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neighbor. Such a road has been planned for decades 
– even during dictator Ceaucescu’s time – but the 
will and money have never come together.

Until Bechtel (or so we thought). With high opti-
mism, and following groundbreaking in June 2004, 
we were going full bore, with just three little prob-
lems: 1) Romanian society is deeply corrupt; 2) hun-
dreds of years of bad government have left a legacy 
of incredibly dysfunctional bureaucratism; and 3) 
the government didn’t really want to pay us.

We were dealing with 1) and 2) by being scrupu-
lously honest – driving those with their hands out 
into conniptions – and by outlasting the bureau-
crats through sheer stubborness. But 3) made our 
senior management very nervous. Nevertheless, we 
sailed on, spending our own money at a frightening 
rate.

At the point that the government was about $95 
million in arrears, they held a national election and 
were swept out of office (partly because they had 
made deals with foreign companies like – gasp! 
– Bechtel). The new government, after hemming 
and hawing a bit, decided our contract was illegal 
(it wasn’t) and they’d just void it (they couldn’t, 
without wrecking their credit).

At this point, our directors lost their sense of 
humor altogether. They shut down the project (in-
cidentally sending Bill and most of his colleagues 
home), and began preparing a claim that could 
easily have exceeded $200 million.

This, predictably, caught the government’s atten-
tion.

They didn’t want to be in the position of explain-
ing to voters that they had paid $200 million for 
nothing (none of our work was finished), were stuck 
with a big bill for restoring the land and payments to 
landowners, and incidentally had so wrecked their 
reputation with the world financial community that 
they’d only be able to arrange loans on the same 
generous terms usually offered to Burkino Faso and 
Somalia.

They didn’t have much choice: they need the road. 
More importantly, they need to get reelected and to 
hold their shaky coalition together (the Transylva-
nian party threatened to bolt). They began to ne-
gotiate, amending the contract to something they 
could live with. They’ve promised a major down 
payment, and work will start up again next spring.

Unfortunately, Bill won’t be working on it, since 
we’re permanently assigned (as the term is under-
stood in Bechtel, meaning about 2-3 years) to Fred-
erick, MD.

We hope to go international again in awhile, but 
for the time being, it is nice to be able to get decent 
pizza again.

The Project That Came and Went 
(from Page 2) 

as the Bay Area, so we were able to get a nice enough 
place. The schools are very good, which really matters 
because they were NOT so good in Romania, and the 
kids might have started falling behind if we’d stayed 
another school year.

Also, we’re just 50 miles from Washington, DC if 
we feel the need for city life, and (a special bonus for 
Bill) many of the major battles of the Civil War were 

fought within a 100-mile radius (Gettysburg is 30 
miles away), so there’s no shortage of battlefields to 
visit (if you like that sort of thing).

In any case, our new address:

Bill & Sarah & Gwendi & Richie & Lucy & Rufus
7206 Indian Summer Lane
Frederick, MD 21702

Frederick, Maryland (from Page 2)

Returning from Romania, we de-
cided to take advantage of our start-
ing point, and cross the continent in a 
generally westerly direction by rail. We 
arranged to spend a few days in Buda-
pest, Salzburg, Paris, Marne-La-Valee 
(EuroDisney), and London. These are 
some of the photos we took during 
this excursion. Only some, of course, 
because digital phtography doesn’t 
exactly promote discipline, and we 
must have 2,000 images from this trip.

That would be Lucy the Cat and Rufus 
the Dog. Bill once said that four mam-
mals in one household was all he was 
willing to support, but that notion 

went by the wayside when one of 
our friends in Romania (Elizabeth, the 
wife of the American Consul in Cluj) 
suddenly announced to the children 
“oh, I don’t think your dad will mind if 
you bring this darling kitty home . . .”

With this fait accompli accom-
plished, home Lucy came — and 
even flew back to the States under 
Elizabeth’s seat when we trained 
home across Europe.

Rufus is a more recent addition, 
having been heavily lobbied for in 
the run-up to Richie’s birthday, and 
with the canard “every boy needs a 
puppy” ringing in his ears, Bill suc-
cumbed to the charms of . . . a canine 

dynamo, a supersonic ball of fluff, a 
tumbling, chewing, p**ing, p***ing, 
20-pounds-and-counting, cat-chas-
ing wiggle factory.

So much has happened in two years and 
we’ve said so little. This is an attempt to 
make up for lost time. We spent the 
middle part of the last two years in 
Romania (which was an adventure 
of a wholly different character than 
our previous adventures), and the 
time on either side of our “Romanian 
Holiday” either getting ready to go 
or adjusting to being back.

Much has gone on in the lives of 

those we care about, too, but it was 
sometimes hard to keep track of you 
all.

And of course, Sarah had to pack 
up the California house and kids 
by herself and make her way to 
Romania, in July 2004. Bill had found 
a decent house to move into (pictured 
right), and so we began our year in the 
former “Worker’s Paradise” (more on 
Romania inside).

IT’S BEEN TWO YEARS                   

A GROWING FAMILY                       

SOMETHING I NEVER 
EXPECTED TO SEE                     

FREDERICK, MARYLAND              

OK, so (despite the headline on this newsletter) we didn’t make it ALL the way 
back. In fact, we washed up on the shores of Chesapeake Bay, in a medium-sized 
town called Frederick (or “Fredneck” to those forcibly relocated from San Fran-
cisco), because while we were overseas, Bechtel moved its headquarters from San 
Francisco to Maryland .

It’s not so bad. The town is pleasant, housing prices (while crazy) aren’t as crazy 

Vol. 12, No. 1

COMING SOON: All the photos in this 
newsletter and many others too:

http://www.kritzberg.com

There and back again...

Lucy: desperately cute kitten Rufus: Noble Cockapoo

European-style schools, so Euro-
pean-style school uniforms. These 
were not very popular when 
Gwendi & Richie first found 
out about them. We nearly 
had a second Romanian 
Revolution on our hands! But 
the kids eventually adapted 
and it became part of their 
regular way of life. And it 
sure simplified the laundry!

Leftover statues of obsolete Communist idols 
(Lenin, in this case) in exile outside of Budapest

Gwendi & Richie at EuroDisney

Lest you think it’s a tinkertoy, 
the Eiffel Tower is HUGE!

Sarah, Gwendi, & Richard posing under the same 
marble dragon at Hampton Court that Sarah 

posed under during our last trip to the UK in 1992Hitler’s lair above Berchtesgaden
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ROMANIA is a truly beautiful 
country with substantial natural as-
sets, not the least of which is its well 
educated, Western-leaning young 
people. However, it is dragged down 
by bad government, an incredibly 
burdensome and obtuse bureau-
cracy, and corruption at every level 
of society. This isn’t just the legacy 
of Communism — the place has suf-
fered under inept and wicked rulers 
for centuries.

LIVING & WORKING IN ROMANIA                  

and The Project That Came and Went                

We lived in Cluj-Napoca (above), 
which over the years, has had more 
owners than the Brooklyn Bridge, 
with Romans, Turks, Germans, Hun-
garians, Germans (again), and mod-
ern Romanians all having claimed it. 
Under Ceaucescu, it suffered greatly 
from soulless building programs 
meant to crush ethnic differences, 
but its city center survived, and to-
day it’s a rather charming university 
town.

Because of the many farms nearby, 
Cluj (and the whole Transylvanian re-
gion) suffers whenever the weather 
is bad. This past spring, the worst 
happened. Just as the fruit trees 
were in full bloom, an unseasonable 
snowfall descended (see above). The 
orchardist weren’t happy. Also, with 
all those mountains, you’d expect 
skiing in Transylvania to be good. As 
the picture below shows, Gwendi and 
Richie would agree with you.

Above is one of the many castles  
owned by Vlad the Impaler, whose 
deeds come down to us in the char-
acter of Count Dracula. He was a 
real piece of work, but an authentic 
Romanian hero for convincing an in-
vading Turkish army to leave his prin-
cipality alone by mounting hundreds 
of ethnic Turks on sharp poles at the 
borders. At left is a souvenir of young 
love (from 1934) in a forest outside of 
Braşov.

cont’d on page 4

Sarah’s mother Anne joined us 
when we visited Italy in Decem-
ber–January 2004–2005. Rome was 
stunning, (having been continuously 
occupied for going on 2,800 years) 
and the soaked-in history is palpa-
ble. Also, they’ve had time to acquire 
some pretty nifty trinkets and the 
density of world-historical art and 
architecture can be overwhelming: 
every little corner church seems to 
have a Michaelangelo or two.

ITALY WITH ANNE — A GRAND SAGA                  

We went to the Forum (above)  
where, like good tourists, we studied 
our guidebooks to determine what 
the heck we were looking at. Many 
of the key sites in Rome are within 
walking distance of each other, such 
as the Coliseum (below) which we vis-
ited immediately after the Forum.

Look at how the travertine marble 
of the arch is exquisitely fitted. No 
mortar – while the Romans had con-
crete, they didn’t use it here.

As far as acquiring trinkets, you can 
hardly beat the Vatican, which has 
taken the whole thing to unequaled 
heights. Example, the ceiling above 
(one of many) every inch of which is 
covered by  gilt or some masterwork 
or the other. 
At left, a rather more ancient building, 
specifically Etruscan (pre-Roman) ru-
ins outside of Florence. Since they’re 
over 3,000 years old, Bill probably 
shouldn’t be leaning against them.

Rather macabre is the scene at right, 
from Pompeii — a rack of miscella-
neous artifacts, including the plaster 
cast of a victim lying lonely on the 
shelf. Pompeii was fantastic, and in re-
markably good repair, considering.

Gwendi and I also hiked to the top 
of Vesuvius, affording us the ultimate 
perspective-broadening opportuni-
ty: looking up at the volcano from the 
city on one day, and looking down on 
the city from the volcano on the next.

Cluj: Medieval City in Transylvania

Dracula’s Castle. No, Really!

Snow on the apple blossoms

“Florian and Miţi, June 1934” Ready to hit the slopes: right after breakfast

Where’d you want that road, buddy?

Studying the ruins of Imperial Rome

Nonchalance amid the ruins of old Etruria

A somewhat ornate ceiling

Hand-fitted arch at the Coliseum Artifacts at Pompeii

The obligatory Roman aqueduct

Trevi Fountain: No other purpose, save beauty

Working in Romania means dealing with local government 
and customs – except when doing so will land you in a US prison 
for violating the Foreign Corrupt Practices Act. And what do you 
do when the government changes, especially when the new 
government has run on a “throw the rascals out” platform, 
meaning you?

That’s the Autostrada Transilvania project in a nutshell. In 
2003, Bechtel negotiated a contract with Romania’s leaders to 
construct a 257-mile link to the west in anticipation of Roma-
nia’s joining the EU (supposedly happening in 2007). Romanian 
roads are generally dreadful, and to have any hope of trading 
on an even footing with the rest of the EU, they desperately 
need a modern highway to Hungary, their nearest EU 

At left is the fa-
mous Trevi Foun-
tain at night. A bit 
gaudy, but who 
am I to complain?

At right is part of 
imperial Rome’s 
aqueduct system. 
While this portion 
is not still in use, 
other parts are, 
even 2,000 years 
after they were 
built .
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