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P
ictures by Sarah Jenkins and In The Saddle

their Transylvania Trek, a two-week ride with 
a group of people all on at least their second 
visit to Equus Sylvania. 

Having been forewarned that mountain 
weather is like a Forrest Gump box of chocolates 
(you never know what you’re going to get), we 
wore T-shirts and strapped jackets to our 
saddlebags. But, thanks to climate change, it was 
ludicrously warm for October. We cooled off 
in the wild forests after exhilarating gallops 
through alpine meadows. There are no 

boundaries and no traffic — it’s bliss. 
We each rode in English tack on one of the 

Prombergers’ 22 horses, a mix of part-
Lipizzaner, Furioso-North-Star, Arab, Shagya 
Arab, Gidran and local breeds. The horses have 
fantastic temperaments and the pace is 
varied, but this ride is for those confident at 
speed. One rider, whose recent experience was 
limited to sitting on an ostrich that went at 
40mph, turned at 90° and didn’t stop till you 
dropped off the back, had a hard time.
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Each evening, buffalo and goats take priority on 
Romania’s roads on the way home from grazing

Dinner time: riders are well fed, but not before 
the horses have been cared for

Tying up two of the horses at one of the many rest 
stops scheduled during the week

Christoph and Barbara Promberger have 22 horses at the farm, which provides a base for the rides

Vihar (Thunderstorm), my 15.1hh five-year-
old Shagya Arab, effortlessly carried me up 
steep inclines. She was responsive, her walk 
didn’t give me saddle sores, she floated in trot 
and made light work of the terrain, popping 
little streams, nipping down banks and 
picking her way between stones. I left her to it.

On a few steep descents you must go by foot. 

I’m no Paula Radcliffe and got by, but do wear 
riding boots you can walk in. I was on my 
bottom with ludicrous predictability, mostly 
because I have absolutely no balance — if I had 
tried this in gripless shoes, there might have 
been carnage. Vihar had ample opportunity to 
squash me, but just bore a similar expression 
to Barbara while waiting for me to catch up.

Having never understood walking for its 
own sake, for me this was an epiphany. I get it, 
but only if the vista is as stunning as here.

We spotted both wolf and bear tracks — and 
distinguishing between their droppings will 
now be my Mastermind specialist subject. 
Luckier souls sometimes see actual carnivores. 
We saw the devastation left by wild boar, 
which harrow up whole pastures looking 
for food. There were many birds, 
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