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Of people and legends
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Lady's Bedstraws Wreath  - by Fodoca Cezar 
"Alesandru Papiu Ilarian" Technical College, Zalău

Fine people, interesting happenings, 

forgotten customs, stories – new and old, 

well-known places or  hidden lands, heroes 

of legend, past and present, all come 

together to bring to life a fairytale land that 

eagerly awaits to be discovered and shown 

to the world.

"From Țara Silvaniei: Of people and 

legends" is a collection of images and tales 

carefully gathered by the youth that care for 

the lands they were raised in, where their 

grandparents' arms are opened wide in 

greeting them and the food is so delicious, 

made following old recipes of the land.

"Sălajul Interactiv II – Discovering new 

tales" project, implemented with the support 

of Tenaris Silcotub, by The Association of 

Intercommunity Development Sălaj Plus, 

together with the County Museum of History 

and Art Zalău and the Sălaj County's Schools 

Inspectorate, intended, and succeeded, to 

determine the young explorers to discover 

and portray, in their own manner, the 

wonderful places they are from to visitors 

that come here, and to (re)build bridges that 

connect them to the elders, that cannot wait 

to share and pass on their gathered wisdom, 

untold stories and long forgotten knowledge. 

All of our efforts and caring thoughts are 

here, for you dear reader, in "From Țara 

Silvaniei:  Of people and legends".
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In these troublesome times, it is difficult to find 
our identity or take a look back, failing to realize 
that a nation that doesn't know its history and 
recognizes its national values, is like an orphan 
child, which never knew its parents.

The forgetting mechanism, in which the 
Romanian nation is trapped into, makes the heart 
and thought spin and spin, not moving forward, 
and from the senseless spiraling, together with 
our past, our future becomes void. The modern 
man is always running in the same circle: the one 
of the present time. Our duty, as citizens, is to 
continuously promote the national values; 
patriotism doesn't mean just the love for the land 
you were born in, but also the love for the past, 
without which there is no love for the country.

A representative figure for our country and for 
Sălaj is Iuliu Maniu. "…They cannot intimidate me, 
I will not stray from my path, I will not change my 
decisions, I do what I believe to be the nest for our 
country and nation, and this is my doing." This 
quote is probably the best definition of the man 
that was Iuliu Maniu. A man dedicated to us, to 
our country, loving his nation and land.

He was born on the 8th of January 1873 in 
Bădăcin, Sălaj County, as the son of Ioan and Clara 
Maniu. He spent his childhood in Șimleu Silvaniei 
and Bădăcin, started his studies in Blaj and 
finished high school in Zalău. He went to the 
universities of Cluj-Napoca, Budapest and Vienna, 
earning a PhD in Law in 1896.

A great personality, a true hero of the nation, 
considered to be one of the founding fathers of 
Romania, the undisputed leader for all Romanians 
of Transylvania, opposing any form of dictatorship, 

a destiny for Romania. The one that founded on 
the 30th of October 1918, in Vienna, the National 
Council of the Romanians from Transylvania, and 
became the president of the Directing Council of 
Transylvania. He has played to the very end his 
important role for the union between Transylvania 
and the Old Kingdom of Romania. Through a very 
wise fusion, accomplished in 1926, considering 
the nation's best interest, between the Romanian 
National Party and The Peasant's Party of Ion 
Mihalache, from the Old Kingdom, he set up a 
remarkable force in Great Romania that aimed to 
inspire and put into practice a parliamentary 
democracy, based on Christian ethics, social 
justice, and defending the national interests. With 
great sacrifices and confronting all risks, he stood 
against those who were against the national 
interests. Thus, he was imprisoned in the 
dungeons of Sighet, where he eventually died on 
the 5th of February 1953, being laid to rest in an 
unnamed grave in the Pauper Cemetery.

Iuliu Maniu was, and still is, an inspiration for 
this nation, especially for the people of Sălaj. We 
are left now with a memorial house bearing his 
name in Bădăcin, a place that should be visited, if 
not by every Romanian, at least by everyone that 
lives in the county. Erasing the national culture, 
literature, art, religion, ancient traditions and the 
history of a land will never be possible. The world 
would be so poor without the cultural diversity of 
the nations! Thus, in an organic manner we must 
feel this love for our country and we should stop 
the self-destructing process, trying to discover, 
protect and promote our history. You have already 
taken a first step: you had the honour of meeting 
Iuliu Maniu.Iuliu Maniu's Memorial house, Bădăcin

Illustration by Cheregi Bianca, "Simion Bărnuțiu" National College, Șimleu Silvaniei Text by Iancu-Sălăjanu Ana, the "Simion Bărnuțiu" Gymnasium,  Zalău

Iuliu Maniu - A Destiny for Romania
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In the middle of the small-town of Șimleu 

Silvaniei, hidden between buildings, the ruins of 

the Báthory Citadel stand as a quiet witness of 

the silent passing of time and of the greatness of 

a family that is well-tied to the history of 

Transylvania and Europe alike. Not far away, on 

top of Măgura Șimleului (the hill overlooking the 

town), the ruins of another, older citadel remind 

us the importance of location when it comes to 

buildings meant to play an important role in 

defending the good people that inhabit the towns, 

since ancient times.

From the monumental ensemble that once was, 

dating back to 1351, we can now admire only the 

main gate located on the Western wing, the 

interior fortified walls on the same side, the 

Southern and Eastern walls that continue into the 

circular tower, the square bastion and the circular 

one on the North-Eastern corner of the 

fortification, as well as smaller fragments from 

the inside, Northern wall.

The citadel was the birthplace of Ștefan Báthory, 

the Prince of Transylvania and later one of the 

most important kings of Poland, of which legend 

has it he killed a vicious dragon not with the 

strength of his arms, but with the wit of his mind. 

Thus, three dragon fangs are on the family's coat 

of arms. The mystery surrounding the peril of the 

evil dragon slowly unfolds for those who have the 

courage to come and listen to the legend.

The town of Șimleu Silvaniei, located at the foot 

of Măgura Hill, has kept its old-fashioned charm, 

helped by a well-preserved architecture.

It became a borough in 1429 and was known by 

the name of "Oppidium Șomllyo", the town of 

Șimleu has a rich medieval history, closely tied to 

the destiny of the house of Báthory, a royal 

family, with a very important role in the 

Transylvanian history. In modern times, the 

settlement had an important political, social and 

economic role, as a result of the work undertaken 

here by economic and cultural institutions, and 

the activity of important scholars that aimed at 

achieving the Romanian cultural and political 

unification.

The Holocaust might as well be the most 

important lesson of ethics, political science or 

human philosophy that should be taught in 

schools and universities, and is quite present 

here, in the museum of horror that is now a 

symbol of the small-town.

The Holocaust Memorial Museum of Northern 

Transylvania, an unique establishment of the 

area, hosted by the town's Synagogue, teaches us 

a though history lesson in just a few minutes. 

Illustration by Șireag Alexandra, "Simion Bărnuțiu" National College, Șimleu Silvaniei

The Báthory Citadel 

The Báthory Citadel Once Upon a Time: Șimleu
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Moigrad landscape

There are some fortunate ones that had a 
chance to meet the famous dowry chest while 
waiting for grandmamma to finish the polenta or 
the warm milk with noodles. And all of them were 
curious to see what grandma was hiding there, in 
the chest well kept under heavy, but beautifully 
carved chest lid, as amazing as a treasure chest, 
brought from ancient legends.    

 In the quest for a dowry chest, one that is 
worthy of being praised, we started exploring the 
villages paths, not because we couldn't find a 
chest in every household, but because I wanted to 
relive bits and pieces of my childhood, while 
growing up in grandma Maria's home, in Bocșa, 
on the Creaca unpaved street, also known as the 
Old Path because there were no children playing 
or staying here, but the village's elders. Growing 
up around old ladies with nicknames like The Cat, 
Ripped, Blackbird or Bunny I started to believe in 
magical things, known only to their skilful hands: 
wall-carpets depicting little sheep, shepherds, 
angel faces, horses, peacocks, cats, or colourful 
towels placed around ornamental plates, with 
gentle flowers, that always made one wonder 
which is more beautiful: the plate or the towel? In 
my mind, I always thought that the only way the 
flowers got on the towels was through the skilful 
hands of the old ladies that took flowers from 
their gardens and sewn them in the cloth. Maybe 
this was also because they always competed for 
the best garden and exchanged flower seeds, and 
the winner was always the one who had the most 
amazing flower, unseen before in the village.    

In my grandma's house, the prideful "nane" 
(old ladies) gathered to show their talents in 
sewing and weaving and to see them in action 
was a feast for the eyes: The Blackbird brought 
the cloth and threads, The Bunny had the wheel, 

The Cat gave instructions about the shuttle's 
trajectory and the cloth, and me, for my 
grandmamma's sake used to turn the wheel until 
I got blisters on my fingers. Grandma used to 
pamper me and reward my hard work with a 
piece of embroidery on which she had sewn the 
prettiest model, one never seen before or with a 
steamy piece of pumpkin, baked in the oven or 
boiled in a clay pot. 

But to see the old ladies competing in sewing was 
a type of sorcery. An unforgettable show in which 
each needle jab was accompanied by laughter and 
jokes, mixed with their sights, because they 
worried for each stitch's perfection as the 
clothing they made were meant to dress the 
priest or the altar, or the bride to be, or other 
villagers. I was always fascinated by them, not 
fully understanding their sayings that kept 
ancient meaning and wisdom, and felt a sense of 
pride when they noticed I was there and needed 
me to help with the threads and needles as most 
of them had poor eyesight or maybe they just 
pretended so for my sake.

And all this thoughts and feelings of my 
childhood I keep dearly in the dowry chest, right 
next to the painting-like towels made of 
intertwined cloth and coloured threads, always 
thinking of my promise made to life: never to 
forget the paths of the village, the waggish old 
ladies that are no longer among us and the 
heritage of their locked chests, chests that open 
just for those who still feel they belong to Bocșa, 
in accordance to ancient traditions.

The Dowry Chest

Text by Pușcaș Adria, "Mihai Eminescu" Technical 
High school, coordinated by professor Remeș VioricaPhoto by Alin Ghirean, "Alesandru Papiu Ilarian" Technical College, Zalău
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The Cehei Pond, also known as Tăul Uileacului, 
holds the clues of a mysterious disappearance. It 
is said that, here, long-long time ago, there was 
once a village. Nobody knows why the village was 
covered by the waters, but, in the quiet, sunny 
days, the deep moan of the church's bells cry for 
the faith of the forgotten ones.

The children that live nearby know from their 
parents and grandparents that you should never 
get too close to the bottomless pond which never 
runs dry even on the worst drought, because 
scary creatures that cannot wait to find company 
in their eternal travels are dwelling here. 

It is most likely that the wise men concocted the 
stories to keep the youngsters away from the 
water snakes and toads that live in the thicket of 
the waterfront.

Or maybe, if you'll dare to go there, close your 
eyes and listen carefully, you will also hear the 
cries of the ones swimming with the fishes.

According to tradition, the mythical creatures, 
Sânzienele, fly into the skies or walk the earth on 
the night of the 23rd of June, they sing and dance, 
give bearing to the crops, give to married ladies 
the gift of bearing children, multiply birds and 
animals, offer magical healing powers and alluring 
scents to flowers, and cure the diseases and 
sufferings of people.

 The Lady's Bedstraw flowers, picked just before 
the celebration, are braided into small wreaths. Each 
family member receives one that is then thrown on 
the rooftop, accompanied by the name of the person 
it belongs to. According to this tradition, depending 
on the rooftop area the wreath lands on, one can tell 
which member of the family will live longest.

In the heart of the Sălaj county villages, the girls 
pick up Lady's Bedstraw flowers and place them 
under their pillow, the night before the celebration, 
hoping they will dream the one that is meant for 
them. They also make wreaths they leave in clean 
places overnight. If the morning dew is upon the 
wreaths the next day, that is a sure and sure sign 
they will be married by the end of summer.

The peasants also try to find out what is in store 
for them and what sort of fortune their animals will 
have, using the magical flowers. In the night before 
the celebration, they hang wreaths in the Eastern 
corner of the house and if, the following day, they 
notice that the wreaths have mixed inside animal 
hair or feathers, the conclusion can be only one: the 
year will be good especially for that type of animal.

The Sânziene celebration is also known as the 
Silence of the Cuckoos, because the old saying tells 
us that if the cuckoos stop singing before the 
celebration, the summer will be droughty.

Text by Fodoca Cezar 
"Alesandru Papiu Ilarian" Technical College, Zalău

The Lady's Bedstraw Wreath

Illustration by Torge Adelin, "Simion Bărnuțiu" National College, Șimleu Silvaniei
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Crier of My Village

… I don't know about you folks, but whenever I 
think of Romanian folkloric traditions, at my 
traditional costume, enshrined in the dowry chest 
my mother received from her parents, I think of 
my childhood years, with its kindergarten and 
school's memories, the plays I used to be part of 
and in which I had important roles, and my heart 
gets giddy with joy!

And God, how beautiful it used to be back in the 
day! 

Reliving those moments, I always stop and smile 
when thinking of one of my roles, interpreted 
during a re-enactment of a traditional peasant 
wedding, when I played the part of the wedding's 
CRIER (Grăitor).

But then again, what is a Crier? And the answer 
to this question was revealed to me by baciul 
Petrea Iulișchii, the crier of our village, a living 
proof of long forgotten times, which, despite 
being 87 years old, was able to paint a clear 
picture. Like all his stories, this one starts like 
this: "My dear boy, back in the day, things were 
different, now the world is mad!" Then he starts 
describing the wedding:

"Back in the day, young men used to woo the 
girls before Shrove Tuesday, and then the parents 
of the future grooms got acquainted, the pair 
started looking for godparents , set up the 
wedding day and started preparing for it. It was a 
tremendous job as you see, all was done in-house. 
Then, pairs of wedding callers roamed the village 
to announce the wedding, with flower-adorned 
sticks, flower wreaths over their shoulders and 
with a glass of sweetened home-made moonshine 
(pălincă), crying:

May the Lord bless with good-luck!

We came here as ... told us so.

To invite all to the feast

All together to have fun

With a glass that's always full

Maybe ten or might be more,

Help the fun for everyone

Save the date for Saturday 

And pre-fun is on Thursday!

About the pre-wedding get-together I could say 
so much, but better stay in line with our story, 
the wedding… The wedding day at the couple's 
houses was always noisy: all the relatives, close 
or not, friends, the wedding callers, godparents 
and the wedding crier get together.

Now enters the stage the wedding crier that 
must offer guidance so that it all goes as planned.

"So, dear boy, we used to get the things rolling 
from the groom's house, where he asks for 
forgiveness:

All beloved and gathered here
We shall ask to lend an ear
Her you young and old as well
Newborn babies and grey haired
As the tears filled the eyes of the audience, the 

wedding crier carried on:Oh, young boy say your 
goodbye

From your family and friends
From the flowers and the grains
From the girls that dance so close
From the people that you know
And behold your lover so!
And before we part our ways
Listen what I have to say
The esteemed boy here so (name of the groom)
Early in the day he woke
Washed his face and combed his hair
And on a new journey embarked
And before he starts to go
Kiss your mom and ask forgiveness
For the wrongs you might have done
Kiss your dad for the protection 
Always given, never asked
After the groom thanked the family and kissed 

them, he went to take his bride, but not before 
praying. The music sang, just violin and drums, 
the women cried and chanted, and at the bride's 
house, other crowd awaited. And then the bride 
asked for forgiveness:

Our distinguished gent here

Told to whoever can hear

That he must wed on this day

With a flower that's so dear

Peopled that he gathered near

All together came to find

A flower the boy can have

Then, in some weddings, a fake bride was 
presented in front of the crowd, for their 
amusement: old and ugly and the groom had to 
refuse and to ask for the real bride he chose… it 
was much fun and good atmosphere, the women 
chanted and yelled, as in a competition between 
the ones from the boy's side and the others from 
the bride's side, waving their skirts and aprons as 
they were possessed by the spirits of Bacchus.

After the real bride came out, the wedding crier 
started again, asking for forgiveness: Say goodbye 
my dear young girl,

From the sweet mom you love so

From the grass and from the roots,

From dear dad so sweet and old,

From the basil and green yard,

From the boys that danced so swell

Good or bad they might have cared

And your time was quite well spent

But before we part our way,

We would ask from you, dear girl,

Take the hands that cared you for

And kiss you sweet mother for

All the times she held you close.

Dear mama, please forgive

All the wrongs she's done to thee

And I turn to father so

Thanking him for his protection

All that given love, affection,

If I ever wronged you dad, 

Please forget that you were sad.

After the bride's hand is asked for, the people 
playing the music start a particular song called 
Rosemary on the table, determining all eyes to 
water. If one was not warned about it, seeing so 
many sad faces, one could think it was a funeral 
and not a wedding. Then the escorting people

would start going towards the church, for the 
ceremony, but not before the wedding crier 
announced:

   We shall go now to be wed,

   May the Lord be on our side! And then, on the 
way ,the bride went with the two groomsmen 
(wedding callers), followed by the groom with two 
unwedded girls, the godparents, the close relatives, 
the couple's parents and all the people gathered for 
the wedding. The villagers stood by their gates and 
fences to see the gathering, while the wedding 
goers offered them home-made plum brandy and 
the women yelled rhymes of good-luck to everyone.

At the church, the priest held the sermon, put the 
crowns on their heads, gave them sweet crackers 
and honey and gave the life advices they should 
follow. 

After the ceremony, the couple got out of the 
church and the music started playing and the 
people danced right there, in front of the church.

Then, everyone headed to the wedding location, 
which was either an improvised tent done by the 
hosts, or at the house, if the wedding party was 
small.
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The wedding crier started the party with the 
verse "It says so my mouth..." and then proceeds 
to present the wedding, for the ones that didn't 
participate from the beginning, and then he 
allows the guests to eat, after saying a prayer, 
starting with a cheer: "And we all say here right 
now may the Almighty bless them with good 
fortune!". And all the people chanted: "Good luck, 
good luck!"  

The wedding crier intervened when they served 
the courses: homemade chicken broth, delicious 
meat cabbage rolls, and roast pork with mash 
potatoes and at the end, sweet bread with 
walnuts. In the jugs there was red wine from the 
neighboring households, while the plum brandy 
was poured in clear bottles, so one can admire the 
age and yellowish colour of a quality spirit.

Towards the morning, the young family 
received their "honors". The wedding crier 
grabbed a new, galvanized bucket and, with the 
godfather from the groom's side, started 
collecting the gifts (money). The money was placed

inside the bucket and some people tried to get it 
from them by offering in return big chunks of 
meat or wonderful bread curls. 

And thus the wedding ended with the singing of 
the roosters.

I stayed there, listening to him, to Petrea 
Iliușchii, our wedding crier, wondering how, at 
such an old age, he can still remember so many 
details from back when he was young. But the 
moment he got up, with watery eyes and hanging 
on to his cane, and went to an old chest and got 
out his old notebook, was most impressive. There, 
he showed me how we wrote down all the verses 
he told me and took out two pictures and said 
with a trembling, but proud voice: "Even our 
great folklore singer, Ioan Bocșa, came to see and 
talk to me, Petrea Ilușchii, the wedding crier".

I am proud to be from the same village as such 
people, and I am proud that in my childhood 
years I impersonated a wedding crier, and maybe, 
one day, who knows? I will be able to step in 
Petrea Ilușchii's footmarks.

Text by Palcea Cristian Gabriel, No.1 Primary School, Valcău de Jos, coordinating professor: Palcea Adina

Illustration by Mladin Cristina, "Octavian Goga" Technical High school, Jibou

The Soldier's Daughter, the Dragon and the 
Dragoness, The Elder, The Monks, The Captain, 
Cleopatra's Needle, The Soldiers, Eve, The 
Footman, The Thumb and the Sphinx, the cliffs 
moulded by wind, rainfall and snow, became 
fantastical creatures in the legends of the land.

Located at a distance of about 10 kilometres 
from the town of Jibou, in the Gâlgău Almașului 
village, Grădina Zmeilor is one of the prettiest and

interesting natural reservations of Transylvania.

Whoever gets here, will surely be charmed by the 
unsurpassed natural charm of this fairy-tale land 
of the Sălaj County and be carried away in a land 
where mythical creatures are alive.

* The Zmei are the Romanian equivalent of the 
Dragons/ Ogres, never fully described in any fairy-
tale and thus untranslatable.  

The Dragon's Garden (Grădina Zmeilor)
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The first mining sites of the Bobota-Sărmășag 

basin started in 1906, period in which the coal 

extraction was done by people, by hand, and the 

coal was taken out from the mines with horse-

driven carts. The lighting of the areas being 

exploited was provided by carbide lamps.

These extractions were first started during the 

Austro-Hungarian occupation of the lands.

In time, like any other branch of the industry, 

the mining knew new developments because of 

the mechanisation of the processes that 

introduced the mining industry to new 

technologies and work techniques, not only for 

the actual extraction, but also for the workers' 

safety. An important role in this process of 

modernisation was played by the influence and 

much more advanced knowledge of the Russians.  

Many of the work equipment were imported or 

done in the Romanian factories according to 

soviet projects. Thus, in the few remaining mines, 

still active today, one can still find such outdated 

equipment. One of the reasons so many mines 

closed down was the lack of new investments and 

extremely outdated equipment, some of which 

are over 40-50 years old.

The Sărmășag mine is located in the North-

Western part of Romania, in the Sălaj County, the 

Sărmășag commune. Its main activity was the 

extraction of lignite, the lignite being one of the 

inferior classes of the coal extracted in our 

country and used for households' thermal heating 

systems, as well as for the thermal power plants 

of Zalău and Oradea, the largest lignite 

consumers from the area.

The Sărmășag mine had, in the county or in the 

vicinity, a few workstations, among which we can 

mention: Ip Mine, Zăuan, Chieșd, Voivozi, Zăghid. 

In the communist era, when mining was one of 

the most important branches of the economy, and 

the coal was known as the black gold of the land, 

the mine of Sărmășag had 4000 workers, and the 

coal extraction was done at depths that varied 

from 100 to 150 meters, this being also the depth 

the workers faced when they went to take out the 

natural resource.    

The Sărmășag mine had, besides the 

underground main sectors, other sectors above 

the ground, called wet coal pits from which, using 

excavators and trucks, the coal was handled and 

transported onto the CFR (national railway 

company) loading and delivery point. 

As the main activity in the area was mining, 

many workers were miners, but, in order to 

insure all necessary tasks were fulfilled according 

to planning, there was a need for workers that 

could maintain, repair and transport the spare 

parts into the mines, thus there were the electric 

workshops that dealt with rewinding the 

electrical engines and repairing any electrical 

problems that occurred in the production process, 

the mechanical workshops that repaired the 

machinery, the ground sectors that ensured the 

coal transport from the extraction site to the 

delivery points with the use of the conveyor belt's 

system and the Technical, Economic and Socio-

Administrative personnel that was responsible for 

the office work.

With the fall of the communist regime in 1989, 

the mining industry went through a rough period 

as the policies adopted by various ruling parties 

slowly stopped the state subventions for mining, 

leading to the slow demise of smaller mines, that 

became unprofitable for the state. Thus, in 2014, 

the mining activity of the Sărmășag mine came to 

a full stop, and many families that relied on the 

income generated by the jobs in the mine needed 

to find new jobs and attend professional training 

courses.

After the quarry was closed and abandoned, the 

surroundings were flooded by the rain water and 

the water infiltrations through the layers of sand, 

resulting in a body of water of 45 hectares and a 

maximum depth of 35 meters (the depth varies 

between 15 and 35 meters).

Ruins of the Past

Text by Budai Andreea, "Simion Bărnuțiu" National College, Șimleu Silvaniei
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 "Each and every place on Earth has its own 
story, but you must listen carefully in order to 
hear it and you need a bit of love in order to 
understand it." (Nicolae Iorga)

Having these wise words in mind, spoken by the 
great Romanian historian, I remembered an 
impressively beautiful monument that also had a 
wonderful story that was once unveiled to me by 
my father.

The place that sparked my interest is located on 
the North-Western part of the village of Jac, on 
the Lencii Valley, known by the name of The Wide 
Stone.

The image that imprinted on my mind at my 
first visit in the month of March, 2012, is part 
mystery and part curiosity. The monument, built 
from a large stone block, with a height of 25 
meters and a width of 15 meters, with a vertical 
eastern wall, is perfectly anchored in the 
enchanting landscape of the Lencii Valley. In order 
to enhance even more the mystery, in the middle 
of the vertical wall, there is a small chamber (one 
cubic meter), reachable only by using special 
equipment.

Know in the village as the Wide Stone, the 
monument also has another name as it dates back 
to the Roman Empire. The official name of this 
place is "Mithraeum" and, taking into account its 
strange shape and its location, we can safely 
assume that it was used also as a place of refuge in 
the ancient and medieval times of trouble. The 
stones that were taken from here were used for 
the Roman fortifications in the area. But, not only 
that, as it aged, the Wide Stone was surrounded by 

mystery and charm; it also hides a local legend, 
staring the daughter of a local boyar. Ilonka, for 
some reason, decided to commit suicide by 
jumping from the top of the Stone, and, driven 
crazy by pain, her father set fire to their mansion 
and left, never to be seen again. The Wesselényi 
baron sold the entire valley to the Romanian 
families that set up a new colony named "Lenca", 
as a tribute to the memory of the sad fate of the 
boyar daughter. We can still see a small house 
from that time that bears witness to the legend of 
Ilonka.

A fascinating place of mystery that brings 
together history and legend with the picturesque 
area, The Wide Stone waits to tell its story.

A place of legend - 
The Wide Stone

Text by Taloș Daria, "Ioan Sima" Art College, Zalău, Coordinating professor Popa Mihaela Illustration by Kiss Andreea, "Ioan Sima" Art College, Zalău

The Archaeological Park of Moigrad - Porolissum   

On the ancient town of Porolissum, the Roman 
Emperor Trajan built this fortress in order to 
block the free passing from the Carpathian 
Mountains towards Dacia Porolissensis. To a 
Roman, Porolissum also meant the edge of the 
world, the start line of one of the longest roads 
that lead to Rome.

With or without a guide, one can explore the 
ancient town and discover the meaning of each 
corner and stone as reconstructions of old 

buildings and info panels placed near each site 
offer the necessary explanations. Thus, with a bit 
of imagination, anyone can become a Roman for a 
day and reconstruct an accurate image of the 
everyday life here, in the outskirts of the Roman 
world.

Yearly, you are all invited to enjoy a unique 
experience, of relieving a part of history, through 
the most important antique history re-enactment 
festival of Romania, Porolissum Fest!
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Just like a warm, welcoming host, the wooden 

church that became the pride of the villagers of 

Fildu de Sus, conquers any heart by its beauty, 

slender that is in perfect harmony with the 

landscape and stillness, as the village is away 

from the main road. Built in 1727, this place of 

worship is among the best preserved wooden 

churches of the Sălaj County. 

What makes this church unique is its very sharp 

tower, which reaches 40 meters of height, and 

one of the lesser known expansions of the church 

that occurred during the middle of the 19th 

century, during some reconstruction works. The 

tower has four smaller towers, meaning that, at 

the time the tower was built, the village had the 

right of justice (meaning that the village did not 

depend on other larger settlements to set rules 

and judgements for the ones that went against 

the law). The church has a stone foundation and 

its roof is covered with shingle. The murals were 

done in 1856 and are well preserved, but the 

painter has remained unknown.

Even if the county of Sălaj holds the largest 

number of wooden churches in Romania, the 

wooden church of Fildu de Sus remains one of the 

most beautiful in the country.

The Romanian traditional costume represents 
the everlasting individuality of a nation, and also 
of the region it comes from as there are various 
specific costumes to each area, done and worn 
according to old customs and cultural influences.

The women's costume is made out of:

- Shirt or a fine blouse (ie - spăcel) - not too 
long, up to the waist, made out of mixed cloth 
(linen and hemp), with special symbols sewn on it 
and embroidered over the chest, with ample 
sleeves that are adorned with embroidered cuffs

- Laibăr or the breast piece worn over the blouse

- The petticoat (pindeleu) made out of mixed 
cloth, in three gussets - ample white skirts, 
adorned in their lower side with lace made in the 
loom, and sometimes with colourful flower 
embroidery 

- The apron (zadie or catrință), hemmed at the 
bottom, can be worn as it is or with a pair

- The kerchief that can be worn as a head piece 
or over the breast piece

- Muruna - an imposing garland, worn on the 
head, an adornment that confers a certain 
uncommon beauty to the costume

- Shoes or boots

The men's costume is made out of:

- Shirt, made in a large size,  from home-made, 
thick cloth,  with adornments at the collar, 
shoulders and cuffs

- Gaci (or loose trousers) - fitted at the waist by 
a belt

- Cioareci (fitted trousers) of thick home-made 
wool cloth 

- Black breast piece worn over the shirt

- Hat in the summer (clop) or cap in the winter 
(cușmă) - a central piece of the costume that was 
made of straws or adorned with a feather

- Shoes or bootsText and illustration by Ciul Ioana, "Ioan Sima" Art High school, Zalău

The Wooden Church of Fildu de Sus The Traditional Costume
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"Vasile Fati" Botanical Garden of Jibou

Locals and tourists from all corners of the world 

can enjoy equally a refreshing walk or moments 

of recharging with positive energy whilst 

exploring the green heaven, cool and quiet.

A day spent here at the "Vasile Fati" botanical 

garden is the equivalent, a bit shorter, of a voyage 

around the world: one can discover thousands of 

plants from all corners of the world, get 

mesmerized by the splendor of the Japanese 

garden, explore the Amazonian jungle and the

tropical rainforests, dive into the depths of seas 

and oceans, admire the remains of the time worn 

park of the medieval castle that was  once the 

residence of the Wesselényi baron and of course, 

become richer in knowledge of the botanical world.

No matter the season, a must see will always 

remain the Zoo park, specially organized to host 

some indigenous animals, and if the plants seem 

to be oblivious of your presence there, the 

animals are always happy to have company!

Centuries ago, the realms of the Almaș Valley 

hosted "hermitage nests" with erudite monks 

that lead humble lives.

It is said that at the forest's outskirts, just 

outside the village of Păduriș, lived two monks 

renowned for their spiritual grace. The believers 

shared with them their troubles, asked for their 

advice and helped in their prayers.

Among those that sought their advice and 

knowledge, there was a very rich woman, with a 

very crooked back, called by the locals "Strâmba" 

(the Crooked one). The woman came to the monks 

in order to find help in saving her ill daughter, 

that no doctor or priest could cure. She promised 

the monks that if the girl was saved, she would 

repay them by giving them all her fortune. Thus, 

touched by the women's sorrow, the monks 

agreed to help, but only asked in return, not the 

entire fortune, but a monastery where they could 

pray, as they had no were else to make an altar.

The prayers of the monks healed the young lady 

and they received their reward soon after. Other 

monks that were passing by, that had no place to 

stay and were always going from place to place, 

finally found a place that they could call a home, 

a lovely monastery named after the benefactor, 

"Strâmba".

The prayers of the monks healed the young 

lady and they received their reward soon after. 

Other monks that were passing by, that had no 

place to stay and were always going from place to 

place, finally found a place that they could call a 

home, a lovely monastery named after the 

benefactor, "Strâmba".

The Legend of the Crooked Monastery - Strâmba
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Illustration by Vasilache Malvina, "Octavian Goga" High school, Jibou Text and illustration by Benche Natalia, "Ioan Sima" Art High school, Zalău



The wooden church of Chieșd is located in the 
county of Sălaj, in the village that it was named 
after, and it is assumed to have been built in the 
18th century. The church is known for its round 
altar and is on the national list of historical 
monuments.

The village of Chieșd is one of the first 
documented villages of the Crasna valley. The old 
folks say that the wooden church was built three 
centuries ago, but not on the current location, but 
300 meters further. It was moved later on using 
wooden stumps, without being dismantled. This 
relocation lasted for two years, during which the 
sermons were held inside the church.

The apsis has a hemicycle-shaped contour, a bit 
uncommon for the wooden churches, shaped 
from an arched carving of the five rows of 
wooden beams that conjoin at the top with a 
hook-like lock bolt.

In the year 1916, the church underwent 
renovation and, as a consequence, the shingle 
was replaced by galvanized sheets. Inside the 
nave, the chorus was added (a balcony), and it

was supported by spindle-shaped pillars, that 

even had reversed pyramid carved termination 

and rectangular basis. The access ladder can be 

seen in the nave.

The semi-cylindrical arch is made out of thick 

wooden boards held together and fixed to the 

three exterior arches by wooden nails. Above the 

narthex, the steeple-watch tower, surrounded 

by four turrets stands guard. The outer walls 

and the door frame are adorned with the symbol 

of the rope.

Above the nave entrance, the following 

inscription welcomes all those who come in: 

"May the Name of the Lord be blessed in the 

entire world. Wherever there will be one or two 

gathered in My Name I shall be there, in that holy 

place. This holy church was painted during the 

reign of our beloved emperor and ruler Bob Ioan 

through the hands of the much sinful Țiple Pop 

Ioan the Painter of the righteous Dabacin named 

in the year 1796." The year is carved in Cyrillic 

and Roman numerals. The church also hosts a few 

valued icons that date back to the XVIII century.

The Wooden Church of Chieșd

Illustration by Roman Dan, "Alesandru Papiu Ilarian" Technical College, ZalăuText by Roman Dan, "Alesandru Papiu Ilarian" Technical College, Zalău

The Wooden Church of Chieșd
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