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Diavolezza Litera-Tour 

5) Panorama panel 

Last but not least, I wouldn’t dream of depriving you of the saga of the Diavolezza, the 

beautiful she-devil who once inhabited this place.  

‘Up here, a long time ago, there lived a wonderful mountain fairy, who dwelt in a stone 

palace located high up in the craggy ridges between Chapütschöl and Munt Pers, 

surrounded by towers of rock and vast fields of talus, in the midst of a flower strewn 

mountain meadow, and a deep-blue lake reflecting the sun’s warm rays; there where an 

entire band of brave chamois spar in the luscious grass meadow, and the mountain hens 

first squawk, take flight, glide a short distance and alight again to peck and squawk 

anew; there where the snow bunnies dream with open eyes and then jump up and dart 

away at full speed, there was a beautiful lady, who was rarely seen and then only 

fleetingly by hunters and mountaineers, whose gaze then followed her form longingly as 

she crossed over the airy rock ledges to Munt Pers and then to Lej da la Diavolezza for a 

refreshing bath. But the men grew fond if not also ever cautious of this apparition, who 

lived under the constant guard of her herd of chamois. At a careful distance they 

followed her upon the rocky paths to her stone palace.  What happened there, no one 

knows for sure, and one can only guess. One man after the other was lost -  vanished - 

never to be seen again upon Munt Pers (which means lost mountain in Romansh). So it 

was too with young Aratsch, a handsome youth from the village, who one day failed to 

return from his hunting excursion. The villagers searched high and low for him in vain, 

and ultimately were forced to assume that he had fallen in a crevasse on the Pers Glacier, 

or from some other high and exposed place.  

It became known that whosoever did remain in the region of the Bernina Massif past 

nightfall could hear, floating tremulous upon the wind, the lonesome voice of the 

Diavolezza, who called ‘mort ais Aratsch’ … (Aratsch is dead).  

This story, which was handed down from generation to generation is the namesake for 

the lovely Alp, or mountain pasture, which lies in the basin beneath the Bernina Massif: 

Alp Morteratsch. But the Diavolezza could not be calmed in her fury until she had 

advanced the glacier forward, inundating the alp under ice and talus. She then retreated 

and left the region, trailing the lamentation, ‘davent dal Munt dal Pers’ (away from Pers), 

and was never again seen…  

Unfortunately, I cannot tell you all there is to tell on this short tour. The treasures this 

region holds are far too great, the history and background much too expansive. Instead, I 

will leave you to simply enjoy the splendor of the Diavolezza, take these images and 

impressions home with you. I myself, must now return to my craggy home upon Munt 

Pers, the place where I once vanished without a trace.  

 

 


