiate the steeper, upper section. My lead again. In front was an English
gentleman whom | took to be in his late-fifties or early sixties. He was being led by an
English guide, at least twenty years his junior. The guide ascended the slab and the elder
client gingerly followed. | waited a few moments for them to move on, before following with
a similar pitch. Gaining the initial footholds to launch off was tricky, but once slab-borne, the
rest was easy. Three extenders later | was safe and belaying the others. Darach came up
next.

“Good lead, Gerry. That was a tough bit of climbing,” he commented.

It wasn’t. “Are you joking? If that old goat could do it then any of us could,” | replied,
referring to the elder English gentleman.

We moved on. Ten minutes later the Kiwi stopped. He had enough.

“I'm calling a halt here, fellas. You two go on.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yeah. Oh yeah.”

We remained roped-up and pressed on, keeping close but still mainly left of the ridge.
Occasionally we moved onto it, and each time we did the exposure increased and a blast of
cold, North-face wind rifled through us.

Our pace slackened as we fought our way up, panting hard in the thinning air. It was 9am
and the day was in its prime - full sunshine and high cirrus clouds, daubing a rich blue can-
vas. We spent more time on the ridge now, with the cold Northface wind buffeting us from
the right-hand side.

Nevertheless, some things were functioning better - like our short-rope technique, which was
consistent. Typically Darach wrapped one or two loops around a boulder or rock-spike,
leaving me enough slack to lead 10 - 15 metres. Then as | advanced or when the rope was
fully extended, | would perform the same operation in order to secure his ascent. Leads
were alternated between us. And protection using nuts, runners and slings between moving
pitches was seldom needed. Over easy, unexposed sections, we both picked up coils and
advanced simultaneously. Generally these repeated motions were comforting and steady.

We were approaching the crux of the climb - a section
known as The Shoulder. As the name implies, The
Shoulder, or the top of it rather, is a series of steep
walls of rock and ice, several metres high. A couple of
them are close to vertical, with one boasting an
overhang. Despite this, their dangers are mitigated by
heavy fixed ropes bolted in situation on each, while the
overhang’s threat is mollified by the presence of bolts
for holds and a vertical chain for protection. Thus, far
from being a technical challenge, the true challenge of
The Shoulder is to scale these walls at 4200 metres,
when the body is flagging, the air is thinning and the
wind is pummelling you.

Each wall was hard won by grappling onto any spare
inch of rock or ice with the front points of the
crampons. Then with gritted teeth and pumped arm
muscles, we hauled ourselves up the fixed ropes.

Matterhorn from Dents d’Herens



But this year conditions were just right; dry rock most of the way up, ice above The Shoulder,
and an army of guides with their clients, planning assaults at the same time as us. The hut
was almost full. Counting the tables at dinner | estimated 70 people would be venturing onto
the ridge at 4am. All nationalities were present: Swiss, German, French, Italian, British,
Spanish, Australian, New Zealand, Japanese and American. Darach and | hooked up with a
Kiwi fella, a professional glacier guide from the South Island who was planning a solo
attempt. We made a rule that this fella could tag along with us provided he stayed off our
rope. We’d help him if he got into trouble, but wouldn’t allow him to hamper our own attempt.

By 9pm all climbers were in bed and surprisingly, with the mild apprehension and tension
about, we managed to sleep. Unlike any other mountain either of us had climbed, waiting to
do this was like waiting to sit the first exam of the Leaving Cert again - no one knew what
was in store for us. The feeling was, the sooner we got going, the better.

At 3.30am all were up, dressed, grappling with gear and hastily devouring breakfast. The
three of us set out five minutes after four and joined the back of the bunch. And with good
reason. You see the biggest problem with the Matterhorn is route finding. A climber,
unfamiliar with its terrain, can lose much valuable time and energy trying to discern the
quickest and safest route up and down. Hence our strategy was to follow the guides as much
as possible.

We knew the first bit - over the snow patch, veer to the right, then a haul up the two ropes to
the nose, followed by a traverse left up the Eastern flank. | led. Thankfully the rock was dry.
Hand and foot holds were sure and there was litle wind present to rattle any delicate
balancing acts. Progress was quick and within half an hour we reached the first of the heavy,
two-inch fixed ropes of the ridge. From here on everything was uncharted territory. Each
man pulled himself up the hemp and stepped back onto the left side of the ridge. Nothing
too steep, just plenty of scrambling using all fours. With the food, clothes and other
equipment, the combined weight made me feel sluggish and tired. | lost the lead, drifted to
the back and found myself panting like a dog.

‘Just keep moving,” a voice in my head urged, ‘and keep up with the other two.’

Darach took the rope. The deal was each man would carry it for one hour when not in use.
Being rid of the weight was a great relief. | was able to shift to the front and take the lead
behind the guides. We still maintained a line left of the ridge. There was a lot of loose rock
about, but still plenty of solid hand and foot holds to lever the body upwards. So far the East
face had been one giant, uneven staircase. Our progress was good, slightly better than
expected, such that by 6 am we were in sight of the Solvay hut (4003 metres). We had
already climbed 700 metres, pure scrambling and nothing technical, nevertheless we were
aware harder stuff lay ahead. Also the higher altitude was beginning to be felt. Often over
stretches of 10 - 20 metres we found ourselves pausing briefly for air. The Kiwi drifted to the
rear.

On either side of the Solvay hut are two pitches known as the Moseley slab (upper and
lower). When we reached the lower, a short queue had formed. Out came the rope,
runners and slings as we waited our turn. We were glad of the rest. One thing that struck
me about this route was the abundance of rings and stainless steel bolts for abseiling and
protection. But then again this was hardly surprising given this peak is the most climbed in
Switzerland. However it must be said that such aid, along with the sections of fixed rope
detract from the natural challenges of the climb. That said, none of us felt cheated - our only
objective was to get up and down this rock quickly and safely.



A Hard Day’s Climb (Notes from the Matterhorn) Gerry Galligan

This time | felt | was in with a chance - climbing the Matterhorn. The idea had been
simmering in my thoughts for months, nay years now, like an itch waiting to be scratched.
And it was all Hugon’s fault. He planted the notion during our first Scottish trip three years
ago and every so often he would bring it up:

“Well Gerry, when are you going to climb the Matterhorn?”

Those words seem to echo like a broken record. Just because he had done it, the Matterhorn
now seemed to be a yardstick for the rest of us. At least for those of us who like to call
ourselves Alpinists. As a result | had to attempt it. And attempt it with conviction. Otherwise
what was the point? The mountain was far too much of an undertaking to try
half-heartedly. There could be no half-measures. But the obvious basic questions remained:
Could I handle the altitude, 4478metres, particularly under the exertion of hard climbing? Did
| have the technical skills? Did | have a competent and motivated climbing partner? And
would | get the right weather and conditions?

The answers assembled themselves over the intervening months and years. Having climbed
in France and Austria in previous seasons, | knew | could function at 4000 metres without
difficulty. | reckoned another 500 metres would be within my range. As for climbing skills -
| had done my homework, practising in Dalkey quarry all spring and summer, developing the
various techniques to lead up to VS grade. Then while at the MCI meet in Arolla, | got good
experience short-roping on testing AD routes - the kind of experience | knew would be
needed on the Matterhorn. All this fuelled my confidence.

Things were looking favourable now, the jig-saw was being pieced together. However one
important thing was outstanding, perhaps the most critical factor in any successful climb - a
good climbing partner. Here | was fortunate. | had met Darach O’Murchu some months
earlier at the quarry. Tall, thin and tanned, Darach worked as a cycle courier around town.
The demands of his job meant covering up to 100 kilometres on his bike each day. Needless
to say, he was fit. At thirty years of age, his big ambition was, and still is, to become a
professional European Mountain Leader. Currently he’s halfway there. We climbed well
together - with each of us displaying similar degrees of adventure and caution. As things
emerged, there was little or no difference in our abilities or fitness. Our attitudes were
similar and we got on well.

Then in July when we met up in Switzerland, | suggested to Darach that having the
Matterhorn on the CV might look good with his long-term career plans. That struck a chord.
No sooner was it mentioned before we were discussing gear, hut-booking, logistics and
accomodation in Zermatt. Darach was motivated to do it, like | was. A green light shone.

| phoned the Hornlihutte to find out. Snow was still on the peak, but was expected to melt.
On Thursday and Friday the conditions would be right. This was our chance. With that,
Darach and | agreed to make tracks for Zermatt, with the aim of an attempt early Thursday
morning. Which route would we take? The choice was obvious - the most accessible one
from Zermatt and the most popular one - The Hornli Ridge - round trip.

Wednesday afternoon saw us trekking up to the Hornlihutte (3260 metres), marching slowly
and stopping often for gentle acclimatisation. Given 1200metres of straightforward but
sustained climbing, a person needed to be mentally ready, fit and prepared to travel light.
The tools needed would be: an axe, crampons, 50metre rope, harness, slings, screwgates,
runners and a few nuts. Light, warm clothing, rain gear, torch, some food and lots of water.
No poles, compass or map - unnecessary items for this task.



OUTDOOR MEETS Spring 2006

4th - 5th Feb.: Winter Camp in the Mournes. Declan Craig.
mailto:ei6fr@gofree.indigo.ie

18th Feb.: 2005/2006 Round 4

RDS, Dublin. IBL Committee.

http://www.climbing.ie

17th-24th Feb.: Ice Climbing around Rjukan, Norway. Denis Beakey.
mailto:denisbeakey@gmail.com

March: Scotland

To be confirmed. Denis Beakey.

denisbeakey@gmail.com

11th March: Barnbawn, Co Wicklow. Liam Convery.
Iconvery@eircom.net

11th March: IBL 2005/2006 Round 5.

Ozone, Belfast. IBL Committee.

http://www.climbing.ie

17th March-20th March: Climbing in the Lake District, England. Gerry Moss.
mailto:germoss@eircom.net

14th April-17th April: Joint Meet with London Mountaineering Club in Cornwall.
Barry Watts.

barrington1978@yahoo.com

April - May: Beginners Course. Rob Davies.

robmckin@yahoo.co.uk

28th April-1st May: Culdaff Climbfest 2006

Inishowen, Co. Donegal. Se O’Hanlon.

shay@presidentcycles.com

May: Peak District, England. Ben Warren.

ben@benwarren.net

May: Beginners Weekend in Glendalough. Barry Watts.
mailto:barrington1978@yahoo.com

8th July-23rd July: MCI Alpine Meet in Ailefroide.

www.mountaineering.ie
No IMC contact point yet.

Would anyone like to Organise anything for the St Patrick’s weekend 17th-19th March or the June

weekend in Ireland ?

1 will publish the Summer meets list in April before the next newsletter comes out. If you're plan-

ning a trip turn it into a meet by letting the Meet’s Secretary know.

I’'m aware that day meets especially climbing meets may be organised at short notice so keep an

eye on your e mail and drop into the Teacher’s Club on Thursday nights.

In addition We should have an online web forum up and running in 5 Weeks time, | believe which

will make the exchange of information on meets easier for everyone in the Club.
Take care and safe climbing!

Your Meets Secretary
Barry



To Ralph’s relief | did not leave him behind. Instead | decided to attempt a one-man rescue.
Now safely across the Bergschrund and with Ralph tied into the rope | had lowered to him,
he slowly climbed the wall of the crevasse using his good hand. With each movement he
would feel total exhaustion and the thought of giving up would creep into his mind. But the
despair soon become optimism as he made his way up and out of the crevasse giving him
renewed strength to move on. Freezing cold, in shock and with a bleeding hand he sat in
silence at the top as he wondered at what had happened.

At last we continued to descend together accompanied by rain as the late afternoon thunder
clouds rolled in. Half past eight sees us reach the road having descended 2500 meters. The
beer and rosti are well earned.



THE LAKE DISTRICT Gerry Moss

It's where it all started, you know. ‘Way back, in 1886, there was a dashing young blade by
the name of W.P. Haskett-Smith (back then lots of the upper middle classes had double-
barrelled surnames - they led such lecherous lives, you see, that one could never be 100%
certain who the child’s Papa was, so one tried to include the most likely suspects). Anyhow,
one fine morning this W.P. chappie nicked the neighbour’s clothes-line, borrowed the Ma’s
boots and the Da’s bike and set out for Wasdale with his chums. Once there they strolled up
the green sward to the foot of Napes Needle, a steep and imposing rock pillar. Then, tying
on to one end of the rope, and leaving his mates wondering what the hell they were
supposed to do with the rest of it, he climbed the Needle. This is generally accepted as being
the first roped-up rock-climb in England (and the first in England meant the first in the Whole
World - naturally). With typical British understatement, modesty and reserve, he built a cairn
on top of the Needle and attached his large, white, cotton handkerchief to it, so that the world
and his wife would be aware of his achievement. And the world has never been the same
since.

The most immediate effect was a welcome boom for England’s cotton mills as they worked
night and day, churning out huge quantities of large, white, cotton handkerchiefs in an effort
to meet the demand created by the hordes of daring young gents putting up new routes all
over the place and decorating them accordingly. (Alas for the workers at the mill, the boom
was short-lived. Pretty soon afterwards the climbing scene, hitherto the preserve of the hoity
toity, was taken over by the hoi polloi, and the new routes were being put up by crass,
uncouth young gurriers, the sort of louts that couldn’t see the sense in spending good money
on large, white, cotton handkerchiefs, when there were two serviceable sleeves on their
grubby swezzers.)

Be that as it may, the result of all these labours can be gauged by the fact that The Lake
District, an area roughly comparable in size with our own Wicklow Mountains, needs no less
than seven separate rock-climbing guidebooks to list details of all the different crags and
climbs. And what climbs! Literally thousands of them. From Moderate up to E8, from short,
one move wonders, to long, multi-pitch outings. Classic, three star routes in every grade. And
what crags! There are road-side crags, valley crags, hill crags and mountain crags. There are
sunny crags, shady crags, sheltered crags and wind-blown crags. There are popular crags,
with well-trafficked routes, and remote, distant crags with seldom-climbed, hidden
gems. Something for everyone, then.

Nor is the hill-walker neglected, for here we have England’s highest and finest mountains.
We're not talking of rounded, peat-covered mounds here; these are rocky, cliff-girded
mountains of great character, such as Scafell and Scafell Pike, Great Gable, Helvellyn, Pillar,
Coniston Old Man, Skiddaw, Bowfell, the Langdale Pikes and many, many more. All
offering fine walking and scrambling possibilities. And if you don’t want to walk the tops there
is lovely walking in the foothills and dales and around the lakes, for in these parts they bend
over backwards to accommodate walkers, and the whole area is covered by a network of
delightful paths, accessible to all (and not a mention of greasing anyone’s palm with silver).

And it to this paradise for climbers and walkers that we are going for the St. Patrick’s
Week-end.

For many, many years the late Fred Thompson was the able organiser of the annual St.
Patrick’'s Meet to The Lakes which, just like the October Meet to Wales, was always very



items under our armpits for twenty minutes. | gazed out the window as the Mars thawed.

However we weren’t long alone. Shortly after 8pm the two Greeks appeared. Their lengthy
summit jubilations, followed by a time-consuming descent meant that like us, they would
be spending a luxurious night in the Hotel Solvay.

“We booked the penthouse suite for you lads,” | said, pointing to the top bunk. ‘I think
you'll find the room service a bit slow, but the neighbourhood is quiet and there’s no
danger of your stuff getting robbed.”

A quieter pair of lads shared their frozen almonds with us in exchange for our fruit before
donning their blankets and retreating to the upper bunk. There was no flag-waving now.

Our 6am wake-up call was the voices and shouts of Friday morning’s climbers on the
lower Moseley slab beneath us.

10am saw us safely back at the Hornlihutte, tucking into Rivella and strudel. We were tired
and very satisfied as we made our way down the track from the Hornlihutte to Schwarzsee
for the cable-car back to Zermatt. Every so often we’'d stop and turn around to admire our
quarry. The mild sensations of fear and apprehension we had upon approaching it two days
earlier were a distant memory. The Matterhorn only appeared beautiful and more enticing to
us now, purely because we had been intimate with it. There was no denying its charismatic
lines and fine symmetry. And its flat faces with ice fields at its tip made me think of it as an
upturned diamond, singled out from a cluster and awaiting special attention on a giant
jeweller’s anvil. Altogether it was captivating and difficult to walk away from.

(c) G. Galligan - August 2005

This is a shortenend version of Gerry’s article.
The full version can be found on www.climbing.ie



On a few occasions our efforts were rewarded by volleys of ice on our heads, discharged
from the crampons of guides and clients above. There was no place for cover. With each
move | made, the freezing gale whipped around, forcing me to swing like a pendulum.
Where | could, | clipped a runner onto a stanchion or chain. On the overhang | made a lunge
at what | thought was the right time, but the wind snapped the same moment, barrelling me
sideways onto the wall. Luckily | had clipped in seconds earlier. Had | not, the potential
alternative was unthinkable.

Doubtless, The Shoulder was our crux. And of that crux, no amount of speed, style or
technical sophistication was of any use to us. Quite simply, primal instinct, brute strength
and unwavering determination were the only characteristics that saw us battle our way
through it.

We made the base of the ice field on the upper Northface. Now one sensed the summit
approaching.

We traversed the steep snow and ice, zigzagging between stanchions, 10 - 15 metres apart.
My ears were numb and solid with the cold. There was no time to stop and pull on a
balaclava or extra layers, just keep driving on. The face became steeper, but not steep
enough to warrant ice screws or extra protection. Out came the axe. A steady pattern of
movement unfolded. Swing, then crunch - followed by two kicks from the front points of the
crampons. Up we went.

Two Greek climbers overtook us, their rope travelling in parallel to ours for some distance.
We made the top at three minutes past eleven. There to meet us was the leading Greek,
shouting and jumping for joy, waving his ice axe in one hand and the Greek flag in the other.
His mate, close to tears, was hugging the statue of madonna. Needless to say, Darach and
| were in no condition for such animation at that point. All we were happy to see was no more
mountain. Instead we skirted the cornice and did a cursory 360 degree examination of all
the peaks in the region. Half in Switzerland, half in Italy. Then demurely and rattling with the
cold, we left the Greeks to their celebrations and began our descent.

| lost count of the number of abseil pitches we made going down. Fifteen ... twenty maybe.
We played it safe, perhaps too safe, reckoning most sections were too steep and slippy to
downclimb easily.

Time ticked by quickly. So quickly that by 6pm | got a surprise when | abseiled blindly onto
the foundations of the Solvay hut. It had taken over 6 hours to descend 500 metres. Yet we
were not alone. A German couple followed behind. We hooked up and discussed our moves.
It was getting late and given the tiredness and the progress we were making, Darach and |
opted to spend the night in the hut. Our motivation for continuing was wavering and besides,
we didn’t care for a potential finish in the dark, especially with the hut beside us now. The
chances are had we continued he would probably have been fine, but we didn’t want to run
the risk of a lack of concentration or fatigue being the cause of an accident, particularly in the
dark. The Germans thought otherwise and decided to press on. Upon which we left them
instructions to inform the guardian of the Hornlihutte of our decision and safety.

The Solvay hut is just that - a basic wooden hut. No heat, no water, no electricity, no
candles, no food. Just a large garden shed perched on a ledge 4000 metres high. It's got a
window and door and an unspeakably foul toilet that reaches sub-zero temperatures on sum-
mer evenings. It had been a while since we’d dined, so we rummaged through our rucksacks
for food. Darach found a cold tin of tuna, some dried mango and pineapple, and | produced
an equally chilled Mars bar, one and half litres of Evian water and a black, frostbitten banana.
We shared the fruit and water, an opted to heat up the tuna and Mars bar by placing both



popular and well supported, - one of the highlights of the Meets List. As St. Patrick’s Day
falls on a Friday this year | think it would be opportune and appropriate, as a tribute to Fred,
to revive the meet for the Fri, Sat, and Sunday, with the option of extending it to include the
Thurs and/or Sunday night, should some members wish to do so.

Guidebooks, maps. The best bet for the climber is “Lake District Rock” published by the Fell
& Rock Climbing Club (a selection, covering 85 crags, with over 600 climbs). If you wish to
sample some scrambling, “Scrambles and Easy Climbs in the Lake District” by Jon Sparks
& Judith Brown, published by Grey Stone Books, will fit the bill. For walkers there is a host
of books, but the maps covering the area are so good that the books are somewhat
superfluous. All the approach paths are clearly shown, so it’s just a case of choosing what-
ever route you fancy. The OS used to publish a 1 inch to the mile Tourist Map that covered
the whole area, but | don’t know if this is still available. The OS Landranger Series 1:50,000,
Nos. 90 and 97 will cover most of the interesting hills or, if you prefer, OS Outdoor Leisure
1:25,000 series, “The English Lakes” nos. 4, 5 and 6, give even more detail.

Travel. There are several options, the Holyhead ferry being one of them. There are now two
companies with night sailings from Dublin to Liverpool, however, and | would recommend
considering travel by one of these, particularly for those with limited time at their disposal.
Both sail from Dublin at 10pm and arrive at Liverpool at 6am; so it is possible to sail on the
Thursday night and be at the foot of crag or mountain in the Lake District by 11am on Friday,
giving ample time for a day’s climbing or walking. Similarly, both ferries leave Liverpool at
10pm on Sunday, allowing time for a full day’s walking or climbing on that day, arriving back
in Dublin at 6am on Monday, in good time for work (that'll be a first for some). Both ferries
offer cabin accommodation and breakfast on board, if required (a two-berth cabin is
included in the Norse Ferries fare). For more details on fares and sailings log on to
http://www.poirishsea.com or http://www. norsemerchant.com.

Accommodation. This has not yet been finalised, but you can take it that it will be in a hut
or bunkhouse, self-catering, at a cost of about ten Euros per night. Space will be limited, so
it will be members only, and a case of first come first served.

So, here’s a chance to turn your back on top roping, give the bird to bolt-clipping, say
goodbye to bouldering, get some real space beneath your feet, and go free! There’s nothing
like it!



Thursday morning is HOT and | chicken off SONGE D’UNE NUIT DE SABBAT D+ with Darr,
hay fever and my hangover were setting in. Darr went for a walk with the marmots up to the
sele hut at 2650 meters. Paul and | get lost looking for a crag so he climbs the first line of
bolts. We come too, he backs off, | stand into the breach calling him a wuss and saying ‘it's
on bolts man, it can’'t be that hard’, 5 minutes later I'm dangling off the rope, | fight for
friction on the now greasy rock, | reach the chains and lower off, think it's time for the pub.
Friday | sleep in while Darr and Paul race up to Barre Des Ecrins hut at 3,150 Metres, they
break the speed record up and down. Saturday we go to Briangon and | stay in McDonalds,
as it's over 30 degrees, Darr discovers the local knife/maiming shop, Darragh likes knives!

Sunday morning | twist Darr’s arm and we go to do LES PREDATEUR S TD which is next to
the PALAVAR LES FLOTS. We start this 8 pitch route at midday, it has nice groove climbing
but also dubious rock. Before we know it the hardest pitch is over and we’re on the top. The
top is a pinnacle on three sides, we abseil off confidently, after 10 metres our ropes get
tangled, we re-organise them, Darr reaches the next abseil point but it's at his feet, he
ascends up the rope to me. After an hour wasted we finally get moving away from the mess
and plain sailing, We moved cautiously past tottering blocks and hope no one is in the
ravine/gully far beneath us as shards of rock peel off under our feet, there was loose rock all
the way down to the gully and it was near impossible not to dislodge it, We couldn'’t find the
last 2 abseil points so we scrambled down the ravine/gully. We fine some chains and abseil
off them | was quite relieved when we got back to the bags and the time 8.30PM which is
fairly late, we legged down the track and we’re sipping beer 20 minutes later. We have some
beers and retire to the tent.

Monday Paul and Darr climb SONGE D’UNE NUIT DE SABBAT D+ while | head off with
Mikey Beag, We get a lift to Guillestre and spend the afternoon climbing some Blocs (giant
boulders). The Blocs are composed of conglomerate rock, the surface is composed of rocks
and pebbles embedded in a more recent lighter rock, a bit like pebble dash, they are just over
10 metres high but they are steep, great craic. We put on clean clothes, have a meal in the
restaurant and proceed to get slaughtered, well | won’t say much after that but let’s just say
the fondue started to fly or the flies were attracted to it...

| wake up looking at blue sky the next morning about 9, still in my clothes the sleeping bag
on the ground next to me. Apparently | took a fit of Stargazing! We begin the task of packing
up, for some cleaning up, the sun gets hotter and we head to Argentiere about 5 to catch
the night train at 9. We reach Paris early next morning, we find a hotel and start sightseeing.

That night we make another snub at French cuisine and go to yet another McDonalds. It's
an early start the next morning as we get the bus to Beauvais and then fly to Dublin, and
yep we went to McDonalds there too.

Well that’s it, what a place, there are other great routes there, the steep 350m line of LA
NOCTURNE TD+ is worth taking a hop off, and there is also the huge 500m sweep of
LAISSEZ BRONZER LES CADAVRES TD, and they’re just the granite cliffs !

No animals were harmed in the making of this production, however two glow worms got very
disorientated.



eroded away by landslides to leave you teetering on scree teetering on wet sand at an angle
of 30 degrees. So after about 2 minutes of nervous butt clenching and an abortive attempt
at a belay stance Darr is across the gap and belaying me off a tree, 15 minutes later we'’re
back at the tent. We get to the shops and meet Paul off the train and have a beer. Just when
you think the world can’t get any smaller, it does, as we bump into Darragh Curran and Keith
Cuss from Dublin as we head the next day to Argentiére and a crag near the town. The local
primary school kids turn up for their PE lessons in climbing, then they start tearing up f6a’s
and we start feeling useless, | explain to one of them that we’re not ‘anglaise’. We climb till
9PM satisfied we go for beer. We get a lift home with a speed demon; the engine is red
lining as he manoeuvres his car around the bends going uphilll! We discover that Darr is
afraid of the dark when Paul and | run away from him.

Paul stayed in bed the next morning while Darr and | did the classic Cascades Blues D+, this
route of 6 pitches combines largely slabby climbing on small holds which has the added
bonus of crossing two waterfalls, the more hesitant you are crossing the waterfalls the
wetter you get, but that was fine as the air temp was about 26 degrees. Paul goes climbing
with Mikey Mor [one of the English lads from the campsite]. The weather craps out and we
get two days of rain consequently we make friends with Davit the bar man! Davit gives us a
free round of drinks, we buy him one, an ever spiralling vicious circle. Saturday morning |
stay in bed the next morning, while Darr, Paul, Darragh Curran and Keith spend the morning
trying to rig a Tyrolean traverse across the river. Darr C takes the first leap on this finely
tensioned and painstakingly rigged set up, He’s left floundering about 2 inches from the water
as the whole thing sags in the middle. Never use a dynamic rope for Tyrolean
traverses.

Sunday we hitch to Briangon, we get into the car and I'm glad I'm sitting behind the driver,
this road is a RACE TRACK, We eat in McDonalds, explore the Salettes Fort, get run out of
said tourist attraction and wind up eating pizza in a doorway as the rain starts pelting again.
Monday is sunny so Darr and | flake up the long but moderate classic the PALAVAR LES
FLOTS D, at 400 Metres long it runs into 14 pitches rather than the advertised 10. The route
consists of moderate slab climbing up a long tongue of rock, which after 4 pitches you start
jogging up as you get used to the friction. We topped out after 5 hours to a great view on a
great day, the only thing is you’ve 300 metres of abseiling in 6 change overs till you get down,
the abseils take nearly an hour and a half, We get used to the procedures involved in long
abseils. That night we meet some guys from Hull University, among them is Mikey Beag who
is a good humoured grit man, they are just across the campsite from us, we leave promising
to do some climbing.

The next morning Darr and | tackle A TIRE D’AILES FROIDES TD, this goes up the slabs
just left of Snoopy. The climb turns out fine about 8 pitches of clean slab climbing, We avoid
the ‘Gully of Death’ and abseil off. Wednesday arrives and it gets hotter, we’ve had a day and
a half of rain in as many weeks, it’s still cold at night. Darr sets up a raging fire and has burnt
all the firewood by 10.30PM, Darr likes fire, stops him thinking he’s in a big scary forest! The
next day | head off with Paul to do TWO HOT MEN on the side of the Drey. The route is about
6 pitches of D but we walk down the path after 4 pitches, in the evening light | bleed and
sweat my way up the immaculate 40 metre pitch of LEmpire des Polyptyques f6a, what a
route, balancing on crystals and tugging on side pulls | reach the top exhausted, we drink
loads of beer that night. Darr has been busy climbing with Mikey Beag, Darr has dogged his
way up his first f7a, what a hero! Walking home with the lads, we marvel at all the
glow-worms lining the ditch, not content Paul picks one up and tries getting it to mate with
another, he is unsuccessful. As they both turn out to be male.



THE FELLOWSHIP OF THE FORCE TEN Barry Watts

The MCI’s Alpine Meet is on in Ailefroide France from July the 8th to the 23rd, it will be a
chance to meet up with other MCI climbers and walkers in a well known yet remote area of
the Alps. More information on Instructional Courses and registration is available on
www.mountaineering.ie. To whet your appetite here’s an article from a trip in June 2001:

Bu !l instinctively lashed out at the bee that was disturbing my sleep-
in, however the offending little bastard made a sharp getaway. | heard Darragh moving and
decided to get up, it was Friday morning and here We were sleeping in a field just outside
Argentiere La Besee, We had woken up to all the accompaniments of a French summer, sun,
blue skies and insects. We had gotten off the late train the previous night about 11 O’Clock,
We were stranded by the lack of traffic to hitch a lift up to Ailefroide so we slept in a field.
The Alpine climbing season was just starting up so there wasn’t much traffic on the roads
and horror of horror’'s when we reached Ailefroide all the shops [2] were still closed from the
previous season so incidentally was the camp site but that didn’t stop us. We pitch our
faithful green force ten and went back to the Super-marche in Vallouise where we bought a
pile of food. That night it RAINED in fact it RAINED for 2 days, not a great start!
This was the big trip, Darr and myself had decided in the depths of the ‘agrarian apocalypse’
(foot and mouth outbreak) in April to go for a sport-climbing trip in June. Ryanair obliged us
with flights to Paris for £50 [63.49 EUR], but where to go? Why not Ailefroide was my
answer? | had been to Ailefroide the summer before at the Mountaineering Council of
Ireland’s annual Alpine Meet, and notwithstanding nearly getting benighted, the flooding and
the mass food poisoning it was great craic. Ailefroide is the business, the cat’s pyjamas, it's
a seasonal hamlet nestled in the heart of the Ecrins Massif in South Eastern France, it's a
very laid back destination with 2 shops, 3 camp sites, 3 gear shops and 2 pubs. Ailefroide
has escaped the worst effects of modernisation, pollution and mass tourism, for the climber
the valley walls over looking the village are large granite cliffs with 50 odd well equipped rock
climbs up to 500 Metres long, lower down there are a dozen or so single pitch crags inter-
spersed with boulder fields oh and lest we forget it's surrounded by high mountains. The
guides began equipping routes in the early nineties and the place has taken off since,
Ailefroide is only one corner of the Ecrins, there are many more cliffs in the valleys to the
South.

The weather had improved on Monday but things were still damp so Darr and | went for a
walk up to the Pelvoux hut [2800 m], it took us about 2 hours and the area around the hut
was covered in snow. The friendly Marmot was still there and hungrier than ever. Darr
wasn’t being careful with his peanuts and raisins mix when he put them back in his pocket |
full view of the creature, the Marmot wanted more so he started nibbling at Darr’s crotch and
chasing him. Darr got the idea and ran away. We slid our way back through the snowdrifts
to the footpath. The next day we started climbing. | hadn’t been climbing for weeks so when
We tackled Snoopy TD for 10 pitches so | felt the worse for wear, it's a fantastic rote which
has 2 moves of féb+ and the rest going at under 5+, after the crux pitch the 3 best pitches
follow sustained HVS cracks and corners but with bolts to cover the moves. Darragh led most
of it while | seconded and sweated under the weight of the day sack. We topped out about
6PM and rushed away as we had to reach the shops in Vallouise before 7.30PM. We
crossed the “Gully of Death” to save time, this is something I've discovered about multi pitch
climbs in France, the climbs are safe the walking ‘descents’ are scary! Seriously you can
either abseil off in 5-6 rope lengths or you can walk down the path, to walk down you have
to cross a ravine/ gully that plunges for 30 Metres into a stream. Obviously the path has been
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