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On a Journey...

Continued from previous issue…
By Susan Griffith-Jones, Exclusive

Off we go on the road to Bran,
where the infamous Dracula castle
stands. Then squeezing through
what seems like a kind of doorway,
not exactly, but an energetic space
that has the impression of being an
entrance to ‘somewhere else’, all
of a sudden we can see it looming
in the far distance, dark and foreboding, whereby a creepy sensation descends. To our right, there’s
a striking ridge along the top of a
mountain that I recognize as the
Piatra Craiului. I’d studied a potential 2-day hike along there before
coming here, but can now see how
it wouldn’t have been possible, as
the top is lined in snow and I know
there are many wolves and bears
in the mountains of Transylvania
that must be hungry at this time
of year! On the opposite side of the
road, but now in the distance stand
the Bucegi where we’ve just come
from. I am already hooked and gaze
at them longingly. Honestly, I just
want to be back there, exploring
these most enigmatic of mountain
scapes. This whole area feels very
highly charged and I just can’t take
my eyes off them, they just seem
to hold something that I want to
know about.
But as we approach Bran castle,
its previous impression of being a
grim sort of place transforms into
something more docile. Built on a
200 ft outcrop of rock on the site
of a former 13th Century Teutonic
Knights stronghold, it’s a bit smaller and more compact than I had imagined and once in, I find it rather

compact and sweet, as its space wiggles and winds along narrow staircases, small rooms set at different
heights and courtyards filled with
ornamental pieces. There’s not the
kind of Dracula paraphernalia in
there that we were expecting, and
it turns out to be more of an historical account of the royalty of Romania and especially Vlad the Impaler,
the legendary 15th Century king,
who massacred tens of thousands
of Turks and Bulgarians and was
inspiration for the Irishman, Bram
Stoker to write the story of Dracula in 1897. Ironically, the town
of Whitby, in Yorkshire also gave
him food for thought for the novel
and he never even came to Eastern
Europe in his life! Also as a purely
fictional character, Dracula is a
vampire, but more disappointingly
never lived here at Bran Castle. It is
thought that Stoker gave him this
name as the King of Hungary, who
later became the Holy Roman Emperor, initiated Vlad into a knightly
order called the Order of the Dragon in 1431, and the word, ‘Dracula’
comes from the old Romanian word
for dragon, ‘drac’.
Intending to head off towards
the north of Transylvania tonight,
to an area where there are some
very traditional Romanian villages,
we stop off in Brasov, the central
town of the region, for dinner. It’s
again very Germanic and has another very interesting old quarter
with Saxon architectural influence.
Having finally settled on a pizza
for dinner, we get out the map and
check how long it’ll take us to get
to the region of Maramures that we
want to get to. We’re obviously not
going to be able to get there tonight
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and we’ll have to stop somewhere
on route to sleep, and because it’s
looking like a really long drive in
total, we’re both having a change
of heart about going there. The final spoke in the wheel of the plan
comes when we realize that Maramures is pretty much outside of
Transylvania. Although I’m thinking it, Samuel’s the one who says it,
and having called up a guest house
from Booking.com, we’re on the
road back to the Bucegi mountains,
about a 45 minute drive from here.
Hearts lighter and interest peaked,
we’re going to take the cable car
up to the top of one of the mountains tomorrow morning. Starting
from the middle of Busteni, we can
easily reach the ridge up there and
see a famous natural sculpture in
the rock that looks like the Sphinx
and a complex of large rocks nearby
that they call the Babele. There’s
an alternative theory going on
here too, that there’s a huge artificial cavern inside the mountain
that has an unnatural energy field
linked with other energetic points
around the planet. I’ve bought the
book, ‘Transylvanian Sunrise’ before coming here and am reading
the whole story of how it was supposedly discovered and what subsequently happened. I am definitely
intrigued and would very much like
it to be true, but being ordinary
people without access to ‘Classified
Information’, how on earth could
we even verify it!
We get a gps on the guest house
location and arrive at the edge of a
forest, at the end of one of the roads
leading out of Busteni. There’s an
absolutely stunning view over the
Bucegi from here, literally mag-
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nificent, but the best moment of
all comes when we both hear the
guy, who speaks so little English,
include the word ‘Jacuzzi’ within
a stream of other words. Is this
a Romanian word, I’m thinking,
but repeat it to him questioningly,
“Jacuzzi?” He then takes us out
onto the balcony of our room and
points out a circular tub in the garden below. There’s s fellow already
sitting in there and steam pouring
out of it. Honestly, can this be true!
He disappears and brings back 2
toweling robes and that’s it, we’re
down there in a flash. What a treat!
Sitting in the heat of the bubbling
water, under the light of the full
moon – yes, we are here at the full
moon looking at this most enigmatic of landscapes – we cannot believe
how enchanting and fantastic it is
that we made this decision, far better than a long drive towards the
north of the country tonight!
The next morning, we leave
in good time to take the cable car
up the mountain, but when we arrive at the place, go into a nearby
shop to ask whether we can park
on the road there. A guy in there
who’s buying his morning items
and turns out to be a guide of the
area and is ironically called ‘Cosmos’, tells us that the cable car has
already been closed for a year. This
is news to us, as there was no information about this on the website.
Taking us to a map on the side of a
building nearby, he shows us where
there’s a stunning cave monastery inside the mountains, around
an hour or so drive from here. I
definitely want to go, although it’s
touch and go with the weather today. We’re going to have to cross a
pass and it’s quite high up there,
so there may be snow. We decide to
brave it anyway and joke that after
all we are being guided by the Cosmos! Climbing up and up around
hairpin bends with the car, we go
deeper and deeper into the mountains and beyond the tree line, over
a pass and finally again, miles into
Transylvanian forest with a huge
dam reservoir to one side where the
water is frozen solid. We find a little lodge open and stop for a coffee,
but that’s when it starts snowing.
First of all, it’s quite light, but after
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we set off again, the road gets quite
bad and I’m inching along at between 5-10km per hour along seriously potholed roads. We’re watching how fast the snow’s falling and
gauging how far we still have to go
to get there and assessing whether
it’s wise to go on. I definitely don’t
want to turn back, but feeling into
it, I am sure we can make it. The
real question is, can we make it
back out again! Our flight is tomorrow late morning, and we have a
drive of at least 6 hours to get back
to Cluj from here. Even though the
snow is literally tipping down and
the road is filling up fast, I have an
inner sense that we will be just fine
and keep on going.
We finally go through a gorge
that’s stunning beyond imagination, where flakes of snow are
now blowing through the space
gently and horizontally, just so
pretty, magical and something like
a dream. Emerging at a kind of
meadow place where you can imagine people picnicking in the summer, we park the car where the gps
tells us that the cave monastery is,
walk up a track, and find a sign for
the place– we’ve made it! Climbing up a steep path, ahead of us
we can see a monastery built into
the side of a rock. With a sense of
achievement for not having given
up, we joyfully greet the monk at
the reception there, pay the small
entrance fee and enter inside the
cave that goes a long way into the
mountain. Beautiful stalagmites
and stalactites adorn the floors and
ceiling of different caverns and we
trek along marked pathways until the path ends where there’s a
kind of shrine and a place where
you can throw coins into a wishing pool. When we come out, the
snow has completely gone, melted,
as if it had never fallen and we’re
down the mountain in an hour and
on our way to Sighisoara, one of
the best preserved medieval towns
in Europe, and birthplace of Vlad
the Impaler.
To be continued...
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