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the silver lines of beech 
forest intertwine with a 
luscious carpet of mead-
ows, softened by the sun-
light. Their only purpose, 
it seems, is to create the 
cloth on which to hang the 
brooches of deserted cot-
tages, there on the right 
side and a little above the 
lower end of Jelina katuni-
na, whose wooden boards 
and beams long ago ac-
cepted their fate, and be-
came pale and faded in 
a manner that is precious 
and the only possible way 
to end this image. All that 
is left for us to do is to 
turn after every shadow in 
the forest wall above and 
around us, frozen in its 
fall, like the biblical waters 
of the Red Sea – for one 
cannot expect anything in 
a place like this other than 
for an elf to silently run 
past in red boots, whose 
small bells have been re-
moved because of curious 
wanderers like us.

On the other side of the 
meadow we enter the for-
est again, but the path is 
better and wider already. 
The forest ambience is 
most agreeable, and the 
path at the start is easy to 
ride on, but soon becomes 
steeper and more stony, 
and most travellers will 
prefer to get off their bikes 

again. Those determined 
to ride should bear in mind 
that the small creek on the 
right side is about 10 me-
tres deep, with very steep 
sides, and that the path 
often gets narrower or is 
inclined towards that side 
(or indeed both: at the spot 
where part of the slope has 
slid into the creek, taking 
the path with it, one needs 
to be very careful, even 
when walking). 

After less than a kilometre 
further on we will arrive at 
the katun of Vragodo (2.1 
km, 1,480 m high). Un-
like Jelina katunina, this 
is quite a lively place: log-
gers and their trucks make 
a noisy little island in this 
remote corner of Bjelasica. 

A “proper” road leads 
from here, at first not very 
good (dirt at first, then 
stone) but it will improve 
slowly. We descend along 
it for 1.5 km (to an eleva-
tion of 1,295 m), and then, 
for the next 3 km, across 
the picturesque landscape 
of Sjenokosi and a couple 
of long, wide views, we 
slowly climb Pobrdje (6.5 
km, 1,430 m high). The 
gravel road is by this time 
good quality, so along the 
ever-gentler slopes of Bje-
lasica we will rush down to 
Brskovo and the beginning 
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