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NEWS, INFO, HASSLE, GOSSIP, LIBEL, HUMOUR,

Kangla Tarbo 1. As we go to press the news has just come in of the first ascent of Kangla

Tarbo. Only the briefest details have come in Three summited on Sat Sh Sept. - Hugh Reynolds,
Brian Geraghty and Colm Owens. All six are reported safe and well. Well Done Lads.

Welcome to the Autumn Newsletter. Featuring contributions from many members that are well
written, informative and worth reading. A reflection on the healthy state of the Club It’s
especially good to see new members putting pen to paper (on fingers to keyboard as handwritten
articles are distinctly unwelcome!),

Gerry Moss has by now established his “Off the Wall” contribution, casting a cold and observant
eye over the comings and goings of the Club and particularly the Meets. Gerry has also penned a
thought provoking article on the annual Introduction to Rock-climbing for new members
(mustn’t call it the Beginners Course). Food for thought here,

Two contributions on the Ailfroide exploits of members make interesting reading as do the
articles on South America from Fiona Deering and Alan Pope. Austria, New Zealand and Fair
Head are also featured. Spoilt for choice yiz are!

Meets: Better not say much here for fear of being quoted in that august journal Irish Mountain
Log. The latest Log makes a tongue in cheek recommendation to the IMC that Meets leaders
should attend a navigation course to ensure that our meets take place at the intended venue It’s
good to know that we are providing amusement to readers of the Log. The Log certainly
provides amusement for us with its competition closing date set for the day before the Log
arrives! Anyhow. .in a whisper. _the Meets have all been well supported and nobody got lost in
the hills at least — see Gerry’s article for the full story. Looking ahead there’s a full programme
of Indoor and Outdoor meets for the Autumn / Winter period.

The inclusion of visiting lecturers is very welcome and members will no doubt show their
appreciation by arriving in numbers and on time. We certainly appreciate the time and trouble
taken by the guest lecturers for the Club. |

Membership List: Those of you who did not get the last Newsletter will not have been amused
by the gremlins who left quite a number of paid-up members off the address list. Apologies from
the Committee to all concerned. A revised address list is included in this issue.

E-mail Addresses: In common with just about every other facet of life, clectronic
communications is becoming more and more important for the Club. So make sure that you visit
the web site and that you are on the e-mail distribution list

Gear Sale: A gear sale will be held immediately prior to the AGM. A subtle device for getting a
quorum so that the meeting can start on time! Dust down that alpenstock and that Whillans

harness. Speaking of which

Harnesses: The club still has a number of harnesses since the Beginners Course (ooops
Introduction to Rock Climbing). Good value at only £38. Contact Martina Walsh,

Found: Medium size, red Patagonia fleece, in McDonagh's Thursday 7" September. Phone
Conor Murray on 2801539, Also found: Pair of rock boots and a sweat shirt in the Quarry. Phone
Mike Scott 8312182,



SUBSCRIPTIONS

Members are no doubt aware that the Club has increased the annual subscriptions as
follows:

Joint: £53.00
Single: £30.00
Hardship/Student: £22.50

; Subscription_ includes public liability insurance through M.C.I. Membership and is vahd
! from 1" October each year (or from the date of joining) until September 30™ the following
year. Accordingly subscriptions are now due and should be sent to

William Flynn, 19 Heytesbury 5t., Dublin 8. E-mail: wilymn@iceorg Phone: 4540392

NOTICE OF AGM

Under the constitution of the Club the AGM must be held in October or November each year.
This year the AGM will be held on 23™ November 2000 at the Church Inn — or whatever other
venue 18 notified to members beforehand. Notice of motions to be considered by the AGM must
be received by the Club Secretary at least 14 days in advance of the meeting, Any two members
of the Club may put forward a motion for consideration,

Likely Agenda
1. Minutes of last year’s AGM and EGM. (Published in Autumn 1999 and Summer 2000
Newsletters, copies will also be available from Secretary at AGM)
Secretary’s Report.
Treasurer's Report,
Meet Secretary’s Report.
Librarian’s Report,
Publicity Officer’s Report.
Hut Warden’s Report.
President’s Valedictory Address.
Chairperson’'s Report,
- Motions,
Election of President.
- Election of Council of Management. Chairperson, Secretary, Treasurer, Meet Secretary,
Libranan, Publicity Officer, Hut Warden, Hut Warden and Ordinary Members.
. Election of Auditors.
. Election of Archivist
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OFF THE WALL

Gerry Moss

Dead heat and windless air, and silence over all;
Never a leaf astir, but the ripe apples fall;
Plums are purple-red, pears amber and brown;
Thud! In the garden-bed ripe apples fall down.

Fair enough. As long as it's only the apples. So, its farewell to the dog days of summer - autumn
ts well and truly upon us and the long evenings are fading fast. There is an invigorating nip in the
carly morning air {for those of us who are out of bed!) and a sense of urgency about those
climbing in the quarry of an evening. By and large the summer has been good to us, particularly
where the meets were concerned. There were times when, listening to the weather forecasts, it
hardly seemed worth while getting out of the bed but, fortunately, things often turned out
differently. We have been lucky in other ways too. This year's hatch of beginners included some
really enthusiastic and spirited newcomers, for whom it was a case of "have boots, will travel",
providing welcome support for the meets. Hats off, then, to Olwyn, Carl, Bebhinn, Colette,
Kevin, Dave and all those who joined us in our peregrinations, They were actively encouraged
and supported by Conor, Peter and Niamh and, of course, the inimitable Sile, she of the silken
tongue, now established as the Club's undisputed Top Cat, folowing a plethora of hair-raising
exploits. But perhaps Top Cat is inappropriate - Top Bat might be nearer the mark, given that.
A/ she has a penchant for indulping in short erratic flights,

B/ she 1s frequently seen hanging upside down from the rocks and

C/ she has a strong weakness for climbing in the dark.

Rumour has it she 15 about to sign a lucrative sponsorship deal with the makers of Duracel
hatteries.

1 think it would be fair to say that the bulk of support for the meets came from the classes of 99
and 00, This influx of young active people has been a very welcome development. In recent
years we have seen a significant lowering of the overall age profile of club members, a healthy
trend and one that augurs well for the future of the club. It has been heartening too to see so
many of these newcomers willing to tackle routes on the sharp end of the rope and not just in the
quarry either. [ have seen or heard of worthwhile leads at Glendaloch, the Mournes, Gogarth,
Barnbawn, and, best of all, Fair Head.

Sean's evening meet to Hollywood was well supported and blessed by lovely summer sunshine.
This west-facing crag is an ideal venue for a June evening: it held the sunshine until late in the
day and there was only time for a quick visit to Tutty's to round oft the night.

Fergal's weekend meet to the Mournes proved very popular, particularly with the newer
members and there was a high level of activity. Lots of routes ticked on Lower Cove, Upper
Cove and even small queues on FM. Apart from the core group of overnighters there were day-
trippers on both days.

Early July saw the first of IMC members heading for the Alps. Conor O'Connor, Nicky, et al met
with much the same fate as the rest of us, very mixed conditions. After a promising start in
Chamonix deteriorating weather forced them to move on. They eventually settled in Val Masino,
above the village of San Martino in the Bregaglia and sampled some airy climbing on the huge
granite slabs that are a notable feature of the area. Bill and Stephen Hannon also visited
Chamonix and managed to squeeze in some routes despite spells of bad weather. Terry, Hugh,
Peter and | headed for Switzerland initially but, having been rained off our first route and with
the promise of a week more of the same, we upped slakes and cleared out. We spent the next ten



days climbing in the south of France, on the edge of the Provence region, visiting a variety of
crags Eventually, after several abortive attempts, we returned to Switzerland and spent the
remainder of our holiday climbing in the Grimse] Pass area. But the bulk of our members went to
Ailfroide in the Ecrins, a report (and a slide show) on their activities 15 awaited with interest In
early August Paul and Rosemary headed off for Grindelwald, in the Bernese Oberland and,
hopefully, may have been lucky enough to find good conditions on the high summits.

The IMC Himalayan Expedition 2000 left Dublin on schedule let's hope Paddy and the boys
are successful and come home safely

The day-trip to Ireland's Eye attracted a good turn out (some for the climbing, some for the
duty-free). The resident gulls greeted everyone in traditional fashion and several climbers came
away smelling, not so much of roses, but of Eau de Fulmar, Ireland's Eye style.

We had eight members on the Fair Head meet and here again it was a case of fortune favours
the brave, as a poor forecast translated into brilliant weather. Terry and I had the added bonus of
a marvellous day's climbing at Pigeon, in the Mournes, prior to the main event. For most of the
others it was a first time to visit Fair Head: the Head impressed them - they impressed me. They
may have been gob-smacked by the size and extent of the chiffs, but they certainly weren't
overawed, they took to the basalt like ducks to water. On the distaft side Sile and Niamh led
some of the classic Very Severes, while Bebhinn, as usual, was game to give any route a go. Nor
were the Jads backwards about coming forward. Peter, Tom and Kevin each notched up fine
leads and the good news 1s they are all keen to go back again. Let's hope this will put paid to all
that nonsense about there being no reasonable routes at Fair Head. The truth of the matter is
there is no safer crag in the country. The routes may be more sustained than at other venues, but
the excellent protection makes it the ideal crag for pushing standards a little bit. Come and try it
next ime.

Ten climbers turned up for Conor's meet to Barnbawn. Again it was a case of victory snalched
from the jaws of defeat, as Barnbawn lived up to its reputation for good weather. Indeed, it may
have been the only climbable bit of rock along the East Coast on the day. Another chance for
newcomers to notch up some leads, which they willingly did. Then it was on to the Wicklow
Heather to bid adieu to Tom Fahy and Tom Guest prior to their departure for perfidious Albion.
But we have a promise from both to catch us on the Peak District meet. Ah, yes, the Peak
District and the joys of gritstone climbing. The finger-cracks, the fist-cracks, the off-widths, the
holdless chimneys and brutal overhangs. The handjams, headjams, bumjams and fingerlocks.
The raw knuckles, skinned elbows and sore hips. The bruised and battered egos. Don't you just
love 1t?

Peter's meet to the Comeragh's had the by now customary two days of fine weather. We were
based at the new community centre cum hostel in Rathgormuck just a short hop from
Coumshingaun. This well equipped hostel is in an i1deal location for climbers and walkers and
should prove to be a popular base for weekend meets. Coumshingaun itself was as spectacular as
ever: we did a circuit of the lake and had climbers operating on the North and South cliffs on the
Saturday. The plan for Sunday was to visit the crags above Crotty's Lake, to explore some
unclimbed rock. I missed out on that bit of action but look forward to hearing news of how
things progressed.

Next stop Pembroke. Mile after mile of himestone cliffs, rising straight out of the sea. St.
Govan's Head, Stenms Head, Huntsman's Leap and Mother Carey's Kitchen, Names to conjure
with. Have boots, will travel.



TALK HAS TURNED TO CANNIBALISM

A note from Plateau Hut, Mount Cook,. Nov 1999 - Brian Rowe

Talk has turned to cannibalism. In times like this the group looks around for signs of

weakness or features that may set an individual apart . for instance one might be a foreigner or
the only one from the northern hemisphere or even an Irish man.

This 1s our third day sitting out the storm It batters our little cabin with violent gusts that
threaten to implode the iced up windows and shower glass and snow deep into our fragile
nest.. it's happened before I'm told. Personally | provided for two nights here at Plateau Hut,
Mount Cook . one pair spare socks, one spare pair underwear and two freeze dried meals. .
tonight is my sixth and the weather forecast looks bad for the next two days,

We flew in on Friday afternoon after sitting out bad weather in the valley for two days.
The weather forecast looked reasonably promising for an assault on Mount Cook on the
Saturday. We set our alarm for two (which in retrospect would have been several hours to late)
and went to sleep People started stirning at what must have been around twelve, but I could hear
them retreating beck to bed as the wind had whipped up (0 a frightening frenzy. By morning all
was clear and Cook looked tempting but by that time unattainable. | took a short walk, in deep
snow, with Glen whom we had met in the valley, returning in the afternoon by which time Jason
(my climbing partner) had decided to get a flight back so as to make his bin round on Sunday
morning. As Glen needed a partner and 1 was keen for an attempt on the peak, I decided to stay.

At this point T must pause as I have been hanging on to long and must get to the toilet. An
expedition of this nature must be well planned and appropriately equipped . . gortex, plastic
boots, shovel.  maybe I'll hold on a bit longer.

A third of the way up our chosen route on 45%/50% nevé, the sun having risen above a
spectacular backdrop of purple mountains bathing the slopes in an orange glow and warming my
enthusiasm for the climb. I'm feeling good. Strong. This baby's mine for the taking. Glen comes
up to my little stance. _he’s 15 minutes slow . he’s fucked.. he’s finished . he's shaking all
over. .he’s losing it. We're 4 hours up, teetering on our front points on a relentless face that
sweeps hard snow/ ice from our toes to the bottom, There is over a third of the mountain to climb
on a grade 3+ (Scottish) face and ridge before reaching the saddle that will link us to our descent
route down the long but reasonably straightforward Linda glacier. What to do with this guy,
whom it 1s becoming obvious, has not the fitness let alone the experience that he promised.
Visions of Touching the Void cross my mind as Joe's partner lowers him down over and over
only to end 1n disaster.

Now [ really do have to go to the loo... . That was not so bad really. The meter and a half
snow 1s hard packed and one can scoot along the top, between the gusts ignoring the exploding
thunder and blinding lighting There 15 great comfort in reaching the small tin shed and closing
the heavy wooden bolt

I scraped away a small ledge for Glen to sit on and fed him full of chocolate and my
favourite sugar buzz jelly (later he told me he was vegan but strangely he didn’t mention 1t at the
time). 20 min. later and there are signs of life We set off again, slowly, pitch by pitch. My
impaticnce gnaws at my gut. [ know that for any chance of success on this route you must solo
and fast. The original hob nail boot route sets a line for several hours up the east face then joins
the rocky Zibrigin ridge through mixed ground along a short knife edge, up some short snow
scctions to the shoulder below the summit rocks In these winter / spring conditions most people
skip the ridge and carry on up the face till they meet the shoulder ignoring the searing pain in



their calves. Seeing as my partner was not in great form I decided to move via the original route
to the ridge were I hoped to get some relief and variation. I should have read the guidebook more
thoroughly, for the next few hours were spent scrambling through mixed ground on ice that was
turning to slush as the heat built on this mild sunny day. So I'm heading up poor snow and ice
through classic New Zealand rock, or Weetabix as 1t’s known (for good reason} and its scary and
the belays range from dodgy to extremely dodgy. I'm beginning to wonder if I'm going to be
able to find a way up through this mess at all. And now the cirrus has moved well overhead and
the surrounding peaks are gathering cloud. The beautiful ghostly pyramid of Mount Tasman has
developed an impressive plume, a white eel ¢hinging desperately to a white rock, whipping back
and forth in a relentless current. 1'm getting real nervous, the front is moving in, the wind is
building and I can’t seem to instil any sense of urgency into a climbing partner who's climbing
as if he's on the Sugarloaf on a long summer’s evening. By the time we’re nearing the shoulder
I'm having to plaster myself to the 60% gully like a lizard in order to stop myself from being
blown off by the gusts that are powering over the ridge and down on me levering me away from
the face. I belly flop over the top, and though I can’t as much as crawl on all fours for the wind,
I'm grateful for the sight that meets me. Between the swirling clouds I can still get ghmpses
down the slopes of the Linda glacier. Huddled behind an ice-encrusted rock I tug Glen up the
last section and we rest. The summit rocks would have been our next challenge, a stecep rock
band with iced up gullies that leads you to the exposed summit ridge, But it’s far too late for us
...the clouds are thick around the summit, the wind 1s fearsome and I want to get off the
mountain fast. That of course is optimistic as nothing 1s happening fast today. We plod down the
heavily crevassed and avalanche exposed glacier and I'm grumbling to myself ... “I could have
been to the top and back by now .. ..my one and only chance.... must give Glenn an ear full for
putting us both al risk.” But the ground is getting easier and the wind less oppressive. Glenn is
on the front end of the rope, his left legging is in tatters from a crampon trip and he’s walking
with a limp, he reminds me of Charlie Chaplin. We get back down to his tent, where we spent
the night before, and it’s been blown all over the place. He thanks me for my patience and 1
retort that it wasn’t our day.

Out of five parties that set out that
day only one guide with his client
made it to the top via the Linda
glacier. This route option may have
put us on top but it would have been
a long and tedious slog ... we had
more fun

That was Sunday, this 15 Wednesday
and we're stuck. Glenn is very kindly
feeding me from his remaining

food. . last two dinners have been
rice nuts and raisins, substitute
porridge for breakfast, looking
forward to the rice vanety shortly.
No plans on turning vegan. Flying
out of NZ on Monday if I ever get
out of here.




FAIRHEAD

- Bébhinn Nicliam

Niamh and myself watched Gerry disappear up the Black Thief For both of us it was our first
trip to Fair Head, and standing there on a grassy slope high above the sea, peering up anxiously
at the cold dark columns that make up the chiff face, it all looked a bit ominous. I was still trying
to figure out how on earth Gerry had just shimmied up the rock equivalent of a drain pipe when I
felt the rope tighten and the ‘climb when ready’ call. T wasn't ready at all, but weirdly enough I
found myself 2 metres up before 1'd thought of a vaguely plausible excuse to untie the rope and
run away. The rock was so different to anything I'd encountered before, especially when 1 was

able t0 put my arm in around the column. Forget rock that just sucks your toes - this gave you
plenty of footholds and a lovely big friendly hug into the bargain!

As anyone who has been lucky enough to climb with Gerry knows you don't hang about. So
before you've mentally digested what you've just done you're back at the base of the cliff looking
up at the first pitch of another chmb. Not that I realised it was only the first pitch, or how it was
only the sheer angle that made it look quite short, or even that the shadow half way up was due
to a pretty serious overhang! I'm still learning. My, my, my Girona. A delicate move to the right,
up a little and then back across that airy overhang. Mowve on up to the belay and check out the
second pitch. It didn't look like there was much there at all, and I completely ignored the pillar
until it dawned on me that you had to body jam, chimney, whatever, however your way up. Style
and elegance are not high on the priorities here! Keeps the gannets amused anyway, watching
people squeeze themselves n and upwards. Standing on the pillar, you step across the gap back
to the main face. The scale of the climbs is quite daunting in itself,. When I untie at the top [ look
across to the Prow and see two tiny figures standing on a monstrous edifice. And it feels
monstrous at times too because every move counts, each centimetre of your ascent is gauged.
Some m our group are msatiable, and go for a last climb after a hard day's climbing. The cliff
glowed orange in the evening sun and Sile, Tom, Kevin and Peter looked like termites crawling
up a sun-baked mound. It was pretty spectacular.

Getting out of bed on Sunday morning was hard, but some cruel person had whipped the curtains
open and let in the bright sunshine, so one by one the dead arose and appeared to many, Well,
they appeared in the kitchen of the hostel anyway and gradually the power of speech and the
ability to think coherently returned. In that order. Plans were made and with the sun shining even
warmer than the previous day we all jumped into vanous vehicles and made our way to the car
park nearest the Ballycastle descent. For one carload this was not a direct route due to a very
confidently given misdirection, and brought us there the scenic way, via Murlough Bay.

I teamed up with Gerry again and we walked on further to another gully. This was an amazing,
cathedral hke gully, with sides towering up like gothic arches into the sky. It's called Grey Man's
path and it leads very steeply down to the arca where we were going to be based that day. Just to
the left I saw the intended climb; Terry was at the crux of the first pitch and conversed amiably
with us as we came out of the shadows of the gully, When Niamh had nearly reached the belay,
Gerry started his lead. This climb was Burn Up; quite appropriate for the solidified jet of magma
that created Fair Head. It was also apt in human terms; it burns up your energy, your will and
probably some of your sanity too.

I was glad that the sea no longer crashed against the bottom of the cliff, as 1t did before the land
rose once the weight of the glaciers had gone. Shit! There was quite enough of a 'grip factor
without being lashed by waves and all. At some stage Terry's head appeared over the top when
Crerry was negotiating the secand pitch and said something about Bébhinn being on a late lunch.
I remember being a bit peckish and looking forward to lunch but being totally surprised when |



finally got a chance ta check my watch at the top and discovering it had just gonc 4pm. Now, |
don't know if it was coincidence or not, but not 15 minutes after we'd finished it started 1o ran
lightly. Gerry had told us for that weekend, that corner of Ireland was the most likely to escape
the thunder storms and heavy rain sweeping the rest of the country. In fact for most of the
weekend we could see a heavy bank of rain clouds being held back from Fair Head by a
northerly breeze. I don't know which oracle Gerry consults but it's a2 damn fine one!

Fair Head was a trip [ won't
forget in a hurry. The
volcanic hot spot that
created it now has Iceland
floating above it, but in
climbing terms it really 1s
still a hot spot. If the BpTeai e S
weather's good the rock 1s | R R R
pretty friendly, but the I
climbs are quite strenuous.
It you get a chance, get up
there! The hostel in
Ballycastle is really nice,
they supply you with free
tea and coffee, which is
great when you arrive
bedraggled and tired at 2id
midnight, And if you should
see an Israel tourist Yot bl
haranguing people over a
Lonely Planet guide 1o
Ireland he lost, tell we ain't
got it, just deal with it and
move on, man.
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EARLY ROCKCLIMBING GUIDES

The first climbers’ guides to Irish crags were 1ssued in manuscript, typescript or duplicated form.
A few fragile copies of these early guides are still extant and to make them available to those
interested 1n the history of climbing in Ireland, Barry O’Flynn 1s re-1ssuing them in booklet
format. The following titles have already been reprinted.

* Guide to Dalkey Clitts 1943 * A Guide to Dalkey Quarry 1949
* Some Climbs in the Scalp 1958, * Luggala 1950,
* Bray Head 1951 '

Copies of these have been made available for the IMC library

Other utles are in preparation Barry 1s trying to locate a copy of the guide to Ireland’s Eye. If

anyone has a copy he will be grateful for the loan of it to complete the record. His address is 20 !
Sylvan Lawn, Kilcoole, Co Wicklow. Tel: 01-287 5964 '
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A MONTH IN THE CORDILLERA BLANCA
- Alan Pope

It is 4a.m on the 3 June, and Victor Saunders our guide wakens me from my fretful sleep on a
chair in termunal 4 at Heathrow. At last T am underway on an expedition | had booked some two
years ago. This expedition was billed by ISM as their Millennium Expedition to the Cordilleras
Blanca and Huavhuash { pronounced WIWASH ) to climb Alpamayo and Yerupaja.

After flying to Amsterdam then on to Beruda before the final hop to Lima arriving at 1800 hours
local time 19 hours later. The party was made up of two guides Victor and Anders Svenson from
Sweden and two other clients John from Glasgow and Rob from Switzerland. I was pleased to note
that while T was the oldest it was only by a few years. We were met by Augusta Ortega from Huaraz
who organised everything for the expedition supplying new North Face tents and all necessary
equipment, the cook and his assistant, donkeys and drovers. Augusta is one of Peru’s foremost
climbers having made two assents (one Peru’s first) of Mount Everest. After a night in Lima we set
off on an eight hour journey to Huaraz at the foot of the Blanca. The outskirts of Lima is desert with
people living in extreme poverty in shanty towns. The next day 1s spent in the noisy city of Huaraz
where the cooks purchased all the provisions for the next two weeks.

Next day we drove with a crate of live chickens via Yungay a city which was destroyed in 1970 by
a land slide from Huascaran at 6768m the highest mountain in Peru, following an earthquake The

area 1s in the tropics in an earthquake zone. The way continued, on no more than a dirt track up to

Cashapampa at 3000m. Cashapampa is a beautiful village where the way of life has not changed in
the last 100 years. The next day we went for a walk up hill to 4000m, all of us in shorts, which we

all regretted on our return to camp having been severely bitten by mosquitoes and more so myself

as I had skidded into a cactus, We bathed in hot springs which greatly eased the pain.

Next day we set off with 13 donkeys, two arrieros, Juan and Elias the two cooks and Daniel our
Argentinian camp manager and interpreter. We went through the Santa Cruz gorge through
wonderful scenery with the odd glimpse of the dramatic Santa Cruz peak, and abundant wild
flowers to a lake side camp. The next day we go on to our base camp at 4250m situated below
Quitaraju and Alpamayo in a hanging valley in a grove of quenal trees. Next day we climb to the
moraine and return. The following day leaving Daniel behind we ascend with big loads to camp on
the moraine. We have a wonderful sunset and retire to bed at 6pm as it is dark and cold. The next
day we go over the Quitaraju col to camp at 5300m with the spectacular backdrop of the SW face
of Alpamayo. It was truly magnificent so white as if it was made of icing sugar.

That evening we prepare for our ascent of Alpamayo (5947m). Victor tells us we have two days to
attempt the summit. Here I made a disastrous decision thinking a day’s rest would be beneficial as
well as giving the other two the benefit of a guide each, I opted for the day off. The others left camp
at 2am. All day 1 watched parties of climbers ascend the flutings leading to the summit 1n a perfect
day while I drank unending cups of tea. Some 13 hours later an exhausted but triumphant party
returned.

That evening while having our cvening meal we gather from our cooks that they had no more {ood
and we must return the next day to base camp. I could not believe what I heard. Victor thought that
the pair of us could still make the summit the next day and return to basc camp before dark. Leaving
at 2am the next morning after three hours we reach the bergschrund only to find Austrian guides
placing fixed ropes on the face for a large party to ascend. [ suggest to victor that it looked like we
would be delayed and therefore would never make it back to base camp. Victor was only too happy
to agree as Anders and himself did not enjoy the climb the day before in the narrow gully with a
large number of climbers. The next day back at base camp I was bitterly disappointed that we did
not persevere



[ spent the next day a rest day walking on up the valley to look at the spectacular SW face of
Taulliraju on which some epic climbs have been made. After a speedy descent to Cashapampa
where our bus is waiting with goodies to eat and beer to drink before returning quickly to Huaraz.
Augusta greeted us at Huaraz and at dinner that night after a few Pisco sours we are faced with a
decision of planning our next expedition. Augusta tells us that there has been snow falls in the
Huayhuash and that some passes are impossible and the peaks are unclimbable with great nisks of
avalanches. All I wanted to do was go back to Alpamayo. This was not practicable so we decided to
set up base camp in the [shinca valley.

We drive to Collon (3350m) and walk to base camp at 4300m. The guide book satd 8 hours, to my
surprise I took less than 5 hours arriving well ahead of the rest of the party, I must be acclimatising,
This is a lovely base camp beside a meandering river with a boulder field for chhmbing and
surrounded by fine mountains. The next day we boulder, practice crevasse rescue and drink gallons
of tea.

The following day we left at 6pm and climb Urus (5420m). this was an interesting climb with great
views taking 5 hours and less than two hours to descend. Another rest day of bouldering and flower
photography. During the twenty eight days [ spent in Peru the weather was perfect, some days it
clouded up a bit in the evening. Most days we enjoyed a wonderful sun-set. Speaking of the sun it
rose at Ga.m and set at 6p.m. Our evenings were spent playing chess and cards in the mess tent until
either the cold or our grumpy Glaswegan drove us to our tents. At base camp we enjoyed a tent
each, but had three to a tent at high camp. Food was good, all prepared from fresh ingredients some
of which could be heard pecking outside the tent. Enough of this diversion.

The next we are off again up the valley to gain a camp at 5300m on the glacier below

Tocllaraju (6032m) our next objective. We rise at 2a m the next morning. Rob feeling sick stayed in
bed. We put on crampons, lots of clothes and had a miserable breakfast standing in the snow. The
route skirts seracs and crevasses slowly gaining height. As dawn breaks we find ourselves under a
bergschrund. Time for an enjoyable breakfast and an assessment of our position. With difficulty we
cross the bergschrund and climb 3 pitches of 65 degrees of ice to a narrow summit ridge. On the
summit more food and photos. We abseil off and descend quickly taking care as all the snow
bridges are ncaring the end of their existence. We dismantled camp collected Rob and descended to
base camp with a wonderful sunset on Tacllaraju to savour as we drink more tea.

A very successful day, my first 6000m peak with climbing at grade D- and no other party in sight
all day. The guides try to console me by saying this was a much better mountain than Alpamayo.
Another two rest days. More photography. Lots of tea drinking. Some exciting rock climbing, A
little wine which [ had slipped into my bag

The next day we decide to traverse Ishinca 5530m, camp on the col between it and Ranrapalca and
descend into the Cojup valley. This exercise required carrying heavy loads. [ was now getting really
fit reaching camp in half the guide book time. More sun-sets, running out of film. We rose at about
5a.m and traversed [shinca without misadventure more good views and cloudless skies. Pitched
camp more tea and early 1o bed as we had no mess tent. My sleeping mat was punctured, so a cold
night on the snow. The next day we descended into another beautiful valley surrounded by more
and more tfine mountains and no-one else to be seen. We descend to a lovely lake which 1s teaming
with trout but we have no way of catching them. If you go to the Andes bring a small rod as trout
abound in all the high lakes. Let me digress again and warn against plastic boots with moulded
rubber cleats for holding on crampons. The crampons can get twisted off the soft rubber cleats at the
most inopportune time. It is very tricky trying to replace a crampon on a 65degree ice pitch Make
sure the cleats are plastic.

We rose the next morning at our leisure and continued our walk out which only took three hours.
We were met by Augusta complete with bottles of beer and pastries. So back to Huaraz driving



through the most beautiful countryside. I had run out of film, perhaps as well. So after a shower

and shave we were done town having Pisco sours and a ginormous feed of steak and a birthday cake
with a candle for me to blow out.

The next day, as we left Huaraz to drive back to Lima, we were treated to wonderful views of the
Blanca followed by the distant Huayhuash with Yerupaja standing proud at 6634m. 1 will return. |
think 1t would be easy to organise an expedition to Peru though the Internet with Augusta. There is

no need to travel with guides if you have a good apent. You could also go with people you know
who you may find more compatible.

Tocllaraju (6032m)

WICKLOW WALKING FESTIVAL 27 - 29 October 2000

Application form and walking programme are available for the three day Wicklow Mountains
Autumn Walking Festival, which is a non-profit event organized by Wicklow County Tourism.

Glendalough is the base area for a choice of nine walks over three days with David Moore
(Astronomy Ireland), Wesley Atkinson (Head Ranger-National Park), Richard Nairn (Author),
Christopher Stacey (Local Historian) and others. There will be a night hike on the Friday with
David Moore from Astronomy Ireland On both Saturday and Sunday there will be a choice of four
walks cach day ranging from a 25km hike, a 15km mountains walk and two 10 km Themed walks.

Special offer of £20 00 for a full 3-day walking pass, £15 00 for 2-days and £8.00 for one day pass
for walks pre booked before October 20th 2000, There is an 10% discount for groups over 6
persons. For walks booked on arrival the festival entry fee 1s £10 00 per person per day.

=>Free Festival Completion T-shirts

=>Free raffle for Walking Apparel

=>l'ree Music on Saturday and Sunday nighis
==Free Daily Walk Map



IMC SNOWCAMP ON LUGNAQUILLA 1986
- Bob Norton

Friday night, Fenton’s pub, midnight. Sixteen heavily-clad IMC’s emerge with steaming breath
into a night of freezing fog. Soon we are lurching up Camara Hill with heavy packs. No need for
the new Petzl head-torch - the moon , though invisible- diffuses light through the fog.

On top of Camara, the first of numerous stops to re-group - no night to lose anyone. Higher, a
cutting wind sends us rummaging for wind-proofs. Much casting about to find the spring and fill
water bottles. Vera 1s going like a train, rope draped over her sack, independently refusing all manly
ofters of assistance. Emily is up ahead setting records. Jim Butler’s unprotected mane and beard
are white with frost.

The snow is deeper now on the final steep stony slope, with many the resultant slip and muftled
cath. O Murchu and Donnelly pass, deep in learned converse. It’s strange to stop in the gloom and
watch the shadowy procession labouring upwards like penitents on pilgrimage

At last, the slope eases. 1 make an effort and catch the striding J.B. Disoriented, we cast about for a
while on the featureless waste of the plateau and then follow the sound of voices to the elusive,
hardly-visible cairn. The early arrivals are sprcad out, seeking the least bumpy sites for tents and
trying to force pegs into frozen rocky ground. Keith, not feeling good, is some way behind. I am to
share his abode and stamp about to keep warm until he hoves into view.

A cheer poes up to welcome a momentary gap in the racing clouds showing us the glorious full
moon. Now tents are springing up all around. Ungloved hands begin to freeze Keith, ever well
organised gets his tent up in no time. With chattering teeth, we beat the rime off our clothes and
gratefully dive into the tent at 2.30 AM - thank God for warm sleeping bags Even if the ground is
like concrete, we congratulate ourselves an how snug we are. We try to sleep but “them next door”
talk and talk and talk and after what seems like hours, burst into a snoring duet. I sleep fitfully,
waking once to hear some night-walkers passing our tent-village, heading North.

In the morning, the mist is gone. A baleful yellow sunrise provokes much stiff, cold and sleepy
photography, while brews are got ready. Temperature minus 3 degrees but feels much colder.
Breakfast over, Gerry organises a mass assault on the North Prison. Soon, a procession of
rainbow-clad persons chop, plod, scrabble and balance their way up the gully

Later, deteriorating weather and morning-after malaise prompt an early departure. By early
afternoon, the nine-tent village has disappeared, leaving the summit to its pristine loneliness.
On the way down, we spot the day-shift - a party of thirty-two - trudging up the Ow valley.

WEB SITE

If you don’t already know it, the Club has a very useful web-site maintained by Peter O’Neill. The
address is http://poneill ucd.1e/imec. And if you have an e-mail address you should make sure to get
added to the e-mail circulation list — vital for last minute info on meets, weather etc. There is a
members only area of the website and the password is "ParadiseLost”. There is an overlap for the
old password as well.

SOCIAL

New arrivals in Aug 2000 Congratulations on the birth of their new babies to:
Seamus & Marie Fitzpatrick

Nicholas & Fiona Keegan

Cormac O'Dulachain & Ellen Noonan

Cormac & Caroline McGraine



IN PATAGONIA

- Fiona Deering

Escape to the wilds of Patagonia was welcome afier a heady mix of Eva Peron, Boca Juniors, Casa
Rosa, Vino Tinto and tango in Buenos Aires.

Patagonia’s name is said to derive from either the big-footed natives or roaring dog-headed-
monsters — no one 1s quite sure which! 1 prefer the former. The outlaws Butch Cassidy and the
Sundance Kid took refuge there from US justice and thousands of Welsh sheepfarmers came to eke
out a precarious existence from barren valleys. The Patagonian Andes are not as high as further
north and instead the peaks are rocky towers pushing up through the glaciers of the continental
icecap.

Our first port of call was the Parque Nacional Torres del Paine (Southern Chile) which is about the
size of Snowdonia. The park’s focal point is the three great towers of Paine Grande and its two
Cueronos (horns). The central tower, which is more than 3000m high and has the highest sheer rock
wall 1n the world, is one of the greatest of all mountaineering feats first climbed by Chris
Bonnington in 1963, We camped in a stunningly beautiful spot on the shores of a glacial lake

overlooking the huge hunks of granite of the Cuernos del Paine in luxury embarrassing to an IMC
member.

We spent four days trekking within the park. The most impressive view was gained from the foot of
the Torres del Paine. [ was *gobsmacked’ by eventually finding two ant-sized climbers on the
middle tower after the considerable patience of my fellow trekkers in guiding my binoculars
towards them. It was a clear starry night and [ couldn’t help wondering had they made it to the top
or were they asleep on a hanging belay. Amazing . ... . . someday... ... maybe......... who
knows.

Birds and animals abounded with condors, flamingos, nandu (like ostrich), guanoco, armadillo and
woodpecker. We were especially lucky as we managed to see Huemul (Andean deer) apparently

very rare and so were photographed to extinction! No puma were sighted despite various campfire
rumours of ingested fishermen!

On our way to El Chalten, our next base, we went Lo see the spectacular Moreno Glacier at the far
end of Lake Argentina. It is one of the few expanding glaciers remaining. It is up to 80m high, has a
Skm frontage, and is said to move by 2.2m per day. Monstrous chunks of ice fall off periodically
and create a great creak and splash' I got so excited I ruined a gruff German’s chance of a national
geographic shot by grabbing him with sheer delight at a falling chunk. You can imagine his
reaction!!

After a long flat drive through desert-like plains, eventually the silhouette of Mount Fitzroy and
Cerro Torre beckoned us to El Chalten. It reminded me of a frontier town from a2 Wild West movie
— windswept, desolate, dusty and undergoing an aggressive surge of development. The next three
days were spent on day treks including one day up to the Fitzroy base camp and eating vast
quantities of fresh lamb. The glacial landscape is breathtakingly wild and beautiful. We were very
lucky and almost invariably had sunny days and clear starry nights. The peaks of Cerro Torre and
Mount Fitzroy dominate the view no matter where you are. Fitzroy is also called Chalten or “the
Smoking Mountain® as a plume of cloud usually surrounds it.

We then set off on a five day circuit taking in Cerro Torre base camp, Glacier Grande, views of the
continental icecap, Paso del Viento and various remote valleys. Great fun was had by all on our
many tightrope and harness river crossings — all to be revealed in my slide show!



We returned to civilisation in Buenos Aires afier the inevitable bus breakdown made good by a
superb sunset A final day was spent in Colognia, a colomal port in Uruguay having a boozy lunch
in a rooftop restaurant.
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IMC KHANGLA TARBO EXPEDITION

Paddy O'Leary

By the time you read this the IMC feam will be 1n Spiti and getting to grips with our major
objective, Khangla Tarbo 1, or perhaps we'll have got to the exploration of nearby unexplored
valleys and passes.

As with most expeditions (under the weight of public opinion I've given up calling ours a meet! )
we've had problems getting off the ground but have solved most of these.

The week before we set out, we heard from our Indian agent that enormous floods on the Sutle;
river have swept away most bridges and long stretches of road. Repairs will take months. This
means that our original approach route through Kinnaur 1s now impossible and we have to go via
Manali. This is personally disappointing as [ looked forward to showing the lads my favourite
Himalayan area; it is also much more expensive to go via Manali. Our intended Liaison Officer
Ravichandra Chittimpali, whom some of you have met, was replaced at the last minute, which
cntailed further unexpecied expense. We are deeply disappointed, as Ravi is an old friend who is
aware of Irish idiosyncrasies and has proved to be most helpful on previous trips.

We are very grateful to the club for financial and moral support, and to the various individuals who
helped us in various ways. We hope that our etforts will reflect well on the club.
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TRIPLETS

Ronan Keane

Well it had finally arrived, after eighteen months of changing my twin’s bums I had gained
sufficient bonus points to earn a seven-day trip to the M.C.1. Met at Ailefroide in the Dauphine
region of the French Alps. My climbing partner was to be Frank “Tight Rope™ Power. After an
eventful trip from Dublin due to baggape delays, we arrived at the train station in L’ Argentiere at
8.30am on Saturday morning. From here we got a local mini bus to the campsite at Ailefroide a

couple of miles up the valley, catching a glimpse of some magnificent peaks through the thick
alpine forest on the way.

At the campsite all | could do was look vertically up at the peaks | had been reading about for
weeks. There was a unanimous decision between the two of us to start climbing straightaway, as
the forecast was promising. The first peak would be the classic Pelvoux traverse up the Coolidge
Couloir and descent by the Violettes Glacier. We began our 3 5-hour trek up to the Pelvoux hut at
2700m. The route took us through some beautiful alpine valleys with the air filled with alpine
smells. By the time we reached the hut the temperature had dropped sharply. After a fine meal but
rotten desert (Frank had mine) we settled in for some sleep. Next, Jam shouted the warder. It was
just like a night feed with a breakfast of hot chocolate, cheese, jam and stale bread we were soon on
our way scrambling up a rock rib with head torches beaming in all directions. Within an hour we
had reached the base of the Coolidge Couloir which in the poor visibility looked relatively handy to
climb, but as the light increased the Couloir expanded to make us feel like ants on its slopes. The
next two hours were spent making our way up the Coolidge. On reaching its top a stifT wind and a
cool —10% temperature greeted us but by now Point Puiseux at 3943m was only a snow plod away.
We didn’t hang around at the Summit other than the compulsory photographs and handshakes.
Soon we were on our descent route down the magnificent Violettes Glacier, which boasted some
spectacular crevasses and seracs. A couple of rappels followed, down some steep gullies and rock
ribs, all of which had fixed slings and ropes attached. A further section of moraines took us to the
start of a steep sometimes treacherous track. This eventually led to the valley floor with a few
pauses for consideration along the way.

Monday morning we decided we would have a go at the north face of the Ecrin. A four-hour walk
took us up to the mare crowded Refuge des Ecrins at 3100m. Being the busiest hut in the region |
spent the whole night staring at the moon through a gap in the shutters of the overcrowded room
doing a great impression of a sardine. A 3am wake up call again and a struggle with breakfast.
Frank and myself were one of the first to unwillingly descend the 100m back down onto the Glacier
Blanc before beginning the long snow plod up to the Barre des Ecrins. There was no great
difficulty until we reached the rimaye at the foot of the Breche Lory which we had to cross to get up
on the Barre. This was followed by two pitches of about 70° ice which we both led alternatively to
gain the final knife-edge ridge to the Summit. This was my first ridge at altitude in the Alps and did
[ know it. I was walking the fine line between heaven and hell which lay 2000m below either side
of my boots. The exposure was fantastic. Eventually after a deceivingly long traverse across the
ridge we reached the lob sided metal cross which marked the highest point at 4102m. I was on top
of the world. Our descent took us back the same way using a rappel to gain the Breche. The
condition of the Glacier had deteriorated as it was now early afternoon. This made the going heavy
and it was Spm before we reached the cotTee shop at the Refuge Cezanne. -

Wednesday morning and my body was starting to feel the strain of the previous four days. We
discovered the Sele hut was full for that night which we had intended to use for an attempt on

I’ Ailefroide Orientale. Tt was time to bivvie. We decided we would not bring sleeping bags or
cooking equipment in order to save on weight and instead would wrap up in all our clothes and eat
cold pizza which we bought that morning. Our bivvie site was at 2700m. Just beside the old Sele
Refuge which is unmanned Here we met up with 3 other Paddy's, Cormac, John and Kevin. Well,
the boys put Frank and me to shame with their stove and hot food and even bottles of beer which



they kindly shared. After the session, I got a few hours sleep “before waking up with a hang over”,
only joking, before waking up with my teeth chattering, I was Cold. 1t was lam and I had to fight it
out till the rest woke at about 3 30am_ After a chat about how warm and comfortable everybody
was except myself we were on our way. Some difficult route finding took us through a large scree
ficld to an intimidating cliff which on closer inspection showed some lines of weakness. We roped
up at this point and moved together on the rock This eventually brought us to the first snow field
on the South Ridge. At this stage I was feeling a tingle in my left knee which I put to the back of
my mind But as we reached the second snow field and on the final stages to the Summit, every
step became a struggle. Pure determination got me to the top (3847m) where we took a little time to
look around. We could see our previous two peaks close by and Mt. Blanc covered in cloud could
be seen in the distance to the north east. It was time to leave the mountain and the thoughts of the
descent didn’t inspire me. It took twice as long as it should due to my now swollen knee  Frank
was very patient as he stayed with me all the way for which I was very grateful. Thanks Frank. My
knee meant the end of any more attempts at peaks but I needed an excuse for a rest day anyway.

On comparing Ailefroide with Chamonix, 1 found it a lot less crowded and more relaxing. The
terrain is unspoilt by the intrusion of cable cars and telepheriques and generally the weather is
better. The fact that a climber has to start the climb from the valley floor also adds an extra sense of
achievement. Ilook forward to revisiting this magnificent climbers paradise in years to come.
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