
The big title
3 May. Bistritz.--Left Munich at 8:35 
P.M., on 1st May, arriving at Vienna 
early next morning; should have arrived 
at 6:46, but train was an hour late. 
Buda-Pesth seems a wonderful place, 
from the glimpse which I got of it from 
the train and the little I could walk 
through the streets. I feared to go very 
far from the station, as we had arrived 
late and would start as near the correct 
time as possible.
I found my smattering of German very 
useful here, indeed, I don't know how I 
should be able to get on without it.
I was not able to light on any map or 
work giving the exact locality of the 
Castle Dracula, as there are no maps of 
this country as yet to compare with our 
own Ordance Survey Maps; but I found 
that Bistritz, the post town named by 
Count Dracula, is a fairly well-known 
place. I shall enter here some of my 
notes, as they may refresh my memory 
when I talk over my travels with Mina.
It was on the dark side of twilight when 
we got to Bistritz, which is a very 
interesting old place. Being practically 
on the frontier--for the Borgo Pass leads 
from it into Bukovina--it has had a very 
stormy existence, and it certainly 
shows marks of it. Fifty years ago a 
series of great fires took place, which 
made terrible havoc on five separate 
occasions. At the very beginning of the 
seventeenth century it underwent a 
siege of three weeks and lost 13,000 
people, the casualties of war proper 
being assisted by famine and disease.
The women looked pretty, except when 
you got near them, but they were very 
clumsy about the waist. They had all 
full white sleeves of some kind or other, 

and most of them had big belts with a 
lot of strips of something fluttering from 
them like the dresses in a ballet, but of 
course there were petticoats under 
them.
All day long we seemed to dawdle 
through a country which was full of 
beauty of every kind. Sometimes we 
saw little towns or castles on the top of 
steep hills such as we see in old 
missals; sometimes we ran by rivers 
and streams which seemed from the 
wide stony margin on each side of them 
to be subject to great floods. It takes a 
lot of water, and running strong, to 
sweep the outside edge of a river clear.
The women looked pretty, except when 
you got near them, but they were very 
clumsy about the waist. They had all 
full white sleeves of some kind or other, 
and most of them had big belts with a 
lot of strips of something fluttering from 
them like the dresses in a ballet, but of 
course there were petticoats under 
them.
I was not able to light on any map or 
work giving the exact locality of the 
Castle Dracula, as there are no maps of 
this country as yet to compare with our 
own Ordance Survey Maps; but I found 
that Bistritz, the post town named by 
Count Dracula, is a fairly well-known 
place. I shall enter here some of my 
notes, as they may refresh my memory 
when I talk over my travels with Mina.
It seems to me that the further east you 
go the more unpunctual are the trains. 
What ought they to be in China?
I did not sleep well, though my bed was 
comfortable enough, for I had all sorts 
of queer dreams. There was a dog 
howling all night under my window, 


