Romania Day 8 

The adventure did not end on the appointed day.  We woke on Wednesday to what appeared to be a ferocious rain storm.  Turned out it was an ice storm and the trees were all covered with a sheet of ice.  The roads were slippery and we knew going to the airport would be an adventure.  The storm impacted several airports in Northern Europe, including stranding former President Bill Clinton.  
The car picked us up at 11:15 to get us to the airport by noon for a 2:00 p.m. flight to Frankfurt and then a 5:00 p.m. flight home.  The plane coming into Bucharest from Frankfurt was 45 minutes late. Then the mobile staircase was iced up so the crew had to get the ice off before the passengers could disembark. At many European airports, including both Bucharest and Frankfurt, there are only so many gates and way too many airplanes. As a result, many planes have to park beyond the gates and use buses to ferry passengers to and from the terminals.  That means walking up or down a couple dozen stairs to get on and off the airplane.  It’s bad enough doing this while schlepping your carry-ons under normal circumstances, but when it’s wet or slippery, it’s dangerous.  So, it took another hour or so for the stairway to become safe enough for the passengers to disembark.
Two hours later, we finally boarded the buses to take us to the plane.  We waited for a wheel chair passenger to be boarded. The outer rails of the ramp to the plane were completely encrusted in ice and the crew had laid down a tarp over the stairs to cover the melting ice, mush, and remaining ice.

So, we boarded slowly.  The plane was only 60% full and there were lots of rows where we had a seat in between the aisle and window.  At least we were comfortable.  We sat on the runway for another hour or so while the crew served drinks.  At this point, the plane had been sitting out in the cold and ice for about 3 hours.  And now, we needed to be de-iced or we could fall out of the sky.  But, there is apparently only one de-icing truck and it was very busy and nowhere to be found.  While we waited our turn, everyone contemplated what the next steps would be for missed connections. We were now seriously late and most everyone would have to re-book. In the meantime, the crew served us the “snack” we would have had in the air. 

Finally, we were de-iced and were taxiing down the runway (only four hours late). Frankfurt is a two hour and 15 minute flight from Bucharest, so we knew our plane home was long gone, and we were stranded.  

Lufthansa, however, was very accommodating due to their plane being late and the weather being bad, so the airline put us up at the Frankfurt Sheraton – a five minute walk from the terminal –  and arranged for dinner and breakfast the next morning.  The airline also re-booked us on a United flight home the next day. 

On the bright side, this is the first hotel room in a week that had (1) washcloths, (2) Kleenex in the room, and (3) a bed bigger than a breadbox, and a comfortable one at that.  There’s nothing to compare to good old American hotel chains when it comes to being able to sleep comfortably. 

We put ourselves on the waitlist for business class seats, which we would have had if we didn’t miss our original flight, and nabbed the last two on the flight home.  So our adventure ended at 2:30 p.m. on Thursday, Dec. 2, rather than the 1st, but we’re home.  
