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DECADE

The owls of the Devil's Glen looked in, no doubt, on EmlynBOF Junior International

It was with great anticipation that the Irish Junior team set off
from Dublin early on Friday June 22nd for the JOF Junior International
in the Lake District. For all concerned a distinct challenge was
felt as teams from Norway, Denmark and Britain were known to be
attending. Those travelling were Aongus O'Cleirigh, Nigel Finlay,
Mick Lynch, Carey, May, Roxanne White and Julie Martindale, with
Faith White (Manager) and Declan O'Callaghan assisting. We were to
be joined by Kenny Warren in England and Ronan Cleary, William
McAuliffe, Catherine Murtagh and John McCullough who were tr~velling
on a later boat. Despite some mix-up in Liverpool over the car hire
we were soon on our way up the M6 to the first night's accommodation.
We stayed at the Borwich Residential Centre which was a very modern
and extremely comfortable hostel. A restful night was had by all
despite the intervention of Monty Python.

Next morning there was a briefing by the Organiser, Peter Haines,
and we set off for the first day's event. This took place at
Parkgate and Irton forest on a 1:10,000 map. The forest had
extensive fight areas and a large open fern-covered area with
intermittent marsh. First starts were at about 12.30 p.m. and the
travellers in John McCullough's car were only slightly late despite
being held up in Liverpool.
The first control for both M20 and W20 were SOOm away with a huge
climb through areas of fight, therefore route choice was all
important. Best results in M20 were from Ronan Cleary, Aongus
O'Cleirigh and William McAuliffe, and in W20 by Carey May and
Roxanne White, but our times were well down on those of Norway,
Denmark and England.
We all descended on a Rugby League Club for a banquet and prize-
giving at which many friends were made.
The second night we spent at Ellsmere Youth Hostel which, compared
to the first night's accommodation, could be said to be slightly
antiquated. Most people slept well, and despite being violently
raised by Declan O'Callaghan at 7.30 a.m. for early starts, awoke
refreshed.
Sunday's event was the West Cumberland D.C. Long-O Event and the M20
had a 20~ course and the W20 a 10km course. The M20 course took
place on 3 maps of differing scales with 1 map and control card
changeover and more than 900m climbing while the W20 course was just
on one map. The best Irish times for M20 was Aongus O'Cleirigh with
Ronan Cleary and Willie McAuliffe just behind. They completed the
course in respectable 10-11 min. per km. but we were astonished to
find the Norwegian No.1 completed the course in 6.5 mins. per km.
In the W20 Carey May had a very good run to finish third behind two
Norwegians but defeating all the Danes and British competitors.
Roxanne White also had a very good run in W20.
It was unfortunate, but in order to catch the boat we had to leave
before the prizegiving. We took home no prizes but it was felt that
the experience gained was invaluable and I am sure that all members
of the team are looking forward to travelling away to more inter-
national events in the future.
Each member of the team would like to express gratitude to Faith
White, Declan O'Callaghan and John McCullough for the help and advice
which they gave throughout the week-end.

Jonee as he prepared five meticulous tracings for the new Devil's

Glen map. Winter had laid mapping by the heels and a map WBS

urgently needed for the first of the Leinster Orienteering

Championships in May. Planning went ahead on black and white

and in the evenings the roding woodoock whirred over the woods.

Then the map was at the printers. Leaves fell from the calendar

like autumn. A week to go ••• days ••• then the maps were there.

It was Friday! the event was on Sunday.

Ten years previously, almost to the day, Michael Lunt, stimulated

by an artiole in the Observer, organised the first of our now

familiar Orienteering events. The map was an unmodified six inch

Ordnanoe Survey sheet. The course, with glorious disregard for

wind or limb, plunged from the north of the present map down

into the Devil'e Glen, across the river, up to the summit, down

to the farm, and then like hound on hare aoross the road to a finish

in a distance which even Mike oan not remember. The event was won

by N"iall Rioe in the first of many wins. "We had very little idea

of fairness in setting courses in those days", Mike Iunt reoalls.

"A oontrol was onoe put hard up against a wide ditch. There were

only two alternatives: total immersion or a very long run round."

Taotics too were different. Was it at the Devil's Glen that Jim

Butler, when hard pressed, vas seen to hide in the grass until

the opposition, missing the control,had passed?

The map prepared by Emlyn, aided by others, partioularly from

A.F.A.S., represents an enormous stride forward in ten short years.

The development of modern maps reflects the unfolding of an almOst

N i gel Fin 1ay surprised awareness of the riohness and variety whioh the sport has

to offer. Acouraoy and detail have beoome intelligible through
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the use of oolour, and the orienteer oarries with him not only faot

but opinion. This is runable, this is not. Tedious though the

modern map may be to produoe, it oarries with it oomplete freedom

of ohoice for the orienteer. For the planner it makes it possible

to set a course deeigned, as Mike puts it, "to eliminate chanoe and

to reward skill".

Colin Dunlop (oontroller) and I poked in the gloom over our fuzzy

dye-line print wond.ering if we yere looking for a path or a drain;

oolour does make a difference. We enter the stage together, searohing.

Planner: I have ribbone\}.a oontrol on this knoll here.

Controller: What knoll? (He inspects a gentle undulation on the ridge)

Well, I suppose it oould be called a knoll. Where do

you want to hang your control?

Planner: Down here. (With enthusiasm, pointing to a cavity in a

pile of brashings. The controller, with a patient look,

takes the oontrol from the planner and hangs it high.

The players leave the forest.)

"The importll.ntthing on that first event," Mike runt reoalls,

"was to find features which the organiser oould reoognise. We were

not the least bit worried about whether they could be recognised by

an orienteer on the run. The oontrols were H. Williams' bags and

the markers ooloured felt pens. Nobody worried too muoh in thOse

days: ve just came out and had a great time."

A great time! A great time? Is there something in that for us?

Something perhaps we are in danger of forgetting?

The course was all but set. Worried about one last bearing, I

was following, in advanoe, the traok of many feet when, a yard

15

before me, the leaves erupted and a wondoook rose and curved down

through the trees. At my feet was a nest with two or maybe three

brown-smudged eggs. The course was changed, the many feet went

else-where,and the woodcook sat, merged with the fallen leaves,until

we too had gone and the owls of the Devil's Glen flew again over

Tiglin.

Aubrey Flegg.

ORIENTEERING' DOWN-UNDER'. S~/ANTAPatri ck Neeson.

"Snakes and Kangeroos keep a low profile: but the sun is bloody
ho til .

Thus encouraged, I made my first foray into the gums near Hobart,
Tasmania in 1975. Surprisingly, Tasmania (in view of its less
extreme climate) is the youngest orienteering state. However, the
gap between the pace-setters, N.S.W., Victoria, A.C.T. and the rest
is no longer a chasm. Aussie orienteering is about 15 years old
and shows remarkable growth since 1970 when visiting experts from
Scandanavia began regular coaching aimed particularly at schools.
The only serious limitation on continued progress is geographical
isolation: despite Freddie Laker's welcome efforts overseas
competition is out for most. Irish orienteers might travel to
England, or even Canada a few times a year: 'Down-Under'
competitors commute between Sydney and Melbourne (600 miles)
regularly and most by car with the inevitable tent in the boot.

However, despite the distances involved disparity between regional
environments is not great. The uniformly hot climate makes for a
vegetation cover sparser and less varied than in Ireland. This
strikes you immediately on comparing Irish and Australian maps:
the amount of feature detail and colour tones on the former is much
great~~. Glad I'm not colour blind. In Aussie, features are at a
premium through scarcity: I remember the organiser of an event in
Victoria leading us 'foreigners' from Tassie into the woods to
introduce us to the mainland 'native cherry tree'. A prominent
map feature but in reality difficult to distinguish from other
evergreens. Plantations of conifers are not universal and in gum
forests controls must be concealed to counteract the improved
visibility. For the same reason they tend to be fewer and farther
apart e.g. M21 - 9 controls / 7 Km. Many creeks (streams) are
seasonal and their dry gull ies are often indistinct features.
Newcomers are offered novice courses at events. The season spans
Autumn and Winter (April-October) to avoid dehydration and the
'bush flies': the temperatures still permit the 'after-event' post-
mortems to take place outdoors, where beer and 'sanners' or even a
BBQ are the normal fare. Remember the nearest pub is twenty miles
away ~

Sounds cosy? You can appreciate, then, my recent drastic initiation
into local orienteering: in true 'aussie' style I was proposing to
do Clarabeg in shorts and singlet. Remember the snow? In fact,
when crouching over the master map fighting a losing battle with a
biro that was curring a sodden map to shreds I was tempted to set a
bearing for Aussie where snakes and sunburn seemed welcome hazards.
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