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  Preface


  This endeavor may strike the reader as unusual — a reputable historian who has been teaching history for over fifty years attempting to write a history of his family’s roots; a Romanian saga that both precedes and includes Vlad Tepes (the Impaler), the real life Dracula. Nonetheless, I pledge to begin the task with the promise, to which I have always been faithful, of always striving to reach the historical truth.


  The task is difficult because history begins with the written word, but the history of my family starts at a point in time when the written word did not exist. Where, in this case, does one begin to search? We could, for instance, make use of the science of archeology, digging our way into the distant past. After all, tombstones have a language of their own.


  Or, we could try genealogy, which in the eyes of many is a pseudoscience flattering the ego of a few elitist or non-elitist families anxious to know the details of what Frenchmen would call “la petite histoire,” which has crowded the works of Alexander Dumas. However, given the peculiar social and political structure of the territory we now call Romania, dominated by a dozen of families who were owners of land since time immemorial, and given the absence of documents during the so-called Middle Ages or early modern times, the importance of the study of genealogy is not only useful, it becomes even essential. Without it, important events cannot be explained and sometimes cannot even be known. For the historian, genealogy becomes the key for unlocking political events. It helps us understand the social, economic, and cultural milieu, even the physiognomy of individuals.


  My uncle George Florescu, who began attending international genealogical conferences throughout Europe and the world, first launched the Romanian Genealogy Society as early as 1943, while the official society of Heraldry and Genealogy began under communism in 1971. It was land ownership of our clan that began in present day Romania around the Danube horseshoe band in the district of Severin, which will be marked on the map, long before a Wallachian state existed. This land was never given to the family by any neighboring emperor or king. It was simply theirs, from time immemorial. They were masters of that land in much the same manner as the Scottish clans and American colonists marching to the West. Only gradually, and conditionally, did they integrate into a larger society when the state of Wallachia was founded.


  Since people sang before they wrote, the science of folklore is very relevant, as songs are transmitted from one generation to another. Folklore, however, has to be studied with caution, since songs can change from one generation to another. I, personally, very much believe in local history, the history of a region, a city, a district, or even a village. A local teacher, priest, or peasant, without a university degree, can be more knowledgeable or insightful than the most learned professor or doctor in the most prestigious universities.


  The former simply knows the area, knows the movement of the sun and moon, sees the stars, and breathes the air of a geographic location. With vestiges of this kind, the local historian can attain a better grasp of a place than a distant professional historian.


  Dealing with documents and chronicles, one must be careful because these early sources are often brief or misleading. The local chronicler will often lie to praise the king or patron — whomever pays him best. This was so under Charlemagne, Adolph Hitler, Stalin, or Ceausescu.


  The enmity of nations must also be taken into account. Should the great Hungarian leader Hunyadi be called “Janos,” as the Hungarians insist, or “Jancu,” as do the Romanians? Is it “Charlemagne,” in the French interpretation, or “Karl der Grosse,” as the Germans call this hero of both nations?


  Is race an ingredient of nationality? Are language, common historical and cultural background, economics, religion, or simply the will to belong to a certain territory the vital point? We shall see.


  In this era of globalization, it is, I think, most important to find out your roots, to know where you belong in this rootless age, in the manner that Alex Haley’s hero found his way to America. Could its roots belong to a small country on the edge of Eastern Europe, called Romania in modern times because of its cultural and religious links with the Roman Empire, a fact often forgotten by Western historians? Although a vassal state, Romania is the only country of Eastern Europe that was never occupied by the forces of Islam.


  Although writing a family history, this author will occasionally become a memorialist, with the help of his own souvenirs and those of his relatives, especially his Uncle George Florescu, to whom this book is dedicated.


  If some of this memorialist’s writings strike you, the reader, as fictional rather than real, you must remember that many acts of the historical Dracula — Vlad the Impaler — no matter how bizarre they may now seem, are rooted entirely in fact. Unlike writers such as the afore-mentioned Alexander Dumas, who present actual history as fiction, I will write my family’s story as history, with no embellishment. As a result, you, the reader, will find the story of the real Dracula far more interesting than any fictional vampire re-creation — and that of Florea, my original ancestor, and his descendants equally tantalizing.
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  Introduction


  
    “Left Munich at 8.35 pm on 1st May, arriving at Vienna early next morning; should have arrived at 6.46, but train was an hour late.”


    Bram Stoker’s Dracula, 1897

  


  That’s the first line of a book that, strange as it may sound, changed my life. Why strange? Because I didn’t read the book until I was forty-three years old. The line, as some readers will have recognized, is the first sentence of the novel Dracula, written by a prolific Irishman named Bram Stoker in 1897. It was a book that, by reason, I should have read a long time before I reached middle age. Why? There are several reasons.


  Another reason that might seem obvious to some is that I am by profession an historian. One would think that a Romanian-born historian would have had if not the interest then certainly the curiosity to read Dracula at some point in the first four decades of his life. One would be wrong.

  From my first days as a serious student, the study of history was an all-consuming passion, just as later the teaching and writing of history would become. To interrupt that passion by taking the time to read a Gothic horror story, even a well-written one based in the land of my birth, would have been out of character for me. And, to be honest about it, to be in fact a bit of an elitist, I considered involvement in the fictional world of horror literature to be beneath the dignity of a true historian.


  Yet there I was in 1968, changing the focus of my Fulbright study to determine if there was a real person, a Romanian prince, upon whose name Bram Stoker based his infamous Count Dracula. And while I was traveling all across Europe, Raymond T. McNally, my Boston College History Department colleague, would be studying the lore and legends of any and all countries and peoples that may have influenced or contributed to Stoker’s iconic creation.


  Truth be told, this tandem effort was not my idea. I had let myself be talked into it by Professor McNally, as irrepressible an Irish storyteller as Bram Stoker a century before him. I now find it both fascinating and ironic that in addition to writing his many books, Stoker was deeply involved in the theater (as the personal assistant of the actor Henry Irving, and the business manager of the Lyceum Theatre in London, which Irving owned). What makes it ironic, I think, is that to our great surprise (and delight), our joint venture turned into a book that became a bestseller, followed by several years of lucrative lecturing, films, and TV appearances.


  I shall never forget the summer of 1939, having just completed my first full year of Romanian High School, I was rewarded by spending the summer in the family’s beautiful Bavarian style chalet just constructed in the new resort of Poiana Brasov. This represented a pioneering venture at the time when the Bucharest establishment, together with the royal family, spent their summer vacations in the Carpathian resort of Sinaia where the King had built a palace reminding him of his ancestral home in the Black Forest of Germany. Today Poiana has grown a popular ski and summer resort full of hotels and guest houses, with countless tourists daily visiting what was developed into one of the most beautiful and popular Carpathian resorts. In my days I could see only snowy mountain peaks, sunsets and sun rises highlighting the mountains covered with pines and spruces, surrounding a plateau empty of houses and full of shepherds milking their sheep and goats. In my days, Poiana was isolated from the city of Brasov by way of treacherous roads that needed caterpillars specially-adapted to clear the way during the winter months or sturdy ponies to reach this beautiful plateau. I occasionally visited the city of Brasov about 1,000 feet below, where many of my ancestors sought shelter from cruel despots and neighboring Turkish invaders who had occupied the whole Balkan Peninsula. On one occasion one of my tutors, knowing my name was Florescu, took me to the National Archives of Brasov and showed me a sixteenth century document in very poor shape which revealed the remains of a flower surrounded by stars — this he told me was the family crest of the Florescu family in the fifteenth century. Though I was a thirteen-year-old boy, it made quite an impression, one that I shall never forget.


  On a certain August day came a telegram from my father, a diplomat who had just been appointed to serve as a counselor at the Romanian Legation in London in 1938, prior to the visit of King Carol II, who was seeking allies facing the threat of Hitlerite Germany. The telegram read: “Take the first Orient Express train from Bucharest to Paris. World War II is about to begin.”


  Within days I found myself at Red Roof Inn in Bournemouth, England, listening to King George VI officially declaring war on Germany. We were all issued gas masks and sang “God Save the King.” In my innermost heart I had the feeling that I would not see my country for some time — nor the famous flower in the Brasov archives that had made such an impression on me. In fact, it took almost twenty-five years to return to Romania when I obtained my first Fulbright to be precise, which made this book possible.


  But I get ahead of my story, which is how I came to discover and appreciate the historical significance of a family, my family, which can trace its ancestors back centuries, even before Dracula’s time.


  As a result of my life’s work, I can scroll backwards through a panorama of the past that includes fields and forests and flowers, kingdoms and castles, and more princes than paupers, a lineage that would have failed several times had it not been for the strength of its women. And I hardly need to scroll very far back at all to immerse myself in the memory of the two most influential periods of my own life: my preparation to become a historian at Oxford during World War II and the acquaintance of my uncle George during the Communist subjugation of my beloved Romania.


  Romanian Court Dignitaries and Terms in English


  


    
      	Ban of Oltenia

      	Military Governors with functions of a Duke
    


    
      	Clucer

      	A boyar who provides provisions for the court, a position that grew in importance during the sixteenth century
    


    
      	Comis

      	Marshal or “Master of the Horse”
    


    
      	Dacia

      	The kingdom that embraced most of present-day Romania and reached its peak in 82-44 BC
    


    
      	Jupan

      	Lord or Sir
    


    
      	Legation

      	A diplomatic mission in a foreign country, headed by a minister
    


    
      	Logofat

      	Chancellor
    


    
      	Paharnic

      	“Royal Cup Bearer”
    


    
      	Postelnic

      	Master of the Prince’s Chamber or Chamberlain
    


    
      	Rosiori

      	‘Rosiori’ comes from ‘rosu,’ the Romanian word for the ‘color red’
    


    
      	Securitate

      	Romanian Secret Police during Communist Period
    


    
      	Spathar

      	“Holder of Royal Sword”
    


    
      	Stolnic

      	Of boyar rank, “Seneschal,” in charge of The Royal Table
    


    
      	Vistier

      	Treasurer; kind of Lord of the Exchequer
    


    
      	Voievod

      	Ruling Prince, Commander-in-Chief
    


    
      	Vornic

      	Official in charge of Justice and Internal Affairs
    

  


  Chapter 1

  My Name is Florea


  Among the more than 100,000 rare old documents in the Brasov Archives there is an ancient coat of arms depicting a man with a helmet holding . . . a flower! The flower is surrounded by stars and tiny figures that cannot be easily distinguished. To an outsider, the combination of helmet and flower might seem incongruent, but to a native Romanian it is both perfectly natural and deeply meaningful, for Romania is a proud land known throughout its long history for resisting invaders and for its great beauty. Thus the helmet, the flower, and the figures coalesce to produce a fascinating totemic legacy drawn from the plateaus of a flowery land called Transylvania.


  The coat of arms, now more than six centuries old, is that of a family called Florea, a Christian name close to both the Latin and the Romanian word for flower, floare. The Floreas were the descendants of a family that lived in the Wallachian plateau from time immemorial. Some genealogists believe that the Floreas descended from a Wallachian warlord whose name first appears in a diploma, an old word for document, of the Knights of St. John (who governed the fortress of Severin on the Danube) from 1247. While it would probably be very difficult to trace the roots of the name Florea any further back, to do so from the thirteenth to the twenty-first centuries is not only possible, it has already been done.


  How do I know this? For two main reasons: one, I am an historian; and, two, my name is Florea, or rather its modern Romanian equivalent, Florescu.


  In this book, it is, as I said, my intention to put aside, for the first time in more than sixty years of writing, the dispassionate and, one hopes, objective cloak of the academic historian and tell you in my own words the story of my ancient family. To do so, I will have to move from folklore to recorded history, but I am confident I can do this, thanks to the path already laid out by my uncle, the late George Florescu, one of Romania’s leading genealogists and the man to whom this book is dedicated. Before his death in 1976, my uncle had placed at my disposal not only the family history he had written, but all of his writings. Without them, I could not have written this book.


  So, that tribute having been paid, let us return to the mysterious Florea, who may have left no documents, but whose coat of arms so proudly resides in the Brasov Archives.


  While it is indisputably true that history begins with the written word, on occasion, faced with a total lack of scientific evidence, the historian has a right to use his imaginative insight. I claim that right in my attempt to explain how the Latin name Florea came to be adopted by a distant progenitor who lived in a flowery land across the mountains during the century or more of the so-called Dark Ages, which followed the withdrawal of the Romans legions at the end of the third century AD. Exercising that right, I suggest that my first Florea ancestor — and the forefather of the infamous Dracula — may well have been a Latinized peasant’s son born during that ancient period.


  As my friend and co-author, Romanian historian Matei Cazacu from the University of Paris, points out, originally clans did not have names, but eventually took as names the locations where they were born. Clearly, Florea is a Latin name, which indicates that Transylvania comes from a joining of two Latin words, trans and silva, an additional indication that at some point in the Dark Ages the Daco-Romans withdrew to the foothill plateaus of Transylvania to enjoy the protection afforded them by the mountains.


  One of my students once identified Bessarabia, the present Moldavian republic, as “the best part of Arabia,” his humorous stab at the right answer may not have been entirely incorrect. There were Roman emperors known by the name ARAB, while the prefix ban, which meant governor, lies at the origin of the southwestern part of Romania called Banat.


  The Western word generally used to describe the new state in which Florea lived was Wallachia, a German term referring to an area of Latin-speaking people. The Romanians prefer the term Muntenia (the land of the mountains) or, better still, Tara Romaneasca, a term based on the fact that the Romans occupied much of this land for some 200 years (101-275). The leading family, who under Hungarian pressure established this new state at the end of the thirteenth century, was known by the name of Basarab. Most historians believe that this name was of Cuman origin, princes of Fagaras (a Romanian region in southern Translyvania).


  Unfortunately, there are presently no direct descendants of the Basarab family who can resolve the question of race by submitting to DNA examinations. Florea’s descendants, on the other hand, are more fortunate. Having survived to this day, we could perhaps study our bloodlines more accurately. However, a DNA approach to Romanian history would be very difficult because of the hopeless intermixture through migrations, thus exploding any pure theory of race propounded by nationalist historians among which Latinists, Slavicists, and Thracianists have often been the guiltiest.


  From the beginning of the twentieth century and again during the Communist period, some Thracologists — and even the dictator Ceausescu — underlined the numerical importance of the Thracian race in Eastern Europe. Indeed, the celebrated Greek historian Herodotus (“the father of History”) stated that since the Thracians were the most numerous people of antiquity, and had the various tribes been willing to unite under a single king, they would have conquered the area. Only one tribe, the Dacians, was able to subdue only a small portion of Romania, but, unfortunately, despite the courage of Decebal their king, they were not powerful enough to defeat the Roman legions of Emperor Trajan in two successive campaigns between the years 101-102 and 105-106 AD.


  Although a number of the medieval Romanian families can still claim to possess drops of Basarab blood in their veins (like the countless Frenchmen who claim to share the blood of Charlemagne), there presently exist no direct descendants of the former ruling family. Florea’s clan, however, who eventually adopted the family name of Florescu, is one of them. They also represent the only clan that, miraculously enough, was able to preserve its family name to this day, a statement I am comfortable making.


  Our focus now shifts to a small triangle in the southwestern corner of present-day Romania bordered by the Danube on the South and the Olt River, one of its tributaries, on the East, which marked the frontier of the Roman Empire after the withdrawal of the legions in the year 275 AD, a region we could call the Florea Triangle.


  It is safe to say that by this point in history, a certain Florea had settled in this area near the ancient Dacian city of Drobeta where the river makes a horseshoe turn and there was a series of four steep and narrow gorges known as the Iron Gates, which separate the Carpathian Mountains to the north from the Dynaric Alps in the south (The Gates no longer exist, having been covered over in 1972 by the waters of an artificial lake that services the huge hydro-electric power station, Portile de Fier). Throughout the ages, this was the location of much turmoil and conflict, vestiges of which survive to this day.


  In the year 105 AD, the Roman Emperor Trajan built a bridge across the Danube to march his troops northward, but it was destroyed in 278 AD to deter the Goths and other tribes, including Atilla’s Hunnish hordes, from entering the empire to the south. The East Roman Emperor Justinian rebuilt the bridge, adding a tower in honor of his wife Theodora. In the sixth century came the Slavs in massive numbers from the regions of present-day Ukraine, traveling west from the mouth of the Danube bend and then southward all the way to Greece. With encouragement of the east Roman Emperor, the Slavs settled in this area, where they intermixed with the Daco-Romans, thus giving birth to the Romanian people.


  Chapter 2

  The Wolfman Serves Vlad Dracul


  Since the publication of my book — Dracula, Prince of Many Faces — in 1989, the Florescu family has known that there was a blood relationship between us and the Draculesti branch of the reigning Basarab family, by way of a marriage to Dracula’s brother Vlad the Monk. I shall tackle this relationship in due course, but first I wish to point out that recent research in connection with the present narrative done by my co-author Professor Matei Cazacu of University of Paris has led to an even more startling conclusion, for Florea had a sister called Ana (later known as nun Calinichia) who was the wife of the fifth Prince of Wallachia, Radu I (1377-1383), (who ruled in the mid-fourteenth century); thus the blood of the Florescus flows in the veins of the princely Basarab family of Wallachia.


  Why, you ask, is this conclusion startling? Let me explain. Radu I was father to Mircea the Great, the prince who laid the foundation of the extended Wallachian state. Mircea was the father of Vlad Dracul, and the great-grandfather of the famous or infamous Dracula. Could it then follow that a few drops of Florea’s blood flowed in the veins of the murderous impaler? A startling conclusion and an incomfortable hypothesis indeed.


  In the absence of documents and proven genealogical links, on what is this hypothesis based? The answer: take the advice of George Florescu, the well-known genealogist and family historian, and follow the history of land ownership — an area of investigation


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  Florescu Land and Property Holdings

  (Fourteenth-Nineteenth Centuries)


  Fourteenth Century


  The villages of Pocruia, Sârbşori, Godineşti, Tismana, and Ohaba (Hobiţa) together with the mountains pertaining to their territory were confiscated by Prince Mircea the Old after 1397 from Florea as punishment for his action in favor of Prince Vlad the First (1395 -1397) and were offered to the monastery of Tismana. They were given back to Vintilă Florescu by Radu the Handsome in 1468. At the end of his life, Vintilă offered the villages to the Tismana monastery which was built in 1377 on his ancestors’ lands, made the peace with the monks and was buried in the monastery in his quality of ktitor (founder, that is descendant of the founders). The prince Vlad the Monk, his brother-in-law, offered him in exchange six villages near the Danube: Luica, Dinţeşti, Dobreni, Fâsâieni, Vladimireşti, and Drumul Baiului, which were confirmed to his son, Drăghici Florescu in the sixteenth century, after Drăghici offered the whole village of Tismana to the Homonyme monastery.


  Fifteenth Century


  Floreşti (dept. Dâmboviţa, today Ilfov) was a possession of Vintilă Florescu, confiscated by Laiotă Basarab in 1475 and recovered in 1476.


  Sixteenth Century


  Poiana Lungă, located near Floreşti, was purchased by Vintilă Florescu and offered by Maria Florescu to the monastery of Strâmbu-Găiseni in 1605, after the death of her son, Radu.


  The villages of Bughea, Brătieşti (today Văcăreşti), Urlueşti, and Buneşti formed the dowry of Stanca, the wife of Drăghici Florescu, which she inherited from her father. At the end of her life (sometime between 1518-1520), she offered Urlueşti and Buneşti to the monastery of Strâmbu-Găiseni built by her husband in order to be buried there (although her tombstone disappeared).


  Nămăieşti was granted by Prince Michael the Brave to Radu Florescu, his half-brother.


  Seventeenth Century


  Oreahoviţa (Oraviţa) and Bălboşani were offered by Maria Florescu to the Metropolite of Wallachia in 1605 on the occasion of the burial of her son Radu in the metropolitan Church of Târgovişte.


  Cujmir and Prestolul were offered by Maria Florescu to the monastery of Cozia after the death of Radu, her son, in 1605.


  Aniniş was offered by Maria Florescu to her grand-daughter Maria (adopted by her uncle, Radu Florescu) at her marriage in 1605.


  Mostişte was offered by Maria Florescu to her daughter-in-law Stanca Drăgoescu after the death of her husband Radu Florescu in 1605.


  Fântânele and Verneşti were part of the dowry of Ana Florescu, the sister of Radu, who offered them to the monatsery of Strambu-Găiseni before her death, in order to be buried Inside the Church.


  Iablaniţa was part of the dowry of Maria Florescu, who sold it after 1605.


  Izvorul Frumos and Gruia were offered to Radu Florescu by Prince Mihnea (1577-1583;1585-1591). After 1605, they returned to the princely domain.


  Nineteenth Century


  Poenarii Florescului : belonged to Iordache Florescu in 1829.


  Vi(e)zureşti and Floreasca belonged to Manolache Florescu in 1829.


  Piatra belonged to Ion Florescu (1831).


  Dimiana/Dimieni belonged, together with Gomoeşti and Valea largă to Alexandru Florescu (1831).


  Asan Aga belonged to Costache Florescu (1832).


  Bisouca belonged to Alexandru Florescu (1831).


  Cioroboreni/Ciorbăreni was offered by Radu Florescu and his mother to the monastery of Cerna in Transylvania in remembrance of their Brother and son Vâlsul (1592).


  Ştiubeiele de la Blatniţă was part of the dowry of Velica from Şitoaie, the daughter of Vintilă Florescu (together with Vladimireşti, Floreşti (dept. Mehedinţi), Dobreni, Vărăsti, Gruia, Risipiţi.


  Găiseni : belonged to Drăghici Florescu who built the monastery of Strâmbu.


  Other Florescu properties include: Onceşti, Vătăşeşti, Floreşti, dept. Mehedinţi, Risipiţi, Bezdead, Răstoaca: near Găiseni.
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