All Mounrain Meitheal volunteers bring different
skalls and talents to the work they do on behalf
of the mountuns. A core group, with avalable
trnee during the week, voluneeered to tackle the
tricky job of repairing the badly deteriorated
bridge on the Glenealo over which Hows: doran
through Glendalough. Kevin Carnoll rells us

hecnar they did i,

A Bridge Too Far

A tew years ago, Mountain
Mertheal was approached by
Wesley Atkinson of the
Maricnal Parks and Wildlite
service about the possibality of
restormng the bridge on the
Glenealo nver, part of the
white route that carnies
thousands of walkers every
vear. In recent years, the bridge
had detenorated badly, and was
m dire need of an upgrade. 5o
Robert Crrandon, Shay and
myself went ro assess the
bndge’s condihon, On close

e Amination, if was obwious thar
the job was gong to be quite
tricky; we contacted Wesley and
el harm “Woell doat!”. Tt was
arranged thar the required
matecials would De achifved to
the site soon afrecwards, but
dunng the operanon, the
weather closed in, and only the
metal frames were dropped. 1t
took a further three vears
before the rest of the marenals
were finally able to be aidifted.
In away, the delay was
foemuitons, a5 it ook us all that
timie to higure out hose we were
going to go about iff It was
decided that because of the
heavy teaffic on the bndge ar
wielends, the work would have
o b carned our madweek. And
g 1t was o a Tuesday morming
wt mud July that four of us,
Shiy, Stephen, Pat and myselt,

stood at the miners” village in
the madst of a pale of toolz and
camping gear, looking up at the
track and wondenng how e
were going to get it all up there.
We debared whether Cormact
trolley would be a hindrance or
a help, but we fnally decided o
try it. We loaded 1t with as much
as we could, and we set off
Well the next hour and a half i=
something | wall never forger

at first, the trolley was helpful,
bBut when we reached the
rougher part of the track, we
had to carry it, one person on
each corner like a stretcher. The
day wag very hot, and we had to
stop every ten minutes — it was
sheer hell. When we eventually
reached the top hut, we were
dehghted to see Gay Curren
wating for us, although to be
honest, we would have been
much more delighted to have
seen hom waiting at the bottom
hut! He had aroved to find no
cme at the car parck, so thinking
he was late, he headed straight
up 10 the bridge.

It was 12.30pm before we got
started on the achual work, and
with only two days allorted o
the work in toeal, it wasn't
looking promusing, We started
by stnpping back the old boards
and vemaoving the handrals,
then we replaced the rotten oak
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frames wath the new metal ones
We firted the rwo ar either end
fuese, and then one ak a tme
replaced the ones in between.
The work proceeded well
considering we had to stop
every few murutes to allow
people to ceoss — thar didn’t
bother us too much, as the day
was 3 scorcher and we werne
plad ot the httle breaks, Some
people were quite nervous
about crossing the brdge in the
stare it was i, i°s haed to blame
them, 1 have vo say i books an
awiul lot higher when there are
no handreails in place! By the
end of the day, we had all the
new trames in place and we
were ready fo start fitring the
new handrals, Shay, Pat and
Gy were heading home, while
Stephen and myselt had
decided to stay and camp
overmghe. Shay took the dead
bartery from the dnll and said
he would charge it ar home.
When the boys left, we set up
our tents beside the top huat,
which we decided to use as our
kitchen, We were just in the
muddle of conling cur meal
when we por a call trom Shay to
say he was down at the barrier
with the wrong key, and could
o of ws meet e ar the
bosttom of the track with che
nght one. Lockily tor me, 1 was
dong the cooking, so Stephen



