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IMPORTANT NOTICE
SUBSCRIPTIONS
Members are no doubt aware that the 20002001 annval subscriptions are now as follows:

£55.00
00

Joi
Single: £30,
Hardship/Student: £22.

Subscription_includes public liabilty insurance through M.C.J. Membership and is valid from
1 Oct each year (o from the date of joining) until September 30 the following year.
Subscriptions ar now overduc and should be senl (0 the Treasurer.

“This issue of the Newsletter contains the up 1o date Jist of members’ names and addresses. If
your name is not on the list then your subscription is long overdue and this s the last
Newsletter you will receive.,

WSLETTER SPRING 2001
THE FOOT AND MOUTH DISASTER

No one necds reminding that the measures taken by the Government to protect the couniry
against Foot & Mouth Disease (FMD) have effectively prevented all climbers and hillwalkers
from pursuing their chosen past-time. At the time of writing (Easter) we are all keeping our
fingers crossed that some of the current restrictions will soon be relaxed if no further case of
FMD emerges.

From the IMC’s perspective the only decent location sill open is Dalkey Quarry. Thank God for
that much at least. Looking across the water, the situation seems better. There, it appears. quite
number of climbing areas are beginning to open up again. Undoubtedly his s due 10 the fact
that agriculture accounts for a much smaller proportion of GDP than in Ireland and the
authorities are therefore more willing (0 facilitate tourist and recreational activities.

1 the blanket ban style restrictions look Jikely to remain in force then surely it will be time for
the mountaineering and hill-walking interests to pul the case for selective opening up o
facilities and locations. Lets hope that active lobbying won't be necessary but certainly the
collective thoughts of those at the helm of the MCT should now be looking closely and what
could be done and preparing 3 case {0 be put 1o the Government if needed. Those planning trips
abroad this year, o the Alps and elsewhere, are alread beginning to worry thattheir level of
fitness will be far short of what is needed.

Neadless (0 repeat here, all IMC outdoor meets have been cancelled until further notice. Th
operation of the mountaineering community with the estrictions scems to have heen total and
this must auger well for future close co-operation with farming and Jand-owning interests.




ODUCTION TO ROCK CLIMB]

Menbers will be well avar by sow that Chu is ot holding the sl Inoducton to Rock
Climbing for new members of the Club this year. The reasons will be well known 10 readers of
previous Newsletters. In summary, major concems had emerged about the way the programme
was being run and in particular the lexel of skill of the instructors and also the ratio of beginners
to instructors. A disaster waiting to happen it seemed.

Following the deliberations of a special sub-committee and a healthy level of debate on the issue

members generally it seems that consensus s emerging on a number of specific actions
the Club could take before resumin the Introduction (something most people feel should not be
abandoned totally). No doub the current debate in the Club will continue wel into the future but
s things stand at present the following action points are worth bringing to members'attention

Better training for members instructing: Calvin Torrans, mountain guide, has been engaged
to provide a training programme for expericnced members of the Club. The programme will
ke place in Dalkey in May and the i i to bring the members paricipating up to the RCLL
level. Members undertaking the programme will cost which will be significantly lower
than otherwise due 10 the expected level of experience of those participating. Sean Barett,
Chairman of the Council of Management, and Martina Walsh, Chairwoman of the Special Sub-
committce will organise and choose the participants. If you are interested in this or future
programmes, contact Sean or Martina

Better organisation: before the next Introduction is held there will be a review of the way it has
been organised with a view 1o putting it on & more formal and properly thought out basis. A
syllabus, lst of recommended routes, a record of routes completed, the ratio of instructors (o
beginners etc ete will all come in for scrutiny. This is not an immediate concern as it will be
2002 before the next Itroduction. The expertise of people experienced in organising courses
elsewhere will be sough for this purpose.

Better information for participants: a brochure for new members is being prepared. As well
as giving information about the Club the aim of the brochure will b to alert new members o the
hazards of the sport and point them in the right dircction for getting new useful information. It
will also contain information on insurance.

“The debate on this important topic is far from over and we can look forward to its being aired
fully at the next AGM. Hopefully we can also look forward to re-establishing wha is 2 very
important tradition in the Club and. it has o be said, a very important service o the whole
climbing community. In the meantime the Council and the Sub-Committee would welcome
input from members. Contact Sean or Martina o, if you prefer, email your views o them at
sean barrel @ma i

‘Advanced Alpine Training

‘Well,if the Itroduction to Rock Climbing is not an option, the MC has announced a ne:
initiative this Summer. Six young (ageism?) Irish alpinists who have at least one season behind
them will receive six days training with mountain guides as a safe initiation into the harder

routes,. Participants pay one quarter of the cost. Unfortunately there are no details of where or to
whom to apply. Contact the MCT office if you're interested.




Formes du Chaos (Fergal, Brian, Martina)

“The following description follows the thoughts of three individuals who set out to climb some
frozen waterfalls in a place called Celliac, which is 4 delightful valley about one hour south of
Briancon in the French Alps on 20 February last.

Fergal:

Tom & 1 descended into Celliac at around 5:30pm delighted to have completed “Holiday on Ice”
without the id of the excessive bad language that had accompanied the climbing carler in the
week.

Seeing that our heroes had not retumed we left an explanatory note fashioned of twigs and
branches on a snow embankment beside the car, which read something, like “gone pub”
Meeting up with Hugh (who had spent the day skiing) in the local bar we pondered life,
climbing and the relationship between beer and olives for a couple of hours until darkness fell
and our companion’s absence became more pressing (Martina had the keys and we were getting
hungry)

Wrestling ourselves from the barstoals was further complicated by a young barmaid who found
her way to issuing us with bieres gratuites. Grrrr! "Where were they?!” By the time we got
back to the car it was after eight o’clock with no sign of the errant pair. Being the youngest and
therefore the one most recently qualified with leaving certificate French (only 13 years ago), I
(0 the nearest house which by chance was oecupied by a guardian for a group of

faniliar with the area. Explaining the situation with broken French and fluent
felicopir-like gesticulations, I got him to contact mountain rescue who usefuly explined that
starting a 300m ice route, which was rapidly going out of condition, at midday, wasn't a great
idea, and that they weren't really surprised that the pair were missing.

The guardian, also suitably unimpressed with the ambitions of the duo considering the
conditions was curious as o whether we had encountered any others out climbing. 1 was about
o confirm that we had met a couple of other parties during the day when it dawned on me that
the other parties consisted of other Irish who were happy to have a go at the rapidly decaying
climbing matter. (Fortunately, my French at this stage didn’t allow me to communicate this).

Mountain rescue on the way, | prised myself away from the guardizn (who was developing an
increasingly schoolmaster-like demeanour) to go and check for progress with Tom @t the car. On

oaching, a ringing Galwegian bellow informed me that the pair were safe. The rescue was
called off with much hiberno-french relef.

T'had, T must admit, had the mountain rescue on stand-by once before. One of our first Alpine
routes (Le Petit Dens de Vesini in Arolla) took us 18.5 hours instead of the 7 hours predicted
end we arived back at 11:30PM. Rescue had been called. This embarrassment was never (o
happen again. Fergal and Tom however had not been informed of this and come Spm Fergal
s imparing nformaton t 1 n  phane who wss sking enbirrsin questons pscd
10 him from a rescue cente in Briancon ~ “What route were they clint mn... 1
think they may have been heading for something called Chaos™, “Did hey elise it was ot of

‘Well no, but sure there were lots of Iish climbers?” “What time did they leave™
" “Where they experienced ice climbers?” “Three days
“Did they have torches” T don’t think so...” “Did they have a guide?" They're
from the IMC...” (*See above for true account)




Brian Rowe on Formes Du Chaos (photo Martina Walsh

1 was singing “Spancil Hill" or at least the two verses that I knew. It was echoing around the
cave in a most spirit lfting way. 1 was, however, in competition with the waterfall that plunged
down the cliff and was swallowed up in a huge gaping hole between rock and ice. The 15m

only a few metres of ice remaining at the side of the waterfall. The right hand side was
incomprehensibly steep. It was said that you could judge the conditions of the route by the size
of the hole in the ice at this point.  The size of the bole today read “Poor” loud and clear.

Martina arrived over the bulge and stumbled into my cave “what the xxx?x are we doing
climbing an unfrozen waterfall? This is crazy? * The pitch, a full runout, had been dramatic. It
started with a chaotic curain of ice chandeliers 15 metres high. Obviously steep, there were
more excitements 1o come, as a diagonal traverse was required dircctly above another gapping
ice hole on lumpy vertical ice. Above this was a chimney and a second committing move out
‘onto the face before moving up through easier ground (o the cave.

So, we're in this cave beside a raging waterfall having climbed one of the scariest pitches we've
encountered and our notes tell us there s no going back. Its a serious place we now find
ourselves, resembling litle the picturesque and friendly environment of the climbs we had



completed two days before only 200 metres 1o our right. These had been made up of relatively
short sections of grade 3 ice steps followed by Jong sections of ice gully. Views out across the
ski slopes and mountains were framed by pine trees that reached up into blue skies. Company
was jovial and all was welll We were expecting a similar expericnce ~a lte longer...yes, ~&
little harder...yes, — however, this was a harsher world of blank rock walls, cold ice and roaring.
water and dusk was drawing in.

“The next pitch was less teep but just s scary forall the wrong reasons. The two to thice metes
of ice Ief for us to climb gave few options. Where th rock it was solid but bubbled in
large Jumpy overhangs. Hard technical climbing. The Tt of s esistance and th ot
abviously taken by previous paries took the line beside the falliself.

Moving up I realised that the ice was only one or two inches thick and the water could be clearly
seen gushing down the other side. We were climbing on lumpy glass. With slinged ice pillars
and numerous ice serews I riddled my left side with protection.  Delicately 1 tiptoed on the edge
of oblivion with every expectation that my world was about 10 collapse. A full fifty-meuse run
100k me 10 a few old rusting bolts, which 1 backed up with my last ice screw and got setled in
We were both moving slowly, Martina seemed 1o take forever. It was cold and the ropes were
getting stff. From my perch T had a rock tunnelled vision giving me a slice of the world beyond
and it wasn'tlooking so good: gone were the toddlers skiing the baby slopes on the valley floor,
still were the chairlifts that feed the baby slopes, gone were the cars that had filled the car park.
By the time Martina arrived the day had slipped away and we were in darkness. We were not
really sure how much we had left to climb.  Night swimming upstream in a cold river of ice
Lovely.

Night ice climbing or “Glace en nuit’ as we'll call it, is T think, a very under developed and
under appreciated sport. A good head torch as provided by your climbing partner (a5 you
haven't bothered (0 bring your own) and you're away. 1s a good reflective surface and sure it
doesn't really matter where you place your axe in this game as fong as it sticks.

One easy pitch, a full runout in pitch darkness brought us (0 the base of a steep section — This is
not what T wanted o see but 10m of grade 3 gets us to the first tree trunk we've seen all day.
The top! We follow the obvious track to the right expecting to gain the autoroute and an easy
plod within minutes — 40 minutes of stumbling and we get a strange feeling of déja vu. ~ Yes -
we've been here before ~ three pitches up a climb we did 2 days previously. We now have three
options:

1'Climb the next 2 or 3 pitches of this route — 100 hard, 0o tired, o0 dark.

2 Backirack and try and find our path — don’t know the way,

3 Abscil off - this is the obvious choice as we know the ground and there ere good ab points,

S0~ we choose option 277277 And spend another helf hour meandering around sicep wooded
slopes trying to weave a path through cliffs until we eventwally find our route home 10 our
thankful friends. Our second rescue alet s called of.

Martina:

1 was a slow, hesitant start, Unsure of what areas were in condition, we hadn't arived in Celliac
wniil midday and then the only suitable route was in dubious condition. We'd been told to look
at the size of a hole in the ice 2/37ds of the way up the waterfall ~ it was rather large ~ but it
looked as if there might have been a way up on the left hand side. We hummed and
hawed....“Sure we'll go up and have 2 Iook” — we knew tha there was a bolt belay at the top of
the firs pitch - so lowering off was an option...not a very determined start




There was ot patyonthe o group of re o four, o was beng Knocked down by
em - ot o . Bt he s pich was away from e irng e - worh checkin ool OF

we went - the 1* pitch was lovely. 25 metres on solid thick ice on the right of the main

the deseription said thal this was the only “normal® part of the climb ~ how truc that w

“Thunk thunk, Thunk thunk”, as axes and crampons sank deep.

“Move out 10 the middle of the fall” - “Are you crazy?” - At the middle of fall the ice seemed
millimetres thick and the main flow of water gushed down behind it. There was a delicate
traverse 1o the left hand side of the gully. It was beginning 10 get very noisy ~ there was no
chance of hearing the leaders call. 2 togs - Safe, 3 tugs - Climb when ready. A steep vertical
section led 10 an casier snowy area and what & sight... an enormous vertical wall of chandeliers
of blue ice 15 metres high with a huge pool below. The sound of running water was thunderous
atthis stge and 1 was wondering, “Whatth hell am | doing here?” My second thought was “If
we hadn't climbed up here I would never have scen this...” It was amazing!

Our description read that there was no going back now! Oops! o there was nothing for it but
o climb the wall. “Traverse left over the pool of water and climb through two ice chimneys” -
absolutely terrifying. 1f you had fallen at this point ~ you would have been either swimming in
the pool or hanging over it (from an ice screw) with nothing but the rope to climb - Not good! 1
do not remember ever being so petrified.

Standing above the pool on my frontpoints — T was taking out an ice screw when the ice broke
and the serew fell. Forgetting the gaping hole below me I thought - “Oh no! ~ Brian will kill
e i 1 lose is mew black diamond sciew” Looking down | i the scew was doicatly
balanced upon my foot and T managed to pick it up with a crampon point. This incident brought
home how precarious the placement of ice screws is —
and while you fumble with your ice screw your second axe i

dislodged you would be unable to continue and you would be unable 10 return home as Big Sean
McMahon would kill you for losing his axe.

The art of placing and removing ice screws had been a subject of much after dinner debate in
‘our male dominated chalet.

Fumbling with mittens 1 got my axes back on my shaking hands and started up again. The ice
was briule, shatiering when the axe was plunged in. Safer to ook for previous placements or
holes in the ice. 1 arrived at the belay point — blubbering “What the...? How the....? This is
insanc!” Brian grinned - LiL” We were in a large cave on the left of the gully -
the formations were just incred waterfall was spraying through the large hole beside
us. There was a five metre high icicle hanging a few feet away ~ | wondered how long it had
been there.

And off he went again — “Do you want 10 lead this one?” “Are you out of your mind?” 3
metres up ~ “ob eh ~ this is 4 bit watery” ~ diagonal traverse over the hole — “Oh my God —
What if it all comes down - it is only frozen water after all” Up and up he went - out of sight -
up and up and up ~ it was getting really cold. 1 was hopping up and down on my belay to keep
my lunchtime, the day was nearly gone. Finally two tugs on the rope.
“Oh Thank God" - it was really dark now — up and up and up and up another temifying traverse
over huge chasm separating the cliff face from the ice — “the ice is really thin ~ water is really
Toud — it is dark — it is vertical - 1 wish I wasn't here’




1 think T'm coming off. 1 yell “Tight rope”. *Phew’ 1 didn't fall. Rope snageed: I'm pulled
backwards. The shapes of ice overhead were incredible: *] hope they don't fall off". Brian had
carlier knacked off a large lump, which hd shattered the icicle at the last belay point.

Finally, 1 reached the belay. We set off again ~ & full rope length passed quickly — we found
aurslues ot th ase of v anothr wall - s e about 20 meltes pigh. “This hs (© be L
Thankfully it was not (00 Steep ~ but very thin. We had one head torch between us - “1 hope
lads don’t get worried ~ let’s find the track down.” We followed a set of footprints that o
the base of another clff ~ “this can't be it” - neither of us could face climbing enything else.
/Aha — more foolprints — we were wandering through the forcst on very steep ground for some
time unti) we popped out in a gully — “Hang on — this looks familiar” ~ sure enough - the third
pitch of a climb we had lready done “Holiday on Iee” - Doh!

Drsgacd back up he mouan: the ground was s e (bt we i remiined roped up, and

2 into holes as we made our way through knee deep snow. Up and up we climbed
rmuy a path ~ this is the GR54 ~ nd so down we went and down and down uniil finally we
could make out & sofitary car in the car perk and a toreh flashing at us. Aha, the trusty Tom. So
‘much for guidebook time!




OFF THE WALL

- Gerry Moss
Upon the hills the wind is sharp and cold;
e sweet young grasses wither on the w
A we, O Lord. nm wandered from Thy fold;
But evening brings us home.
Darknessgathers, Through he loom o sar
rises 10 guide us. We have wandered far.
Without Thy lamp we know not where we are;
At evening bring us home.
The clouds are round us and the snow-drifis thicken:
O Thou, dear Shepherd, leave us not 10 sicken
e wast night our iards footstps guicken
vening bring us home.

Author unknown. But it could have been an IMC member, on one of our organised walks. If one.
could apply the term organised 1o an IMC walk. Eco-riendly, perhaps, character forming,
definitely. But organised? Hardly. None of your multi-coloured, noisy. obtrusive processions
strecling across the hills on IMC walks: more a case of forlor litle groups, wandering fretfully
hrough the s, ondering wisfully if hey misht ever meet p with he mares ogan. OF
course, you could always tag along with the leader, always providing you can caich up with
him/her. Al of which helps 10 reduce the problems of erosion and promote the sale of map and
compass and the use thercof. Support for the walks has been steady, but unspectacular, the bulk
of those participating coming from the more established members.

Hugh's January tip to Connemara, is a case in point. Always a popular meet, it atracted only
seven members this year, which was a shame, as the weather was ideal for walking. The
Derryclare horseshoe, one of the finest mountain walks in these islands, was one of the routes.
tackled. Perhaps the low level of interest was due to post-Christmas lethargy, or perhaps many

of our newer members are unaware of the attractions of the Bens and the Turks. There are no
finer mountains for developing a sound pair of ‘mountain legs' and & week-end in the West, as
well as being a pleasure in its own right, i always  good preparation for an Alpine holiday. It is
a fact of life, however, in this topsy-turvy world of ours, that, with time and money being readily
available, we now have members who would be more familiar with Nepal than with Nephin
Beg: and some who could tell you more about the Annapuma circuit than they could tell you
about the whereabouts of Art's Lough, and it's a safe bet that there are those who have their
sights set on this year's meet 10 the Bregaglia who never have set foot on the Bens. They dont
know what they are missing.

“The second half of winter has been a good one, with spells of mild weather, ideal for roc
climbing, interspersed with severe cold snaps. Christmas brought the first of these, with snow on
the ills am e i the gules. The Rk joped 3 e daysofbrilant sushin and some of
ou were forwnate enough 1o be in Kerry at the time. Unfortunately bad road
condiions made taveling Gfeut and 3 docison by some o ranfer from thre 0 (e Wen
involved them in an epic two-day journey. Those who based themselves in Letterfrack
expericnced exceptionally low temperatures 100, and a good covering of snow. Nearer (0 home.
the South Prison on Lug provided good ice climbing and Shay, Sean McMahon and Dermot
Dignam were among the first (o put i to the test




Meanwhile, others had travelled fanther aficld. Sile packed her gear and headed down under, (o
the land where everyone knows her name. Not surprisingly, temperatures there fosc (o secord
levels within days of her arrival. Bebhinn, not 1o be outdone, followed shortly afterwards, while
Peter managed to wangle an all expenses paid irip to Oz and New Zealand, 1o less. Our Meets
Sccretary took himself off 10 laly, probably 1o gran the Pope an audience.  spent ten days on
the Costa Blanca, sampling some delectable Spanish Munros, in fine, dry weather. We anrived
‘oack 10 find the cold snap over and mild conditions re-established.

So, with the ice gone, it was back (o the rock. On Jan 6" (that's the feast of the Three Wise
Kings, as I'm sure you all know), Terry, Dermot and T hit Barnbawn for our first fix of the ye:
A wise move, as one might expect from Ireland's answer to the Magi. Dermot was spotted
shirtsleeves al one stage, as the sun showed it's approval of our initiative.

The January meet to Ardmore was another low-key affair with only four travelling: Peter,
Maire, Michelle and yours truly. A spring tide, driven by strong South-¢asterly winds, made for
a high splash zone and difficult conditions at Ardmore on Saturday, o we decided to spend the
day exploring the sca-cliffs at Helvick Head. We put up three routes and, more importantly,
idenified numerous possibiltes for the following day. On Sunday, our file team augmenied
by the addition of Terry and Dermot, and encouraged by much better conditions, we had a field
day. We climbed an additional twelve routes. from V. Diff to HVS, all of them on good rock
with good gear placements. Michelle was rightly chuffed, her first auempt at new routing
resuling in three ascents, each one harder than the previous one and all of them good lines,

In the meantime the cold snap had retumed to Wicklow and, while we were climbing rock in
sunshine at Helvick Head , others were climbing ice in the North Prison. Determined not 1o miss
out & second time, 1 took the Wednesday off and rendezvoused with John Pation at the foot of
the ice-all. t was well worth the effort, a fine day was coupled with the best conditions we hve
had for several years. Martina and Brian skived off on the Thursday and had themselves a field
day. T nd saw IMC members out in force, as the word spread. Peter Britton drove up
from Clonmel to meet up with Terry and 1 at Fenton's, on Saturday morning. We tackled the
North Prison first, then dropped down from the summit into the South Prison, where a poor start
Jed to much better conditions higher up. Over the weekend Kevin, Sean, Shay, Paul, Rosemary,
Fergal, Fiona, Peter, Kevin Hutchinson, Dave, Martina and Brian all put i an appearance. Small
wonder there was hardly any ice left by Sunday night! The purist may trn up his nose at what
the Prisons offer, because the diffcultis are often discontinuous and disjointed, but I think this
n be one of the atirctions of the area, particularly for beginners. The harder or thinner
sections can often be turned on either side and climbers can choose to do as much, or as litle,
frontpointing as they wish. A day spent here, testing your skills, practising placements, honing
your technique, can be of more value than a week in Scotland, being hauled up gullies on  tight
by an over-zealous instructor. Indeed, 1 think the money laid out on a course might be.
better spent on buying the gear, so that one can be ready (o hezd for the Prisons whenever they
come in to condition,

The February meet to Ardmare hified s atenton 1o Heliek Head a we reumed for some
unfinished business. Taking place on the week-cnd after St. Valentine's Day, we were back (©
our usual quota, ith twelve on the meet. This despite the fact that some of ovr more amorous
swains were off on romantic trysts. We had two good days and the total of routes for this arca.
now stands al thirty. Frank and Peter knocked off some fine lines, while Kevin, Karl, Declan
and Penny all broke new ground for the firs time. Sile was up to her usual devilment, nipping in
ahead of Peter to put up a direct finish 1o a climb he had put up on the previous visit. This route
“Peter & The Wolf has already become something of a classic, with several ascents.

=

Frank's Snow Camp on Lug, which had been postponed because of mild weather, was held on
the lust weekend of February. While there wasn't a lot of snow around it was certainly wintry,



with temperatures. well below zero and a keen Northerly wind. Nine members braved the
elements.

In between times, the more diligent have been working away at the wall. A bit of a chore at
times, but it docs pay off and s not only the young eager beavers that are in there jug-pulling
Joss, Bill and Lizm have become regulars, paying a visit every Tucsday. Its really uplifting to
sce thesc guys working out: the brow furrowed in concentrations the eyes narrowed as they size
up the move ahead; the bunched muscles; the sudden lunge and the gasp of triumph as the move.
is safely made. And all of this just getting up the sieps leading to the front entrance. Spare a
thought for the poor bemused attendant as they come tottering through the door - clutching a
ski-stick in one hand, brandishing the frec bus pass in the other - demanding special rates and a
supply of hot milk and digestive biscuits. Ah well, fair play to them, their persistence will pay
off when they return 1o the rock. And when they tire at the wall they can always it on the bench
and admire the action. The lithe athletic figures making the moves: the rippling torsos, the
smooth luid style; the finger locks, the Egyptians, the dynos; all the power and the passion. But
there, that's enough about me, let's get back to business. Our representatives have been doing
very well in the bouldering competitions: Seamus, Dermot, Terry, Conor, et al are up there with
the best of them. The event at Midleton proved 10 be a break-thiough for Terry, with & place in
the top ten, just ahead of Calvin, no less shortly after this poor Calvin broke his wrist on
Maulin: the question is - was this injury accidental or self-inflicted?). Terry claims this
elevation to stardom has not changed him in any way, hes still the same shy, quiet, eamest lad
we all know so well: but rumour has it that he has set up his own web-site, www. Terry/top-
ten/topCalvin/yahoo.com, and what's with this large bundle of signed photos he always has with
him.

February saw several members heading off o France for ice-fall climbing. Karl and Olwyn
Started the ball rolling and were followed by Martina, Fiona, Fergal, Brian and Hugh
Conditions varied from week to week but, by and large, they all did well.

As T write the countryside is in the grip of a severe frost and the people are gripped by
apprehension. The threat of foot and mouth disease has reached out 10 touch everyone: the
children are denied use of the swings and see-saws in the local park; the young are exhorted to
avoid the disco and dancehall the old are deprived of the comforting ritual of Sunday Mass, and
all outdoor activities have been severely curtailed. It is. perhaps, appropriate that the news of
this curtailment broke on Ash Wednesday: the coming weeks will certainly have a Lenten aspect
0 them, as we all face up to the sacrifices required of us. And 0 more 5o than at the minute.
Everywhere the ground is frozen: each litle pool is covered in ice and the hills, silhovetted
against a clear blue sky, are mantled in snow. Probably the best conditions for ten years - and 1
iced o trudging along the beach at Killiney, wending my way past groups of old,
crinkled dears and their old, cranky dogs. The rasp of the shingle beneath my feet sounds
remarkably like the crunch of frozen snow under heavy boots. Salt in the wounds! Of course,
there is always the quarry, which, a the moment, s sill on limits. For some, this will meet all of
their needs, for others, its a case of ‘when all fruit fails, welcome haws .

Or maybe not. With Wales and The Lake District off limits, it i fortuitous that our St. Patrick's
Day meet this year is o the South of France. The blue-grey limestone of Provence beckons. The
souring crags of Sainte Victoire, the pine-clad, sea-kissed cliffs of The Calanques, the beetling
overhangs of Boux. Acres of sun drenched rock,  solution pockets, fingery edges and sloping
Jedges, steep slabs and even steeper walls. Yes, there is someane up there looking out for us, and
maybe i true what they say - God loves a tryer.




E MODERN AIDS

- Barry OFlynn

Htory i o o less bunk.’ So <aid Henry Ford and the philosopher Hegel did not think much of
history either. Hegel expressed the view; "What experience and history teach is this - that nations and
mummn have never leamed anyihing from history. Well, m.

impervious to the lessons of history but the man in the street can p\cl up interesting facts from the study
of the annals.

I the days of my youth there were heated arguments about the use of pitons. The young Tigers were al
in favour but the older. conservative climbers decried the use of such new fangled aids as being
unethical. Over the years 1 have read widely in history and when following up the explots of Alexander
the Great I uncovered some facs that would have boltered the Tigers'stance

Alexander decided to take on Persia and extend his cmpire to the east and in several battles defeated the
Great King, Darius 111. As a result of his failure (0 repel Alexander’s invasion Darius was murdered by
his henchman Bessus, the satrap of Bactria, who declared himself Great King in his place. Bessus was no.
‘more suceessful than Darius in opposing Alexander and he fled to his home teritory of Bactria. Ther
with his allies Spitamentes and Onyartes, he waited 1o give batle. Alexander reached Kandahar in
February 329 BC and two mnths later set out to cross the Hindu Kush in pursuit o Bessus,

To get at Bessus, Alexander had a choice of no less than seven mountain passes. One would expect, and
50 did Bessus, that he would choose the Jowest but Alexander rarely did the obvious. Instead he 100k his
army over the Khawak Pass (11,650 feet) owflanking Bessus who decided to withdraw across the Oxus
fiver (now known as the Amu Darya) and make a stand in Sogdiana in What is now known as
Usbekistan. Here Spitamentes turned on him and handed him over (0 Alexander who had him executed
a5 a regicide!. I Alexander tought that Spiamentes was now his vassel he was barking up the wiong
tree. Spitamentes kept up guerrilla warfure until his death, tying down Alexander’ forces for two years.*
Afier Spitamentes’ death, Alexander stll had to contend with other tough chiefs who defied him from
their mountain fastnesses. Uniil they were subdued, Alexander could not move on.

“The first mountain foriress o be attacked was the Rock of Sogdian, sheer on all sdes and plastered with
snow and jce. This was one of Oxyartes” strongholds and he had sent his family there for safety. The

ock was strongly garrisoned. had provisions for w0 years and was reputed to be impregnable. It was
now the Spring of 327 BC and Alexander could not afford the time to starve it into submission. He was
already 1wo years behind schedule and his men were longing for the homes they had left seven years
before. To save time. son safe conduct if it “The reply was the.
Sogdian equivalent of ‘get knotted" In no uncertain terms they told Alexander what he could o and
added hat he would necd soldirs with wings 1o capture the Rock as no other sor of person could
cause them any anxiety

Alexander could not resist a challenge. He went through the roster and located experienced
climbers amongst his Macedonians. If they did the job he would pay well, twelve talents 1o the

* Flavius Artenus Xenophon, The Campaigns of Alexander 3296

* Peter Green, Alexander of Mace

* Quintus Curtius, History of evander 1 u He gives the height of the Rock as 18,000 feet - an
obvious exaggeration.
Xenophon, 4.19.3



first man 10 gain the summnit, eleven 1o the second and o on down 10 the twelfth who would get
one talent. Thice hundred soldicrs volunicered and they set off under cover of darkness
cquipped_with hempen ropes and iron pegs which they drove into the rock and ice of the
precipice’. This is one for the Guinness book of records - pitons in use over 2,300 years ago.
“Thiny of the intrepid soldiers (Rangers, mighty, mighty, Rangers?) fell t0 their deaths in the
snow drifts far below and their bodies were never recovered. The remainder made it 10 the (0p.
by dawn. They signalled their success to Alexander who sent & messenger o the enemy outposts.
telling them 1o look up and they would see his winged soldiers. The sight so confounded the
garison they surrendered the Rock without  fight.

There is & romantic twist 1o the story. In_the fortress was Oxyartes daughter, Roxane, the
Toveliest woman they had seen in Asia, with the exception of Darius’ wife'. Alexander fell for
her at first sight. The begrudgers said it was a political match because the father-in-law, a former
enemy and the biggest wheel in the distrct, talked the neighbours into submitting to Alexander.
A part of the marriage setilement Onyartes was awarded with the job of satrap of the Hindu

# Xenophon, 4.19.4
© Plutarch of Chaeronea, Life of Alexander 47.4

SHRINKING GLACIERS

- Joss Lynam

An interesting ariicle in the Geographical Magazine chronicles the rapid shrinking of glaciers in
Switzerland and elsewhere. Over half the ice in Alpine glaciers has meled since 1850. The
Morteratsch Glacier in the Bernina Alps, for example, has retreated two and a half kilometres in

Ttis not only the Alps, as a world map in the magazine shows. Spain has lost 14 of its 27
glaciers since 1980, laciers in the Caucasus have lost 0% of their volume in the last centry,
the Pindari Glacier in the Garhwal Himalaya is retreating 135m per year, USA Rocky Mountain
glaciers have declined in number from 150 in 1850 1o fewer than 50 now, and the Upsala
Glacier in Argentina s retreating 60m ennuzlly, accelerating.

' Polar regions are also affected: Aretic sca ice has thinned by 40% in the last 30 years and
the Antarctic Peninsula lost 1714 sq. k. of ice during the season 1998-99.

While as 1 write, the snow in my garden is thinning at about 2cm per day, and I look enviously
atthe forbidden snow-covered Wicklow Hills



HINTS FOR ALPINISTS 3
- Barry OFlynn

These days we tend i0 rush forthe ltest mountaincering books that flow off the presses o the
neglectof the writings o the pioncer climbers. This 1 think s 4 mistake as the i a great deal
of wisdom contained within the covers of heir books. They may be hard to get but a study of
‘Whyinper's Travels Anongst the Great Andes of Ecuador o of Mummery's My Climbs in the
Alps and Caucasus will repay the effort. Nor should we neglect the writing of Leslic Steven,
Geoffrey Wintrop Young. A. W. Moore and our own John Tyndall and C. K. Howard-Bury.
Some of these wrote over a hundred years agobut they are till s fresh as if written today.

Apart from the greats' of yesteryear the lesser know wrilers can also be of use and in some cases
their advice provokes o few chuckles. Having plenty of time for reading 1 have been browsing
through my library and jotied down a fexe quatations. To spare the posthumous blushes of the
authors 1 will not quote chapter and verse.

Do you have trouble route finding in the Alps? You do! That is because you are not sufficiently
observant.
Among their fraternity the guides have signs. .. such as spitting alvways to the right If in
ascending snow the splashes are to the righ, the caravan is still aheads but if found on
she lefs, the caravan has descended. i follows, therefore, that to creae these guide posts,
ane should chew something that gives a dark brown expectoration, such s fiquorice,
prunes or tobacco.

Do you need advice on what climbs to atiempt?
Now the Aiguille du Moine is an ordinary steep climb on granite. It i ot like the
Aiguille Vert, or the Dent du Geans, where one may expect 10 be killed.

Thirty five years ago I climbed the Moine and ] agree with the writer's essessment of its
aifficulty. Had I ead him then T might have hesitated before going on to climb the Geant and the
Vert. In Yes Minister, Sir Humphrey adviscd Jim Hacker thal there were some things it was
better the Mnister did not know. Perhaps the same applies 1o budding Alpinsts.

Do your boots pinch? Are you a maryr to blisters?
Pour whiskey into your sock. This makes the foot, sole, and sock yielding and pliable.
This s a sovereign preventative of sore feet.

1 doubt if any Irish climber would follow this advice. Yes, they will take the whiskey but not in
their socks.

We can laugh, but i years
1o mountainccing eratre? Even a corsory g\m\cc mml\gh our carly ot il yield
examples of unconscious humonr, | st confes hat o reding o of my ou contiutions
Twish I had the power given to Big Brother in Orwell's en he put his foot in it or when
s awed (hinking was expesed h saved f2ce by rcaling e enine print run and issuing a
revised version.




The IMC & Ali-G on GMT in De Wales

- Declan Cunningham

1'd tried a repack but my pile of gear wasn't getting smaller and the boot of my sisier's car
wasn't getting any bigeer unless | ditched the spare tyre s0 it was off to Béibhinn's house before
‘mecting Gerry, Barry, Woody and the others at Dun Laoghaire.

This Welsh trip was Frank's baby and despite the doubtful weather forccast there were thirty
something of s scattered through the queue for the HSS (Hope She Sails) Stena. Surprisingly
the sailing was delayed - NOT- there wasn't any climbing allowed according to the signs at the
docks so the emergency beer option was put into operation. Olwyn even managed (o get the first
pitch (*Where's me jumper') in while we were there.

Boarding time came and we squeezed ourselves into our cars. My ltle Honda was groaning
audibly under the strain but we made it up the ramps all the same. Then we found a nice piece of
carpet 10 call our own and bobbed our merry way 1o Holyhead. The spin to Jesse James
bunkhouse was short but interesting with multiple roundabout farms, tongue-twisting place

s and more traffic cones (albeit clean and orderly ones) than you could shake a_reflective
helicopter hat at

We laid claim 10 a couple of rooms, indulged in a Welsh Chinese (a 1% for me) and there was
plenty of time for cans, coffees, and a wee chat about tomorrow’s prospects before the others
arrived. Things could only get worse so people starting heading for their leabas.

Morning came and with it manky weather, Gerry's dubious enthusiasm and Barry's revelation
thu ALl G was in De Wais, Locwood's Chimney semed the oly plusible wet wether
option 0 off we went in the driving rain. It was back- cgammon of back to bed for
e et of them. The rin s Wi, hgs ance on the way oo again on the way back
up but we were keen and the struggle with our raingear was, by necessity. a short one. The
occupants of the other car (I promised 1 wouldn't mention Brian, Tom, Karl or Olwyn)
obviously fell that turning into paper maché would be silly and headed to The Beacon for a spot
of indoor climbing.

The remaining six splashed and squelched our way to the start of the first pitch  little more than
a scramble but not o be taken too lightly in the wet with only hiking boots on. Then for the crux
which consisted of arse and hip jamming up what was basically an off-widih crack with only a
few good hand holds and enough water 10 have made it tidal,

10s almost a walk to the back of the crack but its so narrow that 1 had to squeeze my way along
pushing my pack in front of me. The next pitch gets you 1o the top of the chimney and out into
the elements once again for the final leg. It would have been straight forward except for the rain
and of course the howling wind constantly trying to pull you off (the rock) and make the climb
into a bleedin’ base jump.

‘While we were gone my car had taken on more water than the Titanic and 1 had to cover the
sponge that was my seat with a bivwy bag before heading 10 some of the local gear shops for &
Spot of shopping. Then it was back to the bunkhouse to hang up the sopping gear and grab a
cuppa.

The Beacon was the next port o call. It well and truly puts the UCD wall to share with endless
combinations of bouldering conundrums to swellyourwristswyth (Sounds Welsh doesn't it2).




You could of course do some tough top roped climbs or take the sharp end of the rape on some
of the excellent lead climbs.

Our bl could't care e how ur we gotup 50 long s they s someting coring down so
we indulged in some of the local fare. After some necessary car-ditc d body gathering it
was off 1o The Heights for some liquid intake perchance 10 become Chemically inconvenienced
T'm sure the Conors can fill you in on the liasing with locals and fictional photography that went
on

Tremadog was Sunday's playground and morning saw a flurry of sandwich making and gear

acking. Gerry and 1 did our best o affect the impetus of the movements of the punciually
incapacitated Béibhinn. The weather wasn't going (o be kind (0 us for long 50 it was time to get
cragging.

he it IMC ooy sbandoned heie cas and beaded Lo he s erag hidden behind the
trees. Our foursome had chosen Poor Man's Peuteroy (I have no ide: pelled correctly)
— graded severe-ish I think. Gerry was leading with Béibhinn and 1 was wl\b Barry hot on the
heckofa couple of local lads.

Tt was my first multi-pitch lead and Gerry was Kind enough 10 feave in the odd bit of gear for
me. The first couple of pitches aren't too hard but fairly wet and with suspect tree roots all over
the shop. The tree belays are great though with the only hassle being rope management. The
weather was trying....but do what 1 couldn’t tell a5 we got some sun and also hailstones which
seems 10 be the norm for myself and Barry on mult-pitch routes. Afier that is an excellent
taverse ending in a step on 10 a knife edged arete. The exposure was fantastic especially with
the wind picking up all the time. Still you have to have a look around and pose for the 0dd photo
and what better place. The Jast pitch runs up a slab with two decent parallel cracks. It got a bit
nervy here but I was enjoying every second and once I'd gathered myself it was a done deal.
Barry followed with Frank and co in hot pursuit in an effort o beat the rain which was now no
Tonger just a possibilty.

‘We retreated 10 the lile coffee shop just before the deluge. Karl was unlucky enough to have a
bit of a slip and even more o because of the barrage of cheeky jokes she was being made the
butt of, It was a wonder she wasn't cracked up and forced to open a can of whoop-ass.

People headed o the Beacon again 1o top off the day and when food-time came round once
more it was off to Pete’s Eats ~ by all accounts a top nosh place...may [ recommend the chip
butties. For those of us who wanted more, the haunt for the evening was the less than ordinary
“Prince Of Wales" with its mad television, forceful pool-players, one eyed barman and free bus
home.

Back at the bunkhouse the chatting continued into the night and then there was a distinct shift to
backgammon (well a form of it at any rate). That same evening herelded the switch to

Gerry Moss Time ~ which resulted in everyone wandering around aimlessly asking each other
the same question. I sill don’t know wha bloddy time it is

Morning grected us with the unexpected sight of fresh snow. Stll, we ventured up the Pen-y-
Pass with the intention of doing the Crib Goch ridge and horseshoe and pick off Snowdon on the.
way. Glib Rock was perhaps a more fitting title considering the conditions. It was wonderful to
see the place like that but the ridge proved a tad icy so we hada’t gone far before calling it aday.
Even the scramble back down was awkwar

There wasn't much to do then but sort our gear and gt (o Holyhead on the off chance that the
sailing would go ahead. A luck would have it a delay was the Worst of the news......depending



on your perspetive. We put the time to good use and did some colouring but only 10 keep
ourselves busy you understand. Rough is one word that euphemistically describes the return
crossing. We all clung onto the carpet like it was the crux of an EI and watched anyone
unseated lurching forward wo stcps, back cight, until they passed them selves out. And all the
while our nostrils were being assailed by the smell of spew — they pipe it in you know.

Despite all that we made and had a damn fine time. No doubt Lianaberis and De Wales will be
secing more of the IMC. Many thanks to Frank for & good"un,

A

2 Byrme

A recent recruit to the Club through the
Introduction to Rock Climbing, Aisling
tragically died last year following & brain
hacmorrhage. One of the many young and
enthusiastic new members, Aisling had
justbegun 1o find her own way in the
sports of rock climbing and
‘mountaineering. To her family and friends
we offer our deep sympathy.

In memory of Aisling, her parenis have
presented (o the Club the rope which she
o prehased sty efor ot iy
death. The Commitiee has decs

Taie the ropeand o dome the pmmm
10 an appropriate charity. Tickets will be
on sale in McDonagh's in May and the
draw will take place in June.

MEETS LIST_SPRING / SUMMER 2001
nor Murray - Meets Secretary

s you know, due 1o the FMD, outdoor activities have been restricted.  Therefore, no
\pnng/\ummcr meets list i available.

Twas looking forward to arranging a meets list, as the enthusiasm was incredible. Almost 10 the
stage where disputes were arising over which event should go ahead. Leading me to believe that
two outings on the same weekend could be possible, without affecting the attendances, as the
‘meets last year averaged up to fifteen. Imagine having a choice of club meets to attend! Will I
head off to Connemara with Gerry or Fairhead with Frank? Maybe some new routes in
‘Waterford or a day 10 Irelands eye? Rumours of a trip to Dursey Island or maybe to Ailladic?

“The club is vibrant. The club has surplus energy. People who haven't run meets for years have.
offercd their time. Members seem to want to be involved but without club meets what will we
do with all this enthusiasm? The whispers in the quarry vary from cheap fights to southern
Europe to a day out at Bullock Harbour!

The main thing is 10 keep in touch.  As climbing areas are opened we will keep you informed

and as soon as the all clear is given, a meets Jist will be posted on the IMC website. In the

peantime, s p o the guary. i the s nd dream ofopenspaces and ol ich e
PR e




HIGH ON A CLIFF THE RADIO CRACKLED AND A CLIMBER'S
TRIUMPH TURNED TO TRAGEDY

~Article from Sunday Observer, Jason Burke., chief reparter, AUgust 27, 2000

Britain's most brilliant young climber spoke for the first time yesterday about the reatest ascent
of his carcer - and of his father who fell to ile waiching it Ben Bransby, 20, from
Cirencester in Gloucestershire. described how, just over three weeks ago, he heard the news of
the ragedy while resting on a ledge 2,000t from the ground. He had completed the firs ascent
of The Thumbnail - a 4.500ft sheer spike of rock above a remote ford in Greenland. His father,
Matthew, had watched the ascent through binoculars from the sumimit of another peck, but was
Killed while descending to congratulate the team.

‘I was lying in the tent when we heard,' Bransby said. T just thought that there were 50 many
things still (0 do together. We all had a bit of  cry. Then we went on (o automatic 1o get
ourselves off the mountain and to safety." The team had been climbing for five days and sill had
a difficult descent ahead of them. For nearly a week they had been living in a vertical world,
slecping on ledges o in miniature tents slung from the bare granite. Though danger had been

with them throughout the climb, no one dreamed of the tragedy (o come. 'We thought about
scidene of coue. s5id 27-year 010 Garet aney, anothes climber i the eam. But e thought
it would be us, not our support team.”

Bransby remembered how, after hours spent clinging to tiny ledges, wedging themselves into
overhanging cracks and delicately padding across bare slabs, the team finally reached the top.

y one the four pulled themselves up the final 150ft rope length and on to the kife-edge
summi. Bransby, the youngest of the team, described standing up and waving his arms in the
air. Across the fjord, on top of another, easier mountain, his father and a friend had been
watching the ascent through binoculars.

Twice daily radio calls had kept them informed of developments on the climb. Now he could see
the tiny figure of his son on top of one of the most audacious climbs in the world. T stood and
waved and the others told Dad on the radio that it was me, Bransby said last week

We were mnning sround ke o sid Pany. 1t was an amaring cimb - finasic,
unbelievably enjoyable.’ The moment was the culmination of 18 months of planning and hard
work, Even reschngthe base of the crg wis nt ¢y, The feam ook a helicopte and 1hn a
fishing trawler to their base camp. Then a small inflatable dinghy was used get to the base of the
cliff. At one point during the climb a huge flake of rock came loose in the hands of the leader of
the expedition, 31-year-old Tan Pamell. Unable to climb around it safely, Parell pulled it off
and sent it crashing to the ford 2.000ft below.

The hardest sections were left to Bransby, # former British junior champion known for
completing some of the most technically challenging ascents in Britain. Bransby was modest
about his achievements last week. It was fairly safe... not 100 hard,” he said. The other team
members are less phlegmatic. It was amazing,”said Pamell. Conditions were tough. The team
had to haul 1701b bags of equipment and supplies with them and rations were thin. When water
ran out they were lucky to find a paich of snow to meli. At one point they ended up gambling for
their few remaining chocolates. But Bransby was happy, and so was bis father. The S4-year-old
engineer’s diary - which his son has been reading since recurning to the UK - reveals that he was
having the best holiday he could remember.

The two had spent many holidays climbing together. It was part of fu Mathew
Bransby's widow, Jean, wes a climber and is still a keen fell walker, The son had learnt to walk
while his father climbed bove him on chiffs in Britain and was taken up bis first routes -




including a 4501 el n Snowdonia -t the age of fv. By 11, Bramsby was succssllly
completing ‘extreme’ grade rockelimbs. "We did a Jot of great suff together. He taught me (o

eful, 10 be aware of the risks.’ Bransby said. ‘T was looking forward 1o doing & few casier
embs] it bim i the da after fnshing ourroue

It wasnt o be. Hours after proudly watching his son on the summit of The Thumbnail, Matthew
Bransby and his climbing partner, an old friend called Sandy Ogilvie, started the descent from
their vantage point high on the other side of the fjord. The pair started to abscil down, but after
only one rope length things went terribly wrong. They had hooked the rope over a seemingly
secure spike of rock and Ogilvic had slid down it safely. But when Bransby's turn came the cord
slipped off its anchor. Ogilvie heard a shout and watched as his friend plumicied 1,000t

“The team on The Thumbnail had descended from the summit (o spent the night on a ledge in the
‘middle of the face. In the moming Ogilvie radioed them and broke the news. Mattbew Bransby's
funcral was last Thursday. Ben consoles himself with the thought that his father died doing what
he loved. "We were having a brillint time, and he would have hated our achicvement 1o
have been overshadowed. Of course, now | wish we'd never gone. Bul you can't know, can you?

For all the members of the team, the climbing will go on - they say it is what Mathew Bransby
would have wa Bransby was yesterday watching the weather forecast for Bank
Holiday Monday. The other members of the team are already planning more ascents

Not everyone can understand it said Parry last week. “The enjoyment you can get is
indescribable. You can never imagine life without climbing. Whatever would you do with
yourself instead?

THE HUT
Despite the FMD restrictions (or maybe because of them?) Ennie Brace, the “new" Hut Warden
has been extrermely busy undertaking many improvement works in the Hut. Damage (0 the
electrics, the showers and toilets as well as water penetration had all combined to make the Hut
‘unpleasant place (0 stay. This already poor statc of affairs was made worse when some
small but very destructive four legged animals decided to take up residence - forcing the
destruction of all of the bedding. soft fumishing and the crockery. Overall a pretty miserable
situation. Anyway. thanks to Emie and those who assisted him (including Peter Coakley - the
old" Hut Warden), things are looking up and hopefully the Hut will be back to something
approaching normality soon.

CCONGRATULATIONS....
To our esteemed President Paul Keogh and Rosemary Commons who are planning to tie 2

Figure of Eight, or is it a half itch...no, i  different kind of knot, its most definitely a Full
Hitch. 1 mean...what else would you do now that with FMD is keeping everyone off the hills.

T NEWSLETTER
Aticles were a bt thin on the ground this time round but there is plenty of time ‘twixt now and
Jun 10 put pen 0 paper. New contributorsespecilly welcome. Dito forarticles with photos

ear reviews, places to stay. Don't be
shy and don't always wait for someone clse t0 o the work...




IMC COMMITTEE 2000/2001

Club President Paul Keogh 295 5418 (H)
Chairman Sean Barrett 8360602 (H) 803 2095 (W)
Hon Secretary Seamus Fitzpatrick 278 4426 (H) 676 0366 (W)
20 Obelisk Walk
Blackrock
Hon Treasurer Sé O'Hanlon 8379524 (H) 836 8888(W)
61 Hillcrest Park
Dublin 11
Hut Warden Ernie Brace 087 9900474
Meets Sec Conor Murray 280 1539(H) 280 0273 (W)
Librarian Barry Browne 4902889 (H) 087 9898960
Publicity Officer  Kevin Byme 4934316 (H) 6133337 (W)
Committee Olwyn James 8961082 (H) 0868034423
Committee Carl Raftery 6603579 (H) 086 6090205
Committee Niamh McGreen 4904916 (H) 402 2530 (W)
E-MAIL ADDRESSES: (use work addresses with discretion)
Paul Keogh paulkeogh @aofree.indiqo.ie
Sean Barrett: sbarrett@mater.ie
Seamus Fitzpatrick seamus fitzpatrick @isocor.com
S6 O'Hanlon: presid@qofree.indigo.ie
Conor Murray murrayconor@hotmail.com
Barry Browne barrabus @hotmail.com
Kevin Byme kevin ie net
Niamh McGreen niamh.megreen@digifone.com
Olwyn James olwynjames @yahoo.com
Carl Raftery carlmefly @yahoo.com
HUT FEES

Mermbers £2.50 per night
Guests (incl. MCI) £3.50 per night




