OUR CLUB

The Irish Road Club was formed in the Wicklow Hotel. Dublin. On April 18th, 1890. It was founded by a group of enthusiasts who wished to put Road Racing in the same pre-eminent position which Irish " Path" Racing then enjoyed. The first membership roll included some of the greatest names in the annals of Cycling-R. J. McCredy. founder of the Club, A. J. Faed Wilson, F. T. Bidlake. M. Dudley, T. W. Murphy. happily still hale and hearty, and a host of others.
From the beginning the Club was busy with the promotion of long distance Road Sport. A feature of those early days was the extra handicap allowance to users of solid tyres, though it must be recalled that a handicap race at that time was equivalent to what we call a competitor paced event. Even this is not an exact parallel. For in 1890 one could take pace from non-competitors or organised " pacers." It was not until some years had-elapsed that the Time Trial system of racing was evolved.

Despite all difficulties, however, in the way of indifferent road surfaces, and the vulnerability of the first pneumatic tyres. The Club made great strides, and it was not long before it could count itself a nationwide organisation. All over Ireland hard riding roadmen were to be found battling for the beautiful Standard Medals of the I.R.C.. and various relaxations in the standard times were made for riders who could only compete over the extremely bad roads in the less highly populated districts.

In 1894 a Northern Centre was formed at Belfast. Soon recognition was forthcoming from the road fraternity in England and many invitations to compete in the great Classics were extended to Road Club cracks, a practice which was continued right up to 1939, and which was revived early this season.

Through the years that followed, despite many periods of misfortune and financial stress, the Club continued to cater for those who followed the road game, and races at all distances up to 24 hours were promoted annually. The Northern Centre has one time-honoured exception to the usual recognised road distances-their famous Belfast-Dublin and back. Competition in I.R.C. events is always keen, for the Club is the proud possessor of one of the most valuable collections of Sporting Trophies to be found anywhere and it is an honour to have one's name added to anyone of them. For on these beautiful awards appear the names of almost every great Irish Racing Cyclist since 1890. Proud, indeed is the winner of an Irish Road Club event, for he thereby joins a very distinguished company.

To-morrow morning will see the renewal of another tremendous battle. for the Southern Centre Team will be defending the ancient Rudge Whitworth Trophy in the Annual Inter-Centre 50 mile Time Trial, and- the Northern boys will be all out to recapture it for the Belfast sideboard.

In the meantime, we are celebrating -the Diamond Jubilee Year by putting on the biggest Indoor Cycling Show ever seen in Dublin, and hoping to prove that we are true to the traditions of the Club. For any financial gain from our efforts to-night will be devoted to the object for which the Club was founded so long ago-the promotion of fast and long distance Cycling on Irish roads.
Perhaps if R. J. McCredy and all those others could be with us to night, they would be proud of their grand old Club. 

	HOW TO JOIN THE IRISH ROAD CLUB IN 1910 



	This is a story of a Mr R.L Chapman who became a member of the Irish Road Club in 1910 and went on to be a senior man on the committee.

In those day there was a qualifying ride to do before you could gain membership to the club (life got very easy) you had the choice of whether to ride a 100 miles in 12 hours or 150 in 24 hours. Many thanks, to Mr Chapmans son, how in his seventies for giving us this information, also Phil O'Brien who is trusted to mind this excellent storey. I hope you enjoy this story the words are all written in Mr Chapman hand I just typed them so we could read it easily. The astir *shows the name now a days. So we begin.

May 1910 4th Cycled over to Clontarf before going into business to see wreck of goods train 3/5/10 climbed up embankment at Watson's nurseries, which train had rolled down trucks and wagons not much damaged. Engine remained on line. Accident caused by breakage of an axle. 7th Sat. Qualifying ride for membership of the Irish Road Club 100 miles in 12 hours or 150 in 24 Timed by Mr Galavan at GPO 3pm thence against strong head wind through Park, along lower road to Lucan, Leixlip, Maynooth, Enfield to Kinnigad 40 miles Road fairly level, but uninteresting. Kept up aft 12 mph to this point, where had some provisions, thence to Mullingar 10 miles distant over flat road. Heavy rain before reaching latter in dark about 8pm. Got timed at Police Station and left for Dublin about 8.45pm making mistake of not taking anything to eat. Had acetylene lamp but took wrong turn in dark and sain I got to Killucan where had to hoist machine over railway crossing gates. Found road for Kinnegad and thence back to Enfield, where got attack of "Hunger Horrors". Country in pitch darkness, hardly a light anywhere. Has to recharge lamp at Kilcock an unpleasant job in the wet. Near Leixlip followed telegraph poles along wide road, downhill. Gate up suddenly in front and machine began to bounce over rough ground. Jumped off and retraced back to right road. Was told quarry with 40-foot drop at far side of gate. Rain had now stopped but roads very sloppy. Felt inclined to fall off and go to sleep. Beyond Lucan had great difficulty in keeping awake only sensation of falling off woke me. Time was nearly up, but was too weary to hurry. It got daylight by the time reached Dublin. Was 5 mins over the 12 hours.

23/7/1910 Sat 24 Hours Time Trail Irish Road Club Not yet qualified for membership of I.R.C., decided to combine qualifying run with an attempt to win one of the clubs medals. Took off mudguards from bike to reduce windage also what remained off gear case. After few hours of sleep and light meal set off for G.P.O. carrying with me a bottle of cold tea and some biscuits. Galavan timed me at 12 might and set off for Maryboro. According to rules of club same route must not be covered more than twice-in 24 hours time trial i.e. 2 out and home journeys. Rides must also have a time or to be signed at places enroute preferably at a Post Office or Police Station. This latter is very necessary as it is not an unknown thing for a fast ride to have been accomplished with the assistance of the Railway. Footh path riding or taking pace is barred. Made good steady pace to Naas the first check. Road mostly uphill with light breeze against me. Found Doctor was only about and after nearly delay, got signed and on road again. Very nearly on road again in actual fact, for struck brick leaving town. Bad but level road to Newbridge and thence out onto Curragh where it began to get daylight. Rode through flood in hollow on road, getting considerably wet. At Kildare had to get checked again. No one about except sleepy porter at Railway Station who suggested taking train as easiest way. Lost another hr. Road out of Kildare to Monastervin bad and windswept. It follows course of Railway most of way. Saw train and wished was in it, as could go to sleep then. Peculiar how this feeling always attacks me as day is breaking. Another half hour and the rider is quite fresh again. Sheltered from heavy shower outside Monastervin, where had to get signed again.

Roads bad and very muddy after rain, which did not last long. At far side of village crossed River Barrow. Pretty view up and down stream. Banks well wooded. Undulating road to Maryboro 12 miles, passing small pinewoods and ditches filled with Meadow Sweet. There are not many fields, mostly open heath, in fact this part of the country is known as "The Great Heath of Maryboro". Found road, though surface bumpy, very fast and got to Maryboro about 6.30am covering the 12 miles in 40 mins. Got signed in by shopkeeper and turned back for Dublin 50 miles distant. Turned out fine day after rain, cloudy but clear. With light wind behind made fast run to Monastervan and on through Kildare and Naas. Made mistake of using saddle cover and got very saddle sore on run back. Stopped few minutes near Rathcoole for refreshments. Found cold tea with milk and sugar, splendid thirst quencher. From Rathcoole quick run downhill through Inchicore and along Quays to Irish Cyclist Office in Middle Abbey St where was checked by Mr Brown at 10.30am with 100 miles to my credit. Run back to Maryboro was slow as was suffering badly from saddle soreness. Was delayed nearly ½ hr at hotel in Monastervan waiting on glass of milk and biscuits. Reached Maryboro about 4.30pm and got signed at Post Office. Town was crowded with country people and carts, very different to its deserted appearance in the early morning. Made quick time back to Naas in spite of saddle trouble. After Naas got so bad that had to take things much easier. Gave up hope of getting silver medal as could scarcely sit on saddle. Very disappointing as did not feel very tired and was quite equal to another 40 miles. Reached G.P.O. at 9.30pm just at dark, got signed and returned home to tea and bed, feeling little worse of long run of 206 miles. Had no trouble with bike. Not knowing roads well chose a rather hilly route, 100 mile course from Leixlip through Enfield, Kinnegad, Rochford Bridge, Cushina, Rathangan, Edenderry to Enfield and Leixlip is much more level and that generally used by Road Club Men.

Total mileage for month 720. Longest run 210 miles 


	Over the Top weekend 1923 



	This is another Story by Mr R.L Chapman he has named it "Over the TOP weekend" This tale begins on Saturday 24th of March 1923 (not today or yesterday) these were some men.
It start’s. 
Left home with CV. for Donnybrook our starting point and for once arrived punctual to the minute 3pm.No one there 10 min’s later MH arrived minus cape or any impediment. Had only come to see us off. At 3.15 no one else having put in a appearance set off. Near Stillorgan were overtaken by Finn and O’Brien on real speed irons and with luggage of microscopic dimension. At Cabinteely MH’s tyre obligingly sat down and gave us heavy weights an opportunity of going on at a more leisurely pace. Weather was fine but steady southeasterly wind made progress rather heavy. Plenty of primroses in Glen of the Downes and near Ashford pulled up in usual place in woods near Ashford for tea. Others including Oakes who had started late passed by were  somewhat indignant at idea of stopping so early for tea. In fact they intended to go right through to Aughrim. Had some difficulty with fire as rain of night before had left everything damp. 1½ hours later saw us on the road just as night came on. Wind had fallen so made good time to Ashford and over the bumpy road to Rathnew. From  this to Glenealy road was rather stoney. Lit up at the sawmills, from which had to go much easier owing to road being covered with loose stones. Some moonlight, so were able to see something of the country. Walked hill through Rathdrum, thence easy down the drop to Ballinaclash. Long ascent and descent from thence proved easy except for loose stones. Lamp failed just as reached Aughrim about 9 pm. 1½ hours after others who were just finishing tea. Felt a bit hungry so had some bacon and eggs as an appetiser. Walk after tea, as night was cold then yarns over the fire until 12.30 am . Oakes bed being in applepie order could not get to sleep for some time as his room adjoined ours, also 2 waterfalls and an ambitious cock in yard below made further disgruntled noises. 53 Miles for day.

CVs saddle broke and others were troubled with punctures.

  
Sunday 25th March 1923 

Up at 8.30 am to find it misting rain. Had a walk before breakfast views very pretty. Clouds just lifting from mountains summits. Strong westerly wind blowing. Saw field of apparently wild daffodils near station. After breakfast packed up. O’Briens tyre flat but same did not cause much delay. Got off 10.30 am . Fast going before wind up hills for Ballinaclash . Bang! Made for ditch thinking was an ambush. Only O’Briens tyre singing “Hymn of Hake” 3” slit in tube so left fast brigade so help and continued.  Beautiful view on descent into Clash of mountains about Glenmalure. Weather had taken up lovely and sunny. Very fine cycling up Glenmalure, but strong headwind.
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Stopped at side beyond Drumgoff and got fire going for lunch. Loads of sticks here. Had finished own lunch before others arrived. More punctures. After lunch felt like remaining where we were. Scenery so lovely and seen under best weather conditions. Warm sun too made us lazy. Was hard to realise it was March. Only last April were frozen and nearly blown out of same valley. However had to get on with it, so pushed up the last mile or so of road against very strong headwind.
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Oakes went ahead to take snap going through Ford. Knew something of it from previous experience so let others go in front. Water 1-foot deep stones rough 3 glorious splashes photographer so surprised forgot to press button. However they were so keen on having their photo taken at ford that they stood in river for 5 minutes while I got camera out.  Road petered out ¼ mile on and real climb commenced. Rough stoney track boggy in places and evidently a watercourse. Beautiful view down valley. Had to carry machines over several boulder strewn mountains  ½ mile or so up came to remains of wood in hollow mountain side. Pretty spot with fine view down valley. Deep ravine to left stream far below. Had a rest here. Track mostly grass from this and boggy in places plenty more streams to cross. Gradient not severe but continuous and heavy going tiring. Had another halt near one of numerous “Tops” which crossed. View superb down valley of Glenmalure . Road and houses far away being of microcosmic dimensions. Mountains every where their summits weather worn. Plenty of peat about. Too cold to stay long. Another ½ mile push and reached the real top 2266 feet above sea level after 3 hours work. Splendid view westward of mountain plain. North mostly mountain tops, East Glenmalure and South Lugnaquilla . Easy descent after 1 mile over grass groan track way built up for military use to Glenmale. Whole place littered with burst shells and shell holes as crossed the Artillery ranges. Finn saw deserted 18 pounder down a ravine. Climbed down only to discover it was a tree trunk projecting from a dugout, the work of some wag. Reached ridable but grass-grown road at Knocknamumon a place which figures on the map but nowhere else. Scenery pretty but not to be compared with far side.
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Freewheel having gone out of action all helped at investigation springs out of action so jammed it up with bits of paper fastener from Oakes repair outfit. Wonderful the things Oaks has in his repair outfit. Machine now propellable as semi fixed wheel. Had to follow pedals round for fear of knocking out bits of fastener. Result lurid pedalling 61 downhill’s. Way barred by 2 more streams, tributaries of the Slaney. Got across first dry shoes, second had to scramble through 1 foot of water. More wet feet.

Not sure of way so sent O’Brien back to some locals for information. Found 3 soldiers with loaded rifles had been spectators of our fording the stream. Wonder they didn’t take us for Repub. Very hilly road to Donard. Fine views of mountains with huge fire burning on their slopes. Crossed main road to poolaphuca and lit up getting dark ,but plenty of moonlight. Fair road to Dunlavin and thence mostly falling gradient to Brannixtown Bridge on Liffey. Road rather stony and feared more punctures as were travelling fast. A few miles further reached main Kilcullen Naas road. Surface excellent so hopped it to Naas and tea at 9.30pm.Got away 10.15.Easy run home but very bumpy. Smashed up lamp Went in by Terenune to avoid passing Barracks getting in at 12  feeling A1. 64 miles 
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You will have to get your magnifying glass for this one.

	Tour in Kerry May 1915 



	extract from one of the late R.L Chapman Journals

Saturday 8th 
Terrible rush over to Kingbridge to catch the 6.40am train for South, then long wait for train to start, which it eventually did 3 quarters of a hour late. Scorching hot day could not see much owning to heat haze. Changed at Mallow into local train for Killarney. Scenery from this on rather pretty approaching Killarney got fine views of the mountains. On leaving station was pounced on be Sgt of Police who gave warning of penalties for taking photographs in prohibited areas. Having assured Sgt that I was not going to enter prohibited areas to take photos and also had no connection whatever with Germany. Loaded up bicycle and rode into the town to buy provisions. Town is uninteresting and outskirts mostly consist of high walls shutting out the scenery. Most of shops seem to exist on the sale of curios and local views to tourist.

Was much pester with hotel touts and on leaving by beggars. Rather bumpy, but pretty tree shaded road to Muckross, crossing river laune where there is good view up and down stream. Road was walled in on both sides and trees prevented anything but occasional glimpse of mountains. At entrance to Muckross Demesne paid 1/- (shilling admission and cycled down avenue leading to Dinis. Magnificent view of part of lower lake with several tree clad islands in foreground. Shore of lake beautifully wooded. On far side more woods running up sides of the Tormies Mountain. From this on avenue ran through woods. Surface good, but some very steep up and down pitches, with sharp turns. Vehicles and bicycles are only allowed to travel in one direction, a necessary precaution on account of the narrowness of the road. Passed close to ivy covered ruin of Muckross Abbey, then through lovely woods with occasional glimpses of lower lake to Torc or middle lake where stopped to see the Colleen Bawn Rock which is just off lake shore and close to road. Fine views, across the water of the woods and Torc Mangerton Mountains. Torc Lake is smallest of the 3 lakes and is about 2 miles long by 1 broad. It is surrounded on all sides by beautiful woods.

Regaining road cycled along the peninsula or narrow neck of land, which divides this lake from the lower lake, to Brickeen Bridge a most picturesque one arch structure connecting Dinis Island with the mainland. Spent some time scrambling through the woods and falling over rocks in an endeavor to get a good photograph. A short distance further reached end of Island at Dinis Cottage. Palms grow out in the open giving the place quit a tropical appearance. Close to the cottage is the meeting of the Waters and the old Weir Bridge. Scenery is quite equal to all that has been written about it. After a stroll around the various walks, crossed the wooden bridge to the mainland and made for the public road. Some splendid trees here on the avenue side.

Very steep pitch to main road by which returned to Killarney. Road rather bumpy and very dusty. It runs through woods nearly all the way but views are hidden by high walls. Reaching Killarney again, found the streets packed with little spring-less donkey carts with small wheels and sort of short shafts projecting at back. Left town by Tralee Road which was very rough for first few miles. Country was at first rather hilly but treeless, though judging by number of white washed cottages about, well populated. Near Farranfore Station found large nail in front tyre, but as leak was not bad was able to get on without mending it. From this in road was level and fairly good, but country was flat and uninteresting so started to ride fast, being spurred on by sight of a motor in front. Could not manage to catch it up, but it never got out of sight, so felt were even, leaving out the dust, of which got a good mouthful. Was so occupied in following car that failed to notice Gortathea where was to have stopped to see some relatives of. A few miles further bumped along between rows of dirty cottages with the accompanying pigs and fowl in front into Tralee which is a town. Put up at small hotel where had a good tea except for meat which had a smell.

However, was to hungry to worry, so smell and all went down. While at tea a redheaded man from Cork came in and with a choice accent, announced his intention of not filling up any Registration Forms for the Police. He needn't have worried for he was already well known to them. Took walk through town before going to bed. It has some fine shops and quite a respectable looking courthouse. Turned cool in evening after sun had gone down in a blaze of gold in the West, and a promised another fine day in the morrow. Returned to bed about 11pm. It was a feather bed and very comfortable. In spite of "meat" or "make" as Cork-man called it, slept the sleep of the just and often the unjust. Photos E 508.509.510 Mileage for Day 38 miles.

Sunday 9th May 1915 Was awakened by sounds of vigorous cross-examination under my bedroom window. The rich Kerry brogue of an R.I.L. man trying to find out all about the "s" and the proprietress's answers, which were to say the least of them, not lacking in imagination, were highly amusing. After breakfast retired to stable at to mend the puncture in front wheel. The day was a scorcher, cloudless sky and blazing sunshine which made the narrow lane at the back like a furnace. The puddles in the lane after the manners of soda water and generally there was a small seminiscent of the "Main Drainage". Perhaps it was. Aided by the smells and a distant chorus of Kerry with there "Go on Jeremiah's" I'll hit you a slap in the face got puncture mended in second time and prepared to depart. Alas not allowed for who waylaid me and for two hours had to listen to all the family history and ailments, not to mention attempts to elicit a similar account from me. Got off at last about 11.17 and left town by Dingle Road, in scorching heat with the lofty Slieve Mish Mountains looming up through the haze in front. Followed ship canal, a narrow waterway to Blennorville about 2 miles out. In spite of its name there is nothing French about it, but the lines of the Tralee and Dingle Light Railway reminded me of the Dublin and Blessington Steam Tram. 

East wind behind was a great help so got along at a good pace. Road was undulating and surface rather course. Country seemed very treeless but scenery was fine. The brown slopes of the mountains rising sleeply inland with the blue waters and yellow sands of Tralee Bay to the right. The railway ran alongside the road nearly all the way, but did not see any trains. At every village and farm the colleens were out dressed in their best and pushed up on the mud walls which are the boundaries of the fields. They were not at all bashful about giving you "The Time of Day". Left railway behind near Stradbally. Fine view of Brandon Bay and the low lying peninsula with its arc of yellow sand stretching out to Rough Point. Brandon Mountain in front was hidden in haze. Road gradually curved inland and commenced to rise. It was very narrow and in placed rather stoney, were not severe. Absolutely no shade of any kind so stopped frequently to cool down. Had a light meal beside little bridge over a foaming stream which tumbled down over the rocks. Some very steep looking mountains further up the valley. Colouring was very rich, all shades of greens and deep browns with a hazy blue overhead. Ascent of Connor Pass commenced now in no uncertain manner, so walked. Ascended higher and higher till road was running along side of mountain, with a great drop to valley down below. Floor of this valley was studded with little lakes which reflected the sunlight like molten silver. 

On far side was white ribbon of a road winding up and over the hazy mountains which hemmed the valley in. On a clear day, this would be a magnificent view. Short distance further at a bridge, left bike and followed a stream which formed some pretty waterfalls to a small lake "Lough Doon" a short distance away. Cliffs on further side rose up sheer from waters-edge several hundreds of feet. The whole effect with the reflections on the lake was marvellors. Feet felt as if they were shut up in shoes, 4 sizes too small (Result of wearing new shoes) so bathed them in water which was icy cold. Returning to road, reached top of Pass in about ½ Mile. Surface a mass of loose stones. Road was cut out of mountain side in places with rocks and cliffs rising straight up from it. Got into some conversation with locals. Told me it was "A Devil of a spot in winter nothing but rain, but seldom any snow". As summit was sort of cutting, then descent commenced very sleepy getting down the 1100 feet to Dingle the coast in front in about 4 miles. Road was narrow and surface rocks so with bumping about was unable to admire scenery. Apparently the road past of it admissed me, for got some slaps on the back and not that part usually slapped by your friends. Hut was quite powerful enough to hold machine in, but got fearfully hot, with resultant odour. Locals evidently. It smells like a motor bike but it don't look like one. Reached Dingle safe and sore and ascended the steep main street which would have been the better of a good cleaning, put up at B Hotel which was very comfortable. 

After tea listened to a gramaphone and stories of the other guests. Were all very thirsty and have several glasses of water each. One individual seemed greatly amused at this and asked us didn't we like the flavour of the water. He then informed us, that the water passed through the cemetery opposite. No more water. Before turning in, went for stroll alongside harbour, a land locked bay surrounded with low grassy hills.

Photo E 511. Mileage for day. 29 miles.

Monday 10th May 1915. Weather still A1. Cloudless blue sky. Blazing sunshine and little wind. After breakfast tightened up back wheel which had got a little loose. Brake of coaster nut kept Evidently lubricant had all been burnt out or dried up. Tried ordinary oil, but it was useless. Left by Castlemaine Road which ran some distance inland. Surface bumpy. Plenty of hills, but none very steep. Country still treeless but grand views of regular wall of brown coloured mountains, with tiny white cottages at their feet, running parallel to road. Brilliant sunshine showed up every crevasse and fissure on the slopes.

Railway ran alongside road for about 6 or 7 miles till coming to a valley, it made a great circle inland, road also made a sweep round. This valley was a mass of gorge, all in flower. Very hilly from this on to little village, of Anascaul, about 4 miles further. This appeared to be a poverty stricken spot. Mud walls and thatched roofs, but was able to buy a good supply of chocolate in a shop where the hens were running in and out of the door. Main road has considerable rise over a hill, so turned down narrow by-road to right. Steep descent. Road very rough. Came out on sea-coast which road now followed, winding along side of hill of loose red coloured stones called the Red Cliff. In places there had been landslides, which did not improve the going.

Uninterrupted view of the sea and coast opposite, but mountains were somewhat hidden by heat haze. Sea looked so inviting and day was so hot, that would have liked to bathe, especially as there were some lovely little strands about. Reached main road again near where low lying spit of land called the Inch juts out for 3 miles into Dingle Bay. On the opposite coast another low-lying promontory nearly blocks nearly blocks the entrance to the shallow Castlemaine Harbour, which is really a bay. It is only a miles row in a boat from shore to shore, but over 20 miles round by road. The Main Road was level and narrow. It ran close to the shore of Castlemaine Harbour most of the way, with the Slieve Mish Mountains inland. The long straight stretches were rather monotonous except for the numbers of little whitewashed cottages passed. Near all of these, there was a plentiful collection of fowl, not to mention an old dog asleep in the road. The former fly in all directions but the safe one, while the later takes a perfect delight in chasing the unfortunate cyclist. To go slow, means that the dog gets you, to go fast means that you get the hens, usually, 5/- each. Except for these little diversions, got along splendidly as there were no hills worth talking of.

Surface was fair till some miles before reaching Castlemaine. Here the road was a mass of hills and hollows. Reached the village feeling as if had been riding a bucking horse. From this to Killorglan was fairly level, but expect for some pretty woods near Milltown and a good view of the River Laune at Killorglin was uninteresting. The road is narrow and rather rough. Passed numbers of little donkey carts driven by old women with shawls over their heads. On the Laune was one of those curious shaped boats know as a Coracal, which is peculiar to this part of the country. These rowboats have long sloping bows, which project, out some distance over the water, and narrow sterns. The river is tidal and fairly wide here and is crossed by a long stone bridge after which is a very steep hill up the main street. The town was crowded with old women and queer looking men not to mention dogs and pigs all four of which prefer the road to the footpath. Killorglin is therefore no cyclist's paradise. The road on to Glenbeigh was difficult to find, as exit from the town was a narrow lane. Found it at length and crossing railway line headed west. Strong head wind had sprung up and road was rough and strong and very exposed (no hedges or trees). In front and to the left were grand views of mountains which was slowly approaching. Near Carragh Lake were some curious shaped hills with higher mountains in the background and the river Carragh running through a stony ravine close to the road. Crossed latter a mile or two further on, by substantial stone bridge where there is good a view of the river estuary and Rossbehy Creek beyond, but the mountains and coast of the Dingle Peninsula were hidden in a haze. 

A mile or two further reached the little village of Glenbeigh, behind which was a hill covered with dead and broken pine trees, as if a tornado had struck it. The air was filled with smoke from a large fire on a hill close by. Had tea at hotel in village, then pushed on over a better road which gradually ascends valley of a little river to Mountain Stage station. Scenery was lovely. First low hills covered with pine trees, then sweeping panorama of mountains which seemed both high and steep. Passing the station, road rounded Hill and then came out high above seacoast, both it and railway line being carried on a series of ledges. In spite of the haze the scenery was splendid, high cliffs and mountains with a great sweep of coastline. Road surface was splendid also, till few miles further turned inland again up another wild mountain valley near Kells. Great views as road was high up on hills on one side of valley and could look down on the stream and woods far below. The ascent to Kells Station was easily ride able, then followed a long descent over a rather stony road and through a desolate and deserted treeless waste of bogs and hills. Shortly after crossing D Bridge came in sight of the Valintia River, which is an estuary of the sea. Another mile or so, crossing a very picturesque old bridge with a deserted mill close by and was in Cahirciveen just as sun was setting. The town was of the usual Irish variety with a long main street, but it had a huge R.C. Church. After leaving bike at hotel strolled out to the outskirts and watched or rather listened to a football match, which was very amusing, as all the participants spent most of their energy in calling out advice to each other in their strong Kerry accent and phraseology. Photo E 512. Days run. 61 miles

Tuesday 11th may 1915 A dull morning with southeast wind blowing and every appearance of rain. After breakfast spent nearly 1½ hours looking for someone to get my bicycle out of the shed in which it was locked. Eventually after much searching one of the servants discovered the key. After loading up, cycled back to the old bridge and mill, which had passed on previous evening. Tried to get a photograph but light was too dull for satisfactory result. To judge by the trees which were quite leafless the season might have been mid-winter. Had come with idea of seeing Kerry in fresh green of spring, but every where the trees appeared to be rather backward though saw man cutting grass in several places. Passing through Cahaveen followed Waterville road, which was dull and uninteresting and had a surface of huge holes and hollows interspersed with rocky pinnacles. After tiring and uninteresting ride reached Waterville. Road ran through barbed wire enclosure with solders on guard at each end.

On reaching far end was stopped by an R.I.C man with a Kerry brogue "Where do you come from and where are you going?" "What is your name?" "Where do you live?" "What is your business?" "What are you doing down here?" "Your are on a cycling tour" And why are you on a cycle tour?" "So your cycling for pleasure" "And why are you doing it now" "So you have to take your holidays when you get them" Having answered all these questions to his satisfaction, the sergeant informed me that I might proceed. "I must apologize for stopping you and asking you so many questions but we have to do it, because you might be a German shy" " However I wish you good day and a pleasant journey" I Assured the worthy man that it was a pleasure to answer his questions and went on. Wonder does it ever occur to the authorities that German spies are hardly likely to walk into a barbed wire enclosure visible a mile off with out being able to satisfy the police that they are all right. Passed through the town of Waterville, which seems to consist of several large hotels and one or two shops and a post office. Had heard that scenery here is grand, but was unable to see it as rain came down and blotted out all but the immediate surroundings. Road had a very good surface and ascent of the Coomaista Pass was splendidly graded. 

In order not to miss any views, walked the whole of it and was rewarded with an occasional glimpse of country spread out like a map below, with shadowy mountains and a suspicion of island studded sea. On descent road was very narrow but had splendid surface. Went down very fast reaching where road for the seat of the O'Connell's branches off. Plugged on mile after mile through mud and driving rain, which hid everything. After climbing an ascent which is reckoned as a pass had a fine freewheel down in to the little village of Sneem. Went to only hotel could see and asked for some dinner. Was told could only have a chop and bread and butter and tea. This elaborate meal took an hour to prepare and cost 2/6. Refreshed in body and lightened in pocket, pushed on along narrow undulating roads past Parknasilla where there were some beautiful woods and s''ps in flower, but did not stop as it was still pouring and haze hid everything any distance off. Some miles further over a switch back y road, reaching the Backwater River. Rain had stopped and was able admire the splendid woods through which road ran and the river estuary below and its steep tree clad slopes. The water here had one of deepest blue shades, have ever seen and contrasting with the bright green foliage made quite a tropical picture. There is descent and sharp turn over bridge and then short ascent through woods. 

Remainder of run to Kenmare was not particularly interesting. Reaching the town in the evening and deciding that the Gt Southern Hotel was no place for a muddy cyclist, pit up at a less pretentious establishment. Was given tea in a huge barrack of a room decorated with faded photographs and whiskey advertisements. The tablecloth had apparently done duty for a couple of years at least without washing, but there was plenty to eat and had a very comfortable bed. There seemed to be no one else in the hotel except the boots and waiter who spent their time arguing over the sinking of the Lusitania . To judge by their shouts they were apparently just about to fight, but though they were at it until the small hours, they apparently never reached that stage. Before turning in for the night, had a walk round the outskirts of the town, which are very pretty and l wooded. Photo E513 Days run 51 miles.

Wednesday 12th may 1915 Was awakened about 6am by a shout of "I don't agree wid you at all" out side my bedroom door and then angry voices receding in the distance. Took some time before realized that it was only the 2 friends of the night before, beginning early. Got up about 8am. Had breakfast in the barrack. Same dirty tablecloth. Dull morning and strong wind. Determined if possible to reach Glengariffe for night. Fine view from suspension Bridge of the wooded shores of the Kenmare river, which is a long sea fiord. Was taking photograph of this bridge, when observed a portly gentleman hurrying down his garden in a great state of agitation "What are you doing" he called out "don't you know that taking photographs on the coast is forbidden ". Explained to him this was not the coast and that picture postcard s of the bridge were on sale less that ½ mile away. After making a great fuss and saying he was a magistrate, an English one to judge by his accent, he retired and left me in peace. The road which at first ran through woods, had a good surface and was fairly level. It ran close to the shore of the Kenmare fiord, but owing to the dull day the views were not at their best. After a quick run, reached Clonee Lake where there is a fine view up the mountain valley The lake is very pretty too. Came on to rain, so pushed on for Kilmakilloge harbor. Took inland road by mistake, the other runs round the coast. This road had stiff rise through the heather covered hills to 600 feet up, most of which had to walk, but there was splendid view of the fiord and opposite coast at Parknasilla.

Crossing summit came in sight of a regular fairyland of mountains glens and woods. Descent was steep and rough. Passed through a dense wood and across a beautiful little stream and emerged on the shore of the harbor. In spit of the rain, it was one of the prettiest views have seen. The calm water reflecting every tree and rock. Rocky promontories with dense clumps of pines projected out into water. Where the shore was not tree clad it was covered with furze in full bloom. Further on the water disappeared inland amongst the soft hazy looking mountains. A picturesque looking bridge completed the picture. Spent some time here, then proceeded over a narrow and very muddy road. Rain came down heavily and wind being adverse it was hard going, but scenery or as much as could see of it, was grand. Glimpses of the sea with rocky bays and in the far distance the islands off Darrynane, with headland after headland stretching away to the far off Skelling rocks. Inland mountains and valleys all dotted over with small farms and stone fenced fields. Was now in Co. Cork and road became very poor. Got very hungry, but decided to wait until reached Castletown Berehaven before having a meal. Passing through small village of Fyeries where there is a splendid view seawards, road descended to a bridge and then commenced long tiring climb inland passing through the Sliene Miskisk Mountains. 

Found descent to town both steep and slippery. Rain lashed down the deserted streets. Tried one place after another for tea without success, till chanced on a small house some distance away from the harbour. While at tea, expected a visit from the police but did not see a sinner. Was still raining when left for Glengariffe some 22 miles off, so did not see anything of the town or its surroundings. Perhaps it was just as well for a camera and stand are suspicious objects at a naval station. Road was not too bad and with wind behind made fast going to Adrigoole. There was nothing else to do, for the driving rain hid the scenery and it was getting late. Here two stalwart members of the R.I.C compelled a halt and wanted all sorts of information. Informed them that it seemed great carelessness that the R.I.C should have allowed me into Castletown without any questions. For all they knew I might have been a German spy. They were so perturbed at this that they dabe me "good evening" and allowed me to depart without getting an answer to any of their questions. Road wound round the little Adrigoole Bay or harbour and then along an uninteresting stretch to the dreary hamlet of Fraprask. From this was a stiff climb up a bare hillside, followed by a winding descent and ascent past 2 small lakes and through rock cuttings. The rain had ceased and was able to get some wonderful views in the gathering dusk of rocky heights and little bays far below in the distance the lights of Glengariffe formed a welcome beacon. Rode slowly down this wonderful road and on past woods and little cottages. 

After what seemed some miles of woods, found was going uphill again so got off and waited for someone to come along. On making enquires found had passed all the hotels in the dark so returned and finding Roches the first Hotel, put up for night there.

Photo E514.515 and 516 days run 54 miles Thursday 13th May 1915 Regular gale blowing when got up. Beautiful view from bedroom window of hotel grounds and the bay with the Sugarloaf Mountain beyond. Expected stiff bills, as hotel was rather high class one, but it turned out to be moderate. Left after breakfast and cycled past Eccles Hotel to opposite side of bay. Beautiful mountain and woodland scenery with view of the island-studded bay at intervals. Was threatening rain so hurried back to village and taking turn to left commenced ascent to Turners Rock. Road gradually ascended through lovely oak woods and then coming out on mountainside turned around in a huge semicircle till was facing Glengariffe. Again magnificent views looking down on the tree clad valley hundreds of feet below and the bay and Garnish Island in the distance. To the right aw a great mass of bare mountains with their summits hidden in clouds. The road now turned back again and though gradient was easy, wind was so strong that had to walk. Reached summit 980 feet at Turners Rock Tunnel through which road passes. this tunnel marks division between Counties Cork and Kerry. 

The road was very wet from water dripping from the roof. Emerging on far side found everything looking quite bright and the sun trying to shine. A piercing wind was blowing, though nothing like so strong as on other side of Pass. Gradient was fairly gradual and as wind was adverse, had to pedal most of way down. Passed through one or two other short tunnels cut through rocks. Splendid views of the mountains which were quite clear of clouds. Near Kenmare saw very pretty little waterfall. Reached the town after 16 mile run from summit, nearly all downhill. This road is supposed to be a very good one, but though steam-rolled, found surface rather course. For motorcars and large tyred vehicles it would be excellent. Gradients are all ride able. One coming out of shop in Kenmare, found two R.I.C men waiting beside bike. Usual questions. They did not seem pleased when told them had stopped night in town without having to answer any questions and now that was only passing through had to answer nearly a dozen.

By time left the town sun was blazing hot, so took long climb to Windy Gap very quietly. Easy climb at first afterwards becoming steeper but all ride able. Country very bare and treeless after what had passed through. Nothing but mountains all round. Road at Gap is very narrow and shut in by walls of rock on both sides.

Descent followed over mass of loose stones. Great view of the Reeks to the right and the Owen Glen below. Road ran alongside Looscannagh Lough, a small lake hemmed in by great strong hills. Another short ascent followed, then came in sight of the celebrated Killarney Lakes. Such a change in the scenery, a turn in the road and the fare hills and bogs were left behind. Down below woods sloped away to the island-studded upper lake with more woods and the mountains beyond. Further off a long silver thread winding along with the graceful Torc Mountain on the right, marked the course of the Long Range. Road descended steeply with sharp turns. Surface was a mass of loose stones so went very slowly. Went for miles through woods with beautiful views of the Upper Lake and the mountains to the left. On the right high masses of fern-covered rock hemmed in the road. After some miles reached the level and pedalled along past the Longe Range getting a fine view of Eagles Nest Mountain. Another mile or so and pass the gateway to finishing the last few miles to Killarney between two stonewalls. Put up at the International Hotel, which turned out not very suitable for a cyclist with a big appetite. Photos E 517. 378. 519. 520 and 521. Days run 40 miles.

Friday 15th May 1915. Set off in morning for Gap of Dunloe. Weather A1. Was told that there had been no rain in Killarney al the week. Followed the road leading to Ross Castle 1 ½ miles distant. the castle consists of a square tower and few outworks. Set up at the part where the promintary or island of Ross joins the mainland. The castle is supposed to have been built about 14th century. It was surrendered by the Irish to the Cromellites under Ludlow who I order to attack it, had constructed and launched a ship on the lake. According to an Irish prophecy Ross would not be taken until it was attacked by a ship from the lake. A whole army of boatmen assured me it was a grand day for a tow, but put them off and got a ticket for the West Park. Admission to all places round Killarney is charge for. Cycled along the avenue, which was very rough and past the remains of a fine house (Kenmare House) which had recently been destroyed by fire. After a mile or so came in sight of the lake with the mountains and islands reflected in the calm water. 


