
THINGS BY THE WAY 

left at 6 P.M. The other three very kindly came to see me off. By 
this time the weather had broken. I left Grindelwald in torrents of 
rain, which rather softened the pain of separation. 

It was still raining in lnterlaken and very stuffy. After dinner I 
. was lucky enough to get a sleeper to Paris. By this time, Sunday, 
August 20, the clouds of war were gathering fast. People were hurry
ing home. I was nearly done out of my seat in the aircraft to London 
booked weeks before. Only the intervention of my French climbing 
friend, evidently high up in the French Air Ministry, prevented me 
from being left behind. 

Taking it as a whole, my holiday had not been such a failure as at 
first seemed inevitable. The awful barrenness of the first three weeks 
was largely compensated by the wonderful week of fine weather at the 
end which enabled me to climb nine peaks in six days and altogether 
fourteen new peaks in the whole twenty-eight days as well as three 
repetitions, seventeen in all. 

And so my last holiday ended as it had begun, and as this meeting 
will soon end, at the Dorchester. 

THINGS BY THE WAY 
BY GEORGE SALT 

R ead before the Alpine Club, February 5, 1946 

T can scarcely be denied that a man is rewarded by his recreation 
in proportion to the ability, the skill, and the interest that he 
applies to it. In what we, of this Club, consider to be one of the 

best of recreations, a certain ability, a minimum fitness of body and 
mind, is essential to success. As mountaineers, "\¥e know the value of 
skill, and have felt the physical joy that springs from a difficulty 
dexterously overcome. But beyond ability and skill, _which are re
warded by attainment and physical content, mountains giv~ back to 
us in proportion to the breadth and depth of intelligent interest we 
take to them. · 

That is no new thought. This Club has had, and has now, eminent 
members who have brought back from the mountains ideas and 
observations that have enriched literature, art, and science. T hey are 
the giants, and stand apart. But most of us, I imagine, are moved 
to write lyrically in our notebooks at least once a season, or to try to 
compose a photograph that shall be a work of art. And we have our 
private reward. Many of us pretend to a smattering of geology; and 
although we may not see in this ridge or that glacier what 'fyndall 
would have seen, we see enough to raise a lot of questions which is 
the usual end of a scientific observation. Some of us take a flora, and 
increase our pleasure in finding some high alpine bloom, or enjoy our
selves on an off day in a hunt for rare and beautiful things about the 
hotel or hut. 
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I t is because I am convinced of the value, in terms of recreation, 
of taking broad interests to the mountains, that I wish thi~ evening 
to draw your attention to an interest I take with me, and that gives me 
amusement and pleasure I am more than willing to share. 

The Ortler group is a good starting point. Of six of us who went 
there togetp.er, four were having their first season in the Alps. The 
region affords scope for snow and ice training, a number of easy and 
moderate ascents, and at least one excellent expedition. The Ortler 
is usually climbed from the Payer hut, an outing that calls for more 
exertion than skill. A more interesting route is that up the Hin
tereisgrat which provides a variety of passages, rock and snow, all 
within the powers of an apprentice party. With a stronger group, 
good vveather, and an early start, the best expedition is a ridge walk 
around the cirque formed by three peaks : westwards up the Hin
tereisgrat of the Ortler, a traverse to the south to Monte Zebru, and 
thence southwards and eastwards to a very beautiful mountain, the 
Konigsspitze . From there, one can either descend to the Cedeh 
Glacier for a snow trudge, or continue along the lower ridge for about 
two hours and leave the rocks near the Casati hut on the slopes of 
Monte Cevedale. 

On the occasion of which I speak, our party spent a week at the Cos ton 
hut, below the Hintereisgrat, and on August 27 walked up the Sulden 
Glacier and over the Eissee Pass on our way to Santa Caterina, Ponte di 
Legno, and eventually the Presanella group. The day was warm and 
we trudged upwards with heavy rucksacks in a state bordering on 
sleep-walking. Two or three hundred yards below the pass, I wakened 
enough to notice insects lying dead or moribund on the snow. A few · 
yards on, there were more ; and further up the whole glacier was 
closely speckled with them. Without straying from the route I noted 
the different kinds and picked up a few specimens for identification. 
There were thousands of aphids of two species, and hundreds of hover 
flies ; there were a· good many dragonflies, a few cabbage whites and 
Mamestra brassicae, and specimens of Tipulidae, Muscidae, and 
Ichneumonidae. 

Any naturalist will recognise here a typical community of a cabbage 
field. The ·aphids, butterflies and moths were cabbage eaters ; the 
hover flies in their larval stage are well known predators of aphids ; 
and the dragonflies were doubtless hawking the same prey. The one 
ichneumon that I picked up was a parasite of the hover flies. So far 
as I noted the species present (and selective observation is ruled out 
because the connexion did not occur to my stagnant mind until later) 
the whole fauna might have been swept from a cabbage field by a local 
vortex and carried up the valley until, perhaps meeting an opposing 
wind over the ridge, or perhaps becoming comatose in the cold air 
over the glacier, they all, large and small, predators, prey and parasites, 
settled on the ice and died. 

The insects of which I have just spoken were carried involun.tarily 
to the mountains. Others fly there deliberately aQ.d are found in 
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numbers, hovering about and above the summit rocks. Two mountains, 
many thousands of miles apart, are inseparably linked in my mind, 
simply because on the top of each I observed different but related 
species of insects. 

Mt. Edith near Banff, in the Canadian Rockies, is perhaps less well 
known to this Club than its more exciting neighbour, Louis. The 
two, together with a third point to which the maps give no name, are 
remnants of the same set of strata. They are only a few miles from 
Banff, and an early start from the Chalet of the Alpine Club of Canada 
leaves ample time for a doze on the top in the afternoon. Laurence 
Grassi and I went up a route on the E. face of Edith. We put on 
rubbers above the scree and followed the Z-shaped edge of a flattened 
buttress. The weather was superb, the rock warm, and the route 
afforded a good variety of chimney, wall, and slab. That is about all 
my notebook records of the climb because, when we reached the top, 
my attention was at once attracted to the insects flying about and 
above it. While my companion dozed comfortably between two stones, 
I did little but watch and try to count the Syrphidae, flying ants, 
Tachinids and Anthomyiids . that settled on the rock and buzzed 
about it. 

The Alpine peak linked in my mind with the Rocky mountain is the 
Aiguille du Peigne. Arriving in Chamonix two days before my friends 
were due, I engaged Alphonse Simond and we set. out from Montenvers 
to climb the Peigne. We followed the ordinary route on the side of the 
couloir to the Col du Peigne, and then the variant by way of the long 
chimney. The rock, as you know,. is granite, and a treat to touch. 
The summit is dominated by the Plan, but gives splendid views of the 
neighbouring peaks . . We descended the upper part of the mountain 
by the S .W. ridge in a series of long rappels, which I found most 
exhilarating ; the lo'\ver part by traversing to join the route of our 
ascent. 

On the Peigne, as on Mt. Edith, my attention was attracted to the 
flies that buzzed about the summit rocks. I could not catch any of them. 
It would not naturally occur to one to carry a net to the top of a 
Chamonix Aiguille. But there is no doubt that there were Syrphidae, 
they are easily recognised, and that there were a~so Ant4omyiids or 
Tachinids or both. 

These insects ·are predators and parasites in their larval stages, and 
could not possibly have developed on such exposed rocks. Impelled 
by some strange instinct they must have flown up ; perhaps only for 
an hour or two of sport about the summit before returning to their 
biological duties in the meadows ; perhaps to buzz out their lives in 
futility among the rocks. - Why they go there, no one knows ; and the 
opinions on this matter of members of the Alpine Club are probably 
at least as valid as those of Fellows of the Entomological Society. 

To fly about high things seems to be a common habit among the 
two-winged flies, and there are many records in the literature of the 
groups I have mentioned, as well as bot-flies, congregating about 
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Welsh and Lakeland summits and Cornish tors. On several occasions, 
flies of another family (the midges) have been reported as hovering 
about the spire of Salisbury Cathedral in such vast numbers that the 
grey, shifting swarm was mistaken for smoke. There is one fully 
documented account from Germany of a fire alarm being given, and 
of firemen climbing up a Holstein steeple, to find that the ' smoke ' 
was a swarm of flies. 

It would be a useful contribution to science if mountaineers would 
record such occurrences as I have mentioned. Entomologists would 
like to know whether they are a common phenomenon ; 'whether they 
occur simultaneously on different peaks under peculiar atmospheric 
conditions ; or whether only certain peaks, owing to their position, are 
favoured by insect visitors. Only mountaineers can ·provide the 
answers. I 

To this point, I have spoken of insects that were either unwilling 
exiles or merely tourists to the hills. There are, however, many true 
denizens of the upper regions of the Alps, some of them .so peculiarly 
fitted for life above the snowline that they are never found at low ·alti
tudes. Long lists of this alpine fauna have been drawn up from the 
Concordia Platz and from the upper Aletsch Glacier, and shorter but 
still considerable lists from the highest summits of the Alps ; Mont 
Blanc, Monte Rosa, and the Mnsteraarhorn among them. But I shall 
not weary you with a catalogue of the different beetles, moths, and flies 
that populate the peaks where mountaineers think they are alone. 

More interesting than a list of names, is the question of the mode of 
life of these hardy creatures. I will speak of . the problems of only 
one of them. Most of us have met the glacier flea. It is a small 
creature only 2 mm. long. It ~an be foun:d at times on any Alpine 
glacier: or snowfield, and occasionally it occurs in enormous numbers. 
Stein hock studied an area of several acres of the Mittelbe~gferner, on 
the Oetztaler plateau, where there was an average of 20 per square 
decimetre, which is more than 1 per square inch, or about 8 million 
per acre. 

For a long while, the food of these creatures remained unknown, 
but examination of their stomach contents shows that they feed on the 
pollen of conifers blown up from the valleys by the wind and deposited 
as a minute dust on the snow another reminder of the prodigality of 
nature. Although their food is now known, their physiology presents 
many unsolved problems. They are, of course, cold-blooded ; and 
being so small, and furnished with legs so short that their bodies drag 
on the snow, they must carry on their metabolic processes at a tem-
perature not much above the freezing point. · 

Next time you meet glacier fleas, do have a look at them. They are, 
of course, not fleas but springtails, an ancient group beside which the 
true fleas are upstarts. Springtails do not jump by means of their legs, 
which are short and weak, but by means of a forked spring doubled 
underneath the abdomen. Like all alpine insects, they are completely 
harmless to man. 
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The glacier fleas are not left to populate their rigorous habitat in 
peace. Death stalks among them in the form of a peculiar species of 
harvestman, Oligolophus glacialis, which differs from its lowland rela
tives in having a row of sharp spines upon its palps vvith which to 
catch the springtails, mantis-like, and feed upon them. 

There are many interesting passages in the natural history of high 
alpine insects, but I will not weary you with them now. Nor will I 
spend time on the creatures that climb luxuriously (as some of our 
species reach. the top of Snowdon or the Jungfraujoch) by living in or 
upon marmots ; or the others that find a comfortable billet in the stony 
wastes by living in the burrows of those warm-blooded creatures. 

My survey of the insects found on mountains would be incomplete 
without mention of one other aspect : the isolation provided by 
mountain tops. This is especially marked in the tropics, where 
mountains may rise into temperate or frigid conditions above the heat 
of the lowlands. Animals adapted to the cool upper regions are isolated 
by the tropical heat below as effectively as terrestrial animals living on 
an island are isolated by the water surrounding them. 

In 1926-27 I spent a year at Rio Frio, at the foot of the Sierra Nevada 
de Santa Marta. This is an isolated massif, not a part of the Andes, 
from which it has had a different geological history. It is separated 
from the nearest hills, the Sierra de Perija, which in any case are 
only about 9000 ft .. high, by broad valleys of low altitude and entirely 
tropical. The range rises rapidly, with little of the usual foothill 
formation, from mangrove swamps at sea level to a maximum height of 
18,770 ft. in a linear distance of only 30 miles. Animals inhabiting 
its lfpper regions are therefore quite separated from other mountain 
forms. 

I made three excursions into the Sierra Nevada, twice accompanied 
by a friend, and once alone. One of the excursions took t.ne through the 
Indian village of San Andres, a picturesque cluster of mud huts with 
a small population of so-called Arhuaco Indians. Only once did I 
break,out from the forested slopes into what are known as the paramos, 
rocky moors at ten or eleven thousand feet, in part barren, elsewhere 
with a curious and peculiar flora, including types characteristic of 
temperate · regions. 

On these high moors there occur many species of insects that had 
never been collected before. Their isolated habitat had allowed them 
to evolve along peculiar lines, and a high proportion of those I brought 
back were new to science. There was, for instance, a new variety of 
humble-bee, clothed in black and yellow hairs like those found in 
England and northwards to arctic regions ; and there were many new 
species of bees, flies, and beetles. It would profit nothing to show 
slides of those insects this evening. I have dragged in the Sierra 
Nevada de Santa Marta i:£?. order to make the point that mountaineers 
visiting isolated ranges can, if they will, contribute to scientific know
ledge with almost every specimen they care to bring back. 

This example also serves to complete my classification of the insects 
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found on mountains. I have mentioned four categories : those blown 
there involuntarily, those that fly there deliberately, those that live 
there, and those that have evolved there. 

It will not have escaped this informed audience that no mention has 
yet been made of any insect I have observed while actually in the course 
of a climb. Nor should I wish any remarks of mine to be taken to 
advocate an indulgence in wide interests, when the footing r.e.quires 
care. Perhaps the fact is that when one is going up anything difficult, 
one's mind is too concentrated to notice things by the way. I can recall 
only two occasions on which I observed anything entomological in 
the course of an ascent ; neither of them on a difficult pitch. 

The first tim~ I went up Slingsby's Chimney, there was a bird
dropping midway. I moved on past it ; but a protruding fragment 
of chitin had caught my eye, and I could not help wondering what 
beetle it was that bird had found so hard to digest. A minute later, 
after warning my companion, I moved down again and wrapped the 
specimen in my handkerchief for later examination. When he came 
up to me, Tom .Stephenson thought it was funny ; which was kind of 
him, for that side of Scafell was cold that day. I don't know whether 
it occurred to him to wonder whether I was sane enough to climb with. 

The second occasion was as splendid as the first was mundane. 
To round off a guideless season about Belalp, Gerard Ballance and I 
moved across to Wengen and engaged Hans Graf to lead us up the 
Silberhorn route of the Jungfrau. We left the Wengernalp at three 
in the afternoon; descended some 1500 ft. into the valley; and then 
moved up the lower buttresses o( the Jungfrau, across avalanche 
chutes, and along terraces, to the Silberhorn hut, which we reached at 
about seven o'clock. The hut is beautifully situated in the saddle 
between the Schwarz Monch and the Rot:brettgrat at a height ·of 266o m. 
Clouds were gathering to the N.E. and the weather seemed uncertain. 
It broke, violently, the next afternoon. We had the hut to ourselves, 
and spent a very comfortable night with a double ration of blankets. 

At half past four, we started across the hard snow slopes wearing 
crampons, worked up the rocks on the W. of the buttress, and came 
out on the ridge of the Silberhorn. We were forced to the eastwards, 
and spent .nearly two hours on unsatisfactory, friable rock ; but 
eventually moved back and made good time up the steep ice ridge. 
From the summit of the Silberhorn there were fine views in all direc
tions, and interesting profiles of the Eiger, Monch, and Jungfrau. 

From the Silberhorn, one descends to a splendid rock ridge, of sound 
granite, sweeping up to the ice beyond. Over this, Gerard and I fairly 
waltzed, having spent the previous week on the ridges about Belalp. 
It was thoroughly enjoyable. The ice wall at the end called suddenly 
for movement in another tempo and required care. Beyond, the angle 
flattened off, and we settled doggedly to the snow slopes of the western 
shoulder. The treat was over. The heat became oppressive. The 
still air waited for the first sounds of the coming· storm. 

A fluttering shadow passed over the snow. I looked up, to see a 
VOL. LV. NO. CCLXXIII 2 B 
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butterfly flitting along our route, and racing us, as it seemed, to the top. 
It was nothing exciting a com·mon tortoise-shell but its passage 
changed my mood, stirred my mind, and released a new set of thoughts. 
It was not for nothing that the Greek personification of Psyche, the 
mind or spirit, was represented as having butterfly wings. 

It is for this release of the mind, that things by the way are important. 
Whatev.er they are insects, flowers, rocks, clouds, colour, sounds
given the interest, they provide the stimulus for happy vacation musings. 
They have the power to double our recreation and to add to the joy 
of sitting on a summit in the sun. And (since we can never really 
recapture a physical joy, but only imagine that we remember it) it is 
these things that furnish the mind and memory for the years like these 
last when we cannot go, in body, to the mountains . 

. 

IN THE DOLOMITES WITH AN 
ORIENTALIST 

• 

BY J. B. JOYCE 

Read before the Alpi1:ze Club, February 19, 1946 

HIS occasion is probably, to me, the most auspicious and certainly 
the most difficult of my life. I consider it a very great honour 
to have been asked to give you this address. My qualifications 

as a mountaineer are few in comparison with many here, and, as a speaker, 
I humbly ask you to forgive my deficiencies. Having been during the 
six years of this war, first a doctor, secondly a soldier, and thirdly a 
mountaineer, I have come home with the happiest of memories of 
mountains abroad in war time finishing up with three months' 
climbing in the Dolomites. 

Certain controversial issues at home in relation to that basic branch 
of mountaineering, rock climbing, have given me cause to think if all is 
well and as it should be with this, to us, our greatest of sports. My only 
reasons for accepting this invitation to address you tonight, are first, 
my enthusiasm for mountains, and secondly, my apprehension for 
various states of affairs that I think are prevalent today, and which I 
think are wrong. It is these, to me, wrongs that I hope may be 
put to right through this address and through you. 

The controversial issues about which I wish to speak, having been 
in the Dolomites with an Orientalist, are intimately connected with the 
title of my address. These controversial issues are, I think you will 
agree : ( i) The classification and reclassification of our English, 
Welsh and Scottish climbs ; (ii) The uses and abuses of pitons; (iii) 
mountains and politics. 

I shall not say anything directly in this address in connexion with 
the political issue, except to ask you to think on it, after hearing my 
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