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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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address, perhaps with a refreshed outlook. And also, with this latter 
issue, the Press report that mountaineering is a military sport and as 
such is to be forbidden to Germans. Likewise skiing. On this matter, 
I ask you to think whether if mountaineering is only military we have 
a right to indulge in it. Surely mountaineering is a sport that will 
train any man for any occupation good or bad, and as such should not 
be denied to those over whom we rule at present. I hope my account 
of the Orientalists will cause you to think the same as myself in this 
very grave matter.1 

With regard to the classification and reclassification of our English, 
Welsh and Scottish climbs; it worried me greatly to think those so 
very appropriate and romantic words moderately difficult, severe, and 
very severe, which have meant so much to us as Englishmen in the 
past, are in danger from and even have been replaced by, to me anyhow, 
meaningless unstimulating grade numbers from I to VI, with their 
superiors and inferiors. Though it is the fashion today to break with 
tradition, let us think and think again if our ' leaders,' those tyros of 
past mountaineering days, have not chosen the route wisely, have not 
created something unique and complete in their original mountain 
nomenclature in this their method of classification of different standards 
of difficulty, of different mountain climbs. 

Concerning pitons, their uses . and abuses, I also wish you to think 
about this and see if you do not agree with me tpat there is more than 
one point of view, in the use of these peculiar articles of mountain 

• equtpment. 
And now to return to the Orientalists, or orientalisti as they are called 

in Italy. What are they ? . 
Before answering this question I will enumerate the ·fortunes of 

war : those days I have been able to spend climbing and skiing at the 
Government's and your expense, in order that you may appreciate from 
this rec:ord my physical and mental condition when I was so fortunate 
as to meet an Orientalist, so fortunate as to spend with him, a true and 
charming mountaineer, so many glorious days in Northern Italy and 
the Dolomites. . 

My wartime climbs and climbing were : the day war was declared, 
the Zinal Rothorn but not at your expense ; four days in Wales in 
September 1939 ; ten days in the Scottish mountains, 1940- 42; three 
long week ends in the Lake District, and three week ends in North 
Wales. 

In 1942- 43, Jebel El Skirra by the vV. buttress, near Medjez El Bab, 
my companion a Canadian doctor, our only witness a circling Messer
schmitt ; the E. buttress of Jebel Reccas near Tunis with a Frenchman, 
Professor Florey, President of the Tunis Alpine Club. This is a very 
beautiful and Dolomite-like climb classification, alas, Grade V. 
What a label ! Tres, tres difficile, ·Monsieur, was the Professor's 
description. Then, the Rocco di Navarro, a veritable miniature 

1 The· policy here criticised has, since this Paper was read, been subject to 
reconsideration. 

I 
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Matterhorn north of Mt. Etna, by the N. face, with my batman, 
ambulance driver, dental officer, staff sergeant and two corporals, all 
on one rope. The first ascent. Classification: very difficult with one 
pitch severe, surely a description with more meaning. 

Next, an attempt on Mt. Etna from Randazzo. Unfortunately the 
twenty hours at our disposal as soldiers and the extremely fatiguing 
volcanic dust and dirt defeated the expedition. The Straits of Messina 
were more important. Classification : a . . . something . . . sweat, 
in places, one step up and two down. 

I also put on record a little of my year spent as Medical Officer to 
the Mountain School, C.M.F. Six months near Benevento in the 
Matese mountains. This area was not a great success for a school of 
mountaineering ; although in winter the Matese mountains are snow
covered, they are, in the summer, poor in comparison w!th our English 
mountains. Our President, Mr. Amery, rescued the Mountain School 

· and the very few mountaineers on the staff from trying to teach and 
stimulate soldiers to mountain ways in almost non-mountainous 
country. 

The Army Director~te in Italy, I must respectfully say, knew little 
of mountains and mountaineering. They even sent a cadre of mountain 
instructors to the Anzio beach head to teach mountaineering to troops 
out of the line. Anzio beach head is far flatter than Romney Marsh. 
These poor instructors tried to demonstrate mountaineering on 
IO-jt. high sand cliffs. 

The next six months I spent with the lVIountain School, and again 
I say with thanks to Mr. Amery, at Terminillo, and also with a sub
stantial strengthening of the staff of the school with members of this 
Club. Tom Peacocke, Douglas Side, George Meade-King, ·Peter 
Aitchison and other true mountaineers made these six months perhaps 
the happiest in my life. We did our level best to teach our soldier 
pupils to love the mountains, those mountains in which, at that time, 
it was thought they might have to fight. I must say from my experience 
of those days, you can lead people :with difficulty to the love of mountains 
but you can never drive them. 

We were near the Gran Sasso and had many a fine expedition. We 
learnt the value of a snow hole. .Why it is that mountaineers have 
never learnt from the habits of rabbits, moles, voles, mice, foxes and 
badgers, I cannot think. Tom Peacocke, Lieut. Prince Colonna and 
I spent a regrettable night in a snow hole, but to the art of snow holing 
perhaps we owe our lives. How many mountaineers might have been 
saved a, frozen grave if they had known the simplicity and comfort of 
a snow hole ! I hope one of the mountain school may write a descrip
tion for the ALPINE JOURNAL of this very valuable means of saving lives. 

The Gran Sasso, The Corno Grande, The Corno Piccolo, are all 
worth a visit. I believe the ecclesiastical members of the mountain
eering fraternity, when they visited the Pope in Rome, often visited 
the Gran Sa~so. And I must say I believe they, in the Gra~ Sasso, 
did not feel less near to God than in Rome. 

• 
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Those were grand days, living at the Campo lmperatorer, in a magni
ficent hotel built by the Fascists just prior to the war. · Unfortunately 
the hotel had been ransacked by the Germans. The central heating, 
drainage, ·water supply and even the windows had been broken or 
damaged, every electri~ light fitting pulled from the walls. Two of the 
pianos had had all the hammers broken and the strings cut. It was the 
most appalling destruction. Now most people would say, 'Those 
Germans again just the kind of thing they would do.' Yes, I agree, 
it is just the .kind of thing they would do. We all know they have done 
things far worse than smashing up an empty hotel. However, it is 
my firm belief that the true German mountaineer would never have 
been so callous in the mountains. Throughout Italy and the Dolomites 
it is the same story, the smashing up and destruction of mountain huts, 
but never once could I find .evidence, or get confirmation that any of 
these veritable brutes had so fallen from their selfmade and despicable 
pedestal as to spend a day climbing a mountain. I spoke to Remo the 
engineer at the top of the teleferique about it more than once, and he 
agreed that all the Germ~ns he saw at the Campo Imperatore were not 
mountaineers. Surely, if they had been mountaineers at heart, they 
would at least have spent one day's climbing. And so. I say, and I 
hope you will agree, that the generous view should be taken, and the 
benefit of the doubt given to the true German mountaineers ; ~nd 
surely ~he German nation will learn more of benefit to their re-educa
tion by being allowed to go to the mountains than having mountaineer
ing and skiing denied them, and you will, I am sure, agree that to be a 
mountaineer, means that a person, if he is sincere and a true lover of 
mountains, could not be quite of the same cast as those irresponsible 
Nazi youths have shown.themselves to be. 

Tom Peacocke, George Meade-King, Douglas Side will all remember 
Antonelli. · If anyone had a love of the mountains, he did. He was 
a keen but not very efficient mountaineer, age about 28-30. Prior to 
the war, he had been employed at the Campo Imperatore hotel, as a 
ski and mountain guide. He had a good physique.. There was a 
little doctor also from Pietro Camella, an excellent exponent of rock 
climbing. Both these Italians loved their Gran Sasso. I probably 
knew them both better than any other Englishman. It happened that 
I was fortunately the first after th·e war to climb the Corno Grande. 
I was the first English mountaineer to visit Aquila with an American, 
Jack Clements. One night, sitting round that smoky little stove on 
which Tom Peacocke used to make those appalling leather pancakes 
with such a flourish it was the ritualistic tossing, not the eating, that 
was the pleasure Antonelli, the doctor, Remo, Jack Clements, a funny 
little man with big flapping ears, and myself discussed politics and the 
war. Antonelli and the doctor both confessed to having in the past 
hated the English and England. In 1940 they had druQk toasts to 
our downfall. Only after we came to Aquila, after they had seen how 
we loved their mountains, how keen we were to climb them, did they 
realise how many Italians and mountaineers had made such a terrible 

• 
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mistake. It was pathetic, the look of shame on Antonelli's face. We 
agreed we would never speak about it again, that for our common love 
of the mountains we would be friends. We all shook hands. I think 
all those Englishmen who visited the Gran Sasso, and know Antonelli, 
will admit that though he was perhaps lazy, though he was not a first 
class mountaineer, he was, at any rate, genuinely fond, almost pathetic
ally devoted to t~at little Dolomitic outcrop, the Gran Sasso. 

Historically, rat any rate, the Campo Imperatore will always be 
famous. It was there, in that very hotel, that Mussolini had been 
interned,_ only to be rescued by that daring coup when the Germans 
descended in gliders and took him away. 

I recommend the Gra·n Sasso as worthy of visit. They are small 
mountains, but very beautiful with extremely fine excursions. The 
Corno Piccolo and the Tre Vette, have yet all to be climbed by an 
Englishman in one day. In the summer there is no snow or ice 
climbing, although there is a small glacier. In the winter, though the 
mountains are small, the mountaineering is of the best. Ice and snow, 
rock arete and buttress, are there to satisfy most mountaineers. The 
various flowers, gentians, and even edelweiss in the spring, May and 
June, are profuse. The skiing in winter is first class. The teleferique 
is an excellent piece of machinery ascending 3000 ft. in 14-15 minutes. 
Peter Lunn, using the half way station, between I I .30 A.M. and 4 P .M. 

descended 29,000 ft. As we . used to say, ' doing an Everest.' He 
told me that so,ooo ft. of downhill running could have been achieved 
in a day. · Not that; excuse me, Peter, any sane p·erson would want to 
do that. I shall never forget the sight of the two Peters racing from 
the half way station. Incidentally, Peter Aitchiso.n won. I believe 
it was his wax. 

Those. were wonderful days. I remember, at Terminillo, Tom 
Peacocke religiously cutting his way up an ice couloir, not a very big 
one, but steep enough to cut steps.. It was really hard frozen spring 
snow. He got to the top, had a rest and glissaded do.wn his couloir 
again, demonstrating to his soldier students how to glissade. Five 
minutes later, with two leaps of 20 and IS ft., Peter Lunn descended 
on his ski. After that it was known -as Lunn's Leap. I think, even 
Tom Peacocke will agree ski have a use in mountaineering that is, 
with the one proviso that they are on the right person's feet. · 

Of equipment we also learnt much, and I think the majority will say 
that the American equipment on the whole was both the most efficient 
and the most desirable. I know of only three items of our equipment 
the Americans desired, and thought better than their own : our Army 
compass that beautiful precision oil immersed compass, our khaki 
woollen mountain jersey, and the British Army mountain and Com
mando string vest. Even ladies had an eye for our string vests. One 
hot morning at the Rifugio Umberto, smoking a cigarette, waxing my 
skis for the ·descent, I was garbed only in my string vest and trousers. 
A large masculine type of female (to be Irish) came towards me ex
claiiiJ.ing, ' Oh, how too beautiful ! How I should love one of those : 
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do let me feel it.' Whereupon she rushed at me, clutched at my vest 
with her grabbing uncontrolled fingers I think much as they must 
do at a bargain counter in a London store she pulled half the hair out 
of my chest. It was most alarming. However, the tables were turned 
that night at a dance. We arranged a spot dance. We took the 
greatest care to see she was the winner : the prize, on a coat hanger, ' 
the largest string vest we could find, adorned with blue ribbons. 

I hope you will not go away from this address thinking that my time 
at the Mountain School, or even my whole period of military service, 
was a round of pleasure. On the contrary : at the Mountain School 
we often did a lot of monotonous hard work instructing under very 
unpleasant conditions. My time spent as a soldier and doctor, prior 
to my employment in mountain training, included June I, 1940, in 
Dunkirk; in 1942, the winter, in Medjez el Bab ; then, that beautiful 
and very successful campaign of the 7'8th Division in Sicily and besides 
other battles a week in that stinking place, Cassino. And so, the snow 
and mountains with their never failing attractions and ~ealth restoring 
properties came for me at the right end of the war. 

I saw out the night of victory in Europe with the L.R.D.G., Douglas 
Side, Ashley Greenwood, Tom Peacocke, Peter Aitchison, Tom 
Cobleigh and all in the Gran Sasso. I think the L.R.D.G. perhaps 
were the best, the most industrious and keenest mountaineers we had 

• 

to teach. I wonder if any of those men would still crave the cold clear 
biting air of the mountains again. I think Ashley Greenwood,. besides 
his military achievements, had, during his long and commendable 
sojourn with the L.R.D.G., instilled before we got at them a little of 
the spirit of the hills. They, and that little band of bearded South 
Africans under a Lieut. Burton, I think, came the nearest to being true 
soldier mountaineers. Unfortunately Burton was blown' up on a 
mine building his bridge for the crossing of the river Po. 

After the Mountain School, I was posted to a unit stationed near 
that beautiful old university city, Padua. It was at Padua that I met 
my friend, the true Orientalist, Professor Pinotti, a most ch~rming 
Italian, . unmarried; short, stocky, bald headed, tough ; to look at, I 
often think, a little like that imbecile Mussolini. However, he is a · 
charming man, an excellent physiologist and a fanatic for the mountains. 
His life is devoted to his University, to mountains and the teaching of 
mountain craft to the student youths of his University as he used to 
call them in English, the Student Youngs. He thought he was such 
an English scholar ! 

Padua is a beautiful old university . town of about Ioo,ooo- Iso,ooo 
inhabitants. It is N. of the Po, almost in the foothills of the Alps. 
However, it is in the plain of the Po. Its University is full of historic 
interest, especially the medical faculty. Padua is typical of many other 
of the northern towns of Italy, a small industry, a cathedral and an idle, 
sun-basking, pleasure seeking population. There is, of course, poverty 
in Padua. It is very similar to Bologna, Verona, Vicenza; Turin, Trieste, 
Milan are larger. All these towns have one thing in common, that is, 

• 
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their own section of the Club Alpino Italiano. Padua makes buttons, 
beer, and bicycles. Most of the members of the Padua C.A.I. section 
com·e from the shopkeeping classes, or from the University, and I am 
told that the Padua section is typical of all the others, so that what I 
learnt of the ways of the Paduan mountaineers can equally well apply 
to the other towns in Northern Italy. 

During the Fascist era the name club had been considered too 
English club is an English word. The Fascists ruled that the word 
club should not be used, and inserted in its place the word centra : 
a poor substitute. They now use again the word club. 

While I was in Padua from May IS to August 24, over three months, 
·Professor Pinotti was elected President of the C.A.I. section of Padua. 
It is to him I am indebted, not only for much of the information I 
gleaned about Orientalists, but also for twelve delightful week ends 
climbing in the Dolomites, not to mention midweek excursions to 
their prac!ice ground, . and my attendance at their weekly meetings. 
The Padua sec~ion has a membership of 700. 2 so are active climbing 
members, 250 of the 700 are women. The 250 active members would 
climb every week end, skiing in the winter. Within three quarters of 
an hour's bicycle ride fr~m Padua is situated a small outcrop of volcanic 
rock, a little cluster of hills covered in vineyards. ...~mongst these hills 
there are several rock faces from 6o to 200 metres high, similar to 
Clogwyn dur Arddu, perhaps a little smaller, certainly just as steep or 
steeper. Here the Paduan climbers go either during the week or at 
week ends for a Sunday afternoon, to keep in training. · Here, the older 
and more experienced members break in_ and instruct the yo~ng new 
climbers. They are taught their rock climbing very systematically. 

The various climbs are numbered and graded numerically, ac
cording to their difficulty the marks on the rock in red p~int. Many 
different climbs from Grades II to VI are represented. The beginners 
are taught carefully everything about rock climbing. I have seen 
forty or fifty students scattered over the cliffs going up and down, 
others learning Abse£len. They are not allowed to lead until they have 
proved their proficiency. Solo climbing on,e sees quite often. Canapa 
ropes, rubber shoes, pitons and moschettoni are the equipment. 
Rocco di Pendice is the name of their training ground. All the other 
to,vns of Italy too have their training areas. The apprentice's work 
bench I used to call it Venice's training area I visited very similar 
to that of Padua. 'The club's instructors are specially selected for this 
teaching of the ' Y oungs.' · 

The club rooms in Padua have been in use since 1923. The club 
was previously situated in ·an older and smaller building. Round the 
walls are photographs showing all ~-the best routes in the Dolomites. 
The Tre Cime di Lavaredo, or Drei Zinnen as they used to be called, 
figure most in the photographs. There are excellent guide books, 
mostly first published between 1930 and 1940. 

The members I spoke to were all madly keen about their mountains. 
Passionnata is the Italian word for that indescribable enthusiasm 
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mountaineering inculcates in its followers. Passionnata can certainly 
be applied to the Italians' love of the mountains. While I was in 
Padua, of course, the motoring problem, as far as civilians were con
cerned, was extremely difficult. However, twenty-five of them one 
week end set off in a decrepit old motor bus for the Tre Cime, on 
Mercato N ero petrol. A distance of I so miles, for soo lire per head, 
400 lire to the £r. It was a 6-hour journey with the certainty of a 
breakdown, such is the state of Italian transport today. The post-war 
Italian automobile is of necessity a Heath Robinson contraptio~, .often 
running on the rims of the wheels without tyres. Breakdowns are 
frequent. This week end excursion for the Paduans was no exception. 
Returning from Cortina in a jeep, we came round a corner to see this 
very party, theiJ;" stationary bus sagging at one corner, a wheel off, the 
occupants contentedly lying about on the grass, a mechanic's legs 
indicating that repairs were in progress. . This was the price of their 
so foolishly entering and of necessity losing the war. However, one 
could not help feeling sorry for them: they were fellow mountaineers. 
Incidentally, this particular trip had been marred by an unfortunate 
accident. One of the signorine of the party had been indulging in a 
little solitary climbing near the Guglia de Amicis, unfortunately, at 
the cost of her life. I had watched her climbing alone before at Rocco 
di Pendice, certainly with a grace and elegance, with a confidence that 
was surprising, but even then I had been apprehensive of a future 
disaster. The pinnacle adjoining the Guglia de Amicis, originally 
with a Fascist name, has now been rechristened Julianna in her memory. 

And now Orientalismo, and Occidentalismo : what is the difference ? 
Why do the Italians differentiate their climbing and climbers into these 
two distinctions, East and West? 

Well, it is a question of geology, geography, finance and time. For 
example, take the Englishman and his golf : he tends primarily to 
patronise his own home course. If you are a climber and live in 
Shrewsbury or Chester, you tend to go to Wales. If you live in Carlisle, 
Kendal or Preston, then the Lakes. If you climb most frequently in 
Wales you think Wales is the best, and vice versa. The northerner 
thinks the Lakes the climbing par excellence, and so, with this national 
sport of the northern Italians, the local attractions of the home ground 
have an enormous influence on the differing interests of the Orientalist 
and Occidentalist. 

The Western Alps are granite, the Eastern limestone: that is the 
basic difference, and because of finance and time the climbers of the 
western towns of Northern Italy tend to gravitate to the granite 
mountains near at hand, the climbers of the N .E. towns to the Dolo
mites. And metaphorically at least there is an impassable ·frontier 
between the two areas. The Occidentalists rarely climb in the Dolo
mites, the Orientalists rarely in the granite mountains. The Gran 
Paradiso, the Courmayeur area or Breuil are for the Occidentalists. 
The Occidentalists like mixed rock, snow, ice and glaciers. For the 
Orientalist his Dolomitic rock is self-sufficient. The true Orientalist 
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knows nothing of ice-axes and crampons. The Occidentalist knows 
little of pitons. The Occidentalist uses manilla ropes, the Dolomitic 
Orientalist canapa. Even nailed boots are not universal in the Dolo
mites. Good quality rubber shoes are the footwear of choice; now
adays I{letterschuhe only are occasionally carried for bad weather. Of 
their winter habits as skiers and winter mountaineers, I know little. 
No doubt Peter Aitchison, who is now in Cortina, must know all about 
that. I presume there is less chance for their tastes to differ when it 
comes to winter mountaineering. It is peculiar too that the Italian 
Orientalist scorns the Occidentalist glaciers, snow and ice are to him 
mere walks. Dolomitic climbing to the Occidentalist is purely and 
simply gymnastics. However, the Occidentalist considers himself a 
fully qualified mountaineer in spite of, to an outsider, his specialisation; 
for the Orientalist, the Dolomites are his Valhalla. 

And there is another side to this specialisation, the Orientalists say : 
it is their considered opinion that unless you devote yourself to the 
Dolomites, you can never attain that standard of proficiency to get the 
best out of the Dolomites. To them it has to be a w4ole time devotion, 
for the ordinary· mortal, at any rate, to be able to compete with the 
6th grade routes. To lead a 6th grade climb, I must agree, is a con
siderable physical, mental and gymnastic achievement. Not that there 

· are not English rock climbers capable of competing with the 6th 
grade climbs in the Dolomites ; I think there are. But for the ordinary 
man to attain the 6th grade standard (inferior), then it is necessary 
that he should have considerable practice and experience. The 6th 
grade superiors are definitely above the ordinary Occidentalist and yet 
among the Orientalists there are many of them who will lead the 
superiors, and repeatedly do so. 

As an impartial outsider, I found the Orientalists were poor route 
finders, especially in the early morning approach, those difficult occa
sions when it is neither light nor quite dark and one falls over boulders, 
trips over fallen tree trunks, climbs over low branches of small pine 
shrubs, gets one's feet wet in rushing torrents trying to balance on 
horribly round smooth slippery rocks. It is under circumstances 
of this sort that most of the Orientalists fail. On the other hand, on 
a long run out, on a vertical face, they seem to have an almost instinctive 
way of knowing the right direction to go. 

The Orientalists rarely carry compass or map. They avoid bad 
weather, although for the sake of a long and difficult climb they equip 
themselves with light rubberised bags into which they climb to pass 
the night on some minute ledge hanging in their ropes attached to 
a piton. 

At 8 P.M. one evening I left the Tre Cime to return to Misurina. 
Two climbers were half way up that long steep wall of the Cima 
Grande, at the top of the 6th grade pitches of the Comici route. As 
I got to Misurina in my jeep large heavy drops of rain were starting to 
fall, making the little lake look as though it was alive with trout. We 
had time just to put the hood up when down came the rain in earnest, 



• 

• 

IN THE ·DOLOMITES WITH AN ORIENTALIST 371 

rapidly followed by the lightning and thunder. Sitting before a huge 
fire eating trout and sipping strong red wine, I was very apprehensive 
for those two Italians. Next morning came, crystal clear sky, the tops 
of all the peaks covered in fresh snow. As we were going up to make 
a short day on the Piccola we met the two Italians at about ro A.M. 

swinging down a path singing a Tyrolean song, their pitons jingling 
at their sides. They had completed the climb and were. going home, 
their faces wreathed in smiles, to a late breakfast. 

And now to this question of classification : numerical grades versus 
verbal descriptive terminology, the uses of pitons or not. Let us look 
at the difference between Dolomite rock and granite. If you look at 
Lliwedd, Clogwyn dur Arddu, Scafell, the· Grepon or the Dru, in fact 
any granite peak, and compare what one sees with a Dolomitic face, it is 
like comparing glossy photographs that have been crinkled up with 
matt photographs that have not. You can see the routes on a granite 
face, the chimneys, cracks, aretes, and ledges. On Dolomite rock the 
roughnesses and abrasions are comparatively small, so that from a 
distance the whole face appears smooth. When you actually climb a 
granite route, invariably there are chimneys, cracks, ledges, belays in 
abundance. If it were not for these flaws, these major flaws, such 
routes as those on Clogwyn dur Arddu, Scafell or at Chamonix would 
never be climbed. On the Dolomite faces, on the other hand, and 
especially in relation to the sth and 6th grade climbs, the ledges are 
very few and small, cracks and chimneys are rare, in fact it is only the 
easier Dolomite routes that have cracks, chimneys and ledges. And, 
even more important, on t.he steep exposed routes belays are almost 
non-existent. However, the Dolomite rock has that peculiar rough, 
crenated, pock marked, knobbly character that allows the most exposed 
vertical wall climbs. For example, the Direttisima on Monte Baffelin 
is a sth grade climb taking a good party approximately 6 hours for 
350 m. This is . for the actual rock climb. The face is completely 
vertical ; successive pitches are identical ; sometimes a short traverse 
breaks the monotony. Most of the pitches consist of .6o-7o ft. vertical 
walls, finishing with a small overhang. There is not one single rock 
belay on the whole route, there is no stance more than 3 ft. wide. 
There are exactly ro pitons permanently inserted. Three extra were 
used, in each case to provide a belay at a stance. On the Comici 
route on the Drei Zinnen there are exactly 32 pitons. Work it out for 
yourselves, the run outs which the leaders have to make. Of the 
3 2 pitons seven are used solely for belays, the rest for assistance. On 
the Spigolo of the Delago Tower of the Vajolet Towers there are five 
pitons. This is a 4th grade superior with one pitch of 5th grade, 
there are no rock belays. I must say my trembling legs, my palpitating 
heart, and clutching hands were only too thankful to find a piton half
way up the 5th grade pitch. To do that climb without pitons means 
that one has to climb it unbelayed. · 

Surely you will agree that as far as the use of pitons is concerned 
there is a case to be made out for them in the Dolomites. But owing 
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to the nature of granite at home, here and elsewhere, their use is to be 
·condemned. And anyhow., on granite climbs like the Scafell Buttress
Pigott's route on Clogwyn dur Arddu, the Sunset Crack, a rope loop 
if really necessary is a very much easier contrivance to rig up. Some
how, granite is not made for pitons and granite usually has rock belays. 

And now for classification : why do they use a numerical classifica
tion in the Dolomites ? 

I wonder how many Englishmen really know what the Orientalist 
means with his numerical gradations. I certainly did not before 
meeting an Orientalist and reading their guide books. May I be 
allowed to give you their interpretation, and will you consider if it is 
applicable to our granite routes at home. This is the meaning they 
give to their different grades. 

Originally, all Dolomite routes were classified, as we have been 
accustomed to do, very difficult, very severe ; but they change to the 
numbers at the same time, and in the same way for their more difficult 
climbs they have been forced to use pitons. . 

Grade I. On this route a fit, experienced and well trained climber 
wants to use his hands occasionally. However, with good balance 
he does not have to do so. For example, the Bristly Ridge on the 
Glyders. From the · Rifugio Piaz to- the Rifugio Albert under the 
Vajolet Towers. . 

Grade II. An experienced climber has to use the hands. The 
pitches are usually short, of a few feet. For example, the Milestone 
Buttress, N. Wales, the Via Normale, Grosse Zinne. 

Grade Ill. All pitches of Grade Ill are vertical, of more than 
10 ft. high, the handholds are large, there are many of them. A 
beginner finds them easily and quickly. For example, Crib Goch 
Buttress, Via Comune, Cima Piccola. The top pitch of the Crib 
Goch Buttress is a typical Grade Ill ; it is vertical a beginner finds 
the handholds easily and goes up hand over hand. 

Grade IV. A vertical and exposed route (Dolomite exposure), with· 
good footholds and handholds which require looking for. To a good 
climber not severe. Examples : Spigolo, Vajolet Towers, Longland's 
Route, Clogwyn dur Arddu. The top overhanging pitch of Long
land's is, to my mind, a. typical Grade IV pitch. The Kinne route, 
Fiinffingerspitze. _ 

Grade V. A vertical and exposed route, with only finger and toe 
holds which are difficult to find, causing tension and fatigue: Pitches 
are usually 6o to 100ft. Belays are nearly always pitons. Occasionally 
a piton is put in for moral security. The pitons are not used to enable 
one to clinib the route. Examples : the Great Slab Route on Clogwyn 
dur Arddu, Kirkus' Curving Crack, the Hilverson Route, Cima 
Piccola, the Dibona Route, Cima Grande, the Steger Route on the 
Vajolet Towers. 

Grade VI. Pitch is vertical or more usually overhanging where a 
piton, or pitons ate inserted to obtain assistance from the second. Any 
route or pitch that is climbed without the aid of the piton is Grade V . 

• 
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Examples: Pigott's Crack, Clogwyn dur Arddu ; Rickety inwards, 
Edwards' Route (Loops and the Helyg Poker) ;·Central Buttress, Scafell, 

· although this is really Grade V, as I believe Edwards has climbed the 
Flake Crack direct; the North Wall, Cima Grande; the Siscilla Route, 
Piccolo Dolomiti. 

No'v I ask you how any of these numerical gradations in anyway 
whatsoever can be applied to our English climbs. How can this 
classification be applied to the Monolith Crack, to the Vertical Vice, 
to Lot's Groove ? Our most masochistic routes of Wales are certainly 
not Grade VI, but they are certainly very severe. 

To my mind there is no place for the Continental numerical grading 
here at home or even in any granite mountains. Let us keep to our 
good old very difficults, our very severes, those descriptive words that 
came naturally to our forefathers and I am sure they were right. 
They are words full of meaning and description. They are suitable 
to granite, numbers to the Dolomite rock routes. 

Preuss, the maestro and father of Dolomite climbing and what a 
master he was ! scorned pitons and died through lack of using one. 
Not knowing pitons he also, perhaps incorrectly, in the Dolomites 
used our English classification. He was killed climbing solo a route 
which he called a ' very severe.' It is now classified a 5th grade climb. 
In memory of that famous Orientalist, I show you a photograph of 
the Preuss Camino on the Piccolissima what a beautiful climb, per
haps the most beautiful of the Dolomite climbs. It is Grade V and 
very severe. 

And now may I thank you for listening so patiently to this long 
diatribe and even if it has not been of the greatest entertainment 
value, at least you know that I for one do not desire the use of pitons 
at home, and shall rue the c;lay when very difficult, severe and very 
severe, those words I love so much, are used no more. · 
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BY BASIL GOODFELLOW 

Read before the Alpine Club, J11a1~ch 5, 1946 

HE war played some strange tricks with our lives. In a few weeks 
of mine the boundary of escape was shifted from British hills to 
the limitless possibilities of Asia. We were in Singapore, and 

while the war 'vas being won we could at least expect to reach the jungle
covered peaks of Central Malaya, or the bald volcanoes of Sumatra ; 
or perhaps with a bit of luck we might get to Kinabalu, the fantastic 
13,ooo ft. 'Chinese Widow' of North Borneo which I had seen from 
the air on the way out. And when the trouble was over we would visit 
the Himalaya on the "\lvay home ; that would be in about two years' 
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