Romania Day 4

Another full day for us.  We started out at the farmhouse where we spent the night and had a great breakfast.  Our rooms were one of 10 the people who own the house rent out.  There are a couple more above us, three on our level, and presumably all have heaters on the walls.  The rest of the house was heated in each room by a wood-burning tile stove.  Only have seen these stoves in museums or on display, but never in use.  Our hostess demonstrated the stove for us and showed us the other rooms that she and her husband rent out.  Not for me, thanks.  The food at this accommodation was A+ but the room was a C-.  

From Sibiel, we traveled down the road to the museum of glass painted icons.  Churches and people from all around Romania have donated their glass painted icons to this museum which is at the end of the cemetery next to the town’s church.  These icons are hand painted on the inside and the work in progress resembles doing something in a mirror. This is a truly unique museum.

Next we drove into Sibiu, a real city with about 30,000 people or more.  We could have stopped to see the house of the Gypsy King by day – we saw it last night on the way in – but didn’t.  Yes, there really is a Gypsy King.  He has four wives, we’re told, and seven children. We toured Sibiu, named the world’s cultural city in 2007 or 2008 by the European Union or some such organization.  The upshot was that Sibiu attracted lots of tourists and spent lots of money fixing the town up.  Amazing “eyes” on building roofs are to let the hot air out.  They sometimes look creepy!
Walked around, Bruchenthal Museum where, in Transylvania.  I bought one of Dracula’s children (actually a bat, under Plexiglas, of course) to bring home to Sebastian, our 7½ year old grandson.  Museum had a “no photography” rule unless you paid 100 lei which is twice what every other museum charges.  Needless to say, we didn’t pay and it wasn’t worth it, but Jeff nonetheless took the photos he wanted of the Transylvanian (actually Ottoman) carpets displayed in the museum.
From Sibiu we drove to Medias where we had lunch at a restaurant in town.  I had a wonderful creamy mushroom soup served with croutons and Jeff  had chicken with dumplings soup.  He noted that I should take lessons on how to make fluffy dumplings.  Sometimes mine could kill someone!  All three of us (Jeff, me and our guide, shared a polenta with cream and sharp cheese. 

Saturdays, everything seems to close early – like noon or so.  We tried to get into a famous church, but it was closed.  

Not being able to get into anything, we drove to Biertan to see the fortress church build on a hill.  After 60 or more stairs, I gave up, but got a great view.  Jeff and Zorin climbed to the top.
We left Biertan and headed to Sighisoara to see the clock tower and clock tower museum, which when we arrived was, you guessed it –closed. The clock tower has a clock which chimes and has moving figures that come out and “perform” on the hour, sort of like the clock in Prague.  Didn’t see it, but we will tomorrow.  We walked around the town before checking into our hotel, a refurbished girls’ school. Nice, spacious room with the heat on so high it felt like a sauna.  Fortunately, there’s “air conditioning” called windows, which we opened quickly. There’s no temperature control, no indication of where the heat is coming from either.  No chair to sit in or a place for the computer, so we’re doing all this standing up which is hard on one’s legs.  Bathroom is huge, large tub (shower, but no shower curtain – go figure) and lots of wasted space.  Bed was lumpy.  Oh well, at least we did sleep – with the windows open and the comforter on.
In town, saw a statue of Vlad Peles, the famous or infamous Count Dracul.  He was known as Vlad the Impaler or Dracul.  His bust sits in the middle of town.
It’s very cold outside, especially since we’re up on a hill, and I’m glad I brought layers.  Natives and other visitors walk around in sub-zero gear.

Breakfast was a buffet shared by us and a tour group that ran like crazy to grab the food.  Eventually, we had plenty.  Nothing out of the ordinary.

This country is enamored of stairs.  I will have climbed 500 or more by the time we leave.  Everything has stairs. There are 25 stairs up to our room this evening.  There were about 60 up to the first level of the fortress and a hundred more I declined to scale.  What isn’t stairs is cobblestone on a hill.  Yikes!  Didn’t know I’d need Olympic training to do this.  Tomorrow’s clock tower museum has lots of stairs. We’ll see how high I can go.

Diner tonight was at Restaurant Casa Vlad Dracul which contains an original fresco (circa 1435) of Vlad’s father, Prince Mercea.  
Our dinner tonight was an eggplant salad, different from every other eggplant salad we’ve had.  This one had tomato sauce – the red of blood, ha, ha, ha.  We had pork with what our guide called pilaf but was like a creamy mushroom risotto, and pancakes for dessert.  Good dinner and chalk up another good meal in Romania. 

Tomorrow we see Dracula’s castle, where he only lived for two weeks of his life.  Ah, such is the stuff of legends!

