
This past week has been somewhat of a blur, on top of still trying to get back in the swing of things after 

having been out of the office for an extended period, I had a guy I was responsible for training for the 

entirety of the week.  Add all of that to a somewhat abbreviated work schedule every day and I barely 

had enough time to think.  I love being busy (not just busy, but having work to do), it is such a welcome 

change of pace after a large portion of this project.  Annnnd… taking a slight left in Albuquerque… (No, 

you don’t have to understand all of my euphemisms; you just have to recognize them for what they are.  

The important thing is that I understand them and I think they are funny) Can I just say that I find it 

hilarious that I keep getting guys sent to me for me to train in a role that I have only worked in for a total 

of 7 months?  

So I managed to find out this week that apparently my child is adorable.  You may seem surprised by 

that statement, but honestly, he could look like 

the dog in the picture to the left and I probably 

wouldn’t know the difference.  Overall, it was 

nice to get confirmation from an unbiased third 

party source that my son, does in fact, qualify as 

a “cute baby.”  I’ll file this away under “hugely 

relieved that I wasn’t disappointed.” 

It was rather funny noticing the difference 

between men and women this week.  Of course, 

being the proud father that I am, I carried a stack of photos of Jack around with me, and anytime 

someone asked if I had a picture I would show them what I had.  The men would start looking bored 

after about the second photo (though they all perked up immediately upon seeing him in the Batman 

outfit), but they would politely flip through the rest of the 

photos.  Meanwhile, the women would all dote on each 

photo and then ask if I had any more pictures after finishing 

the stack.  Pshhh… do I have any more pictures?  Do I not 

look like a new father who carries a smart phone? 

Recently I have given thought to ending a relationship that I 

have been in for more than 10 years.  C’mon guys, no 

reason to go there, I’ve only known Leslie for a little over 9 

years.  No, I’m referring to my beard.  This isn’t something I 

can casually walk into, I mean think about it, I’ve known my 

beard longer than I’ve known my wife.  Granted, I didn’t say 

any vows to my beard but I’m a committed guy, I don’t 

know that I can just walk out on 10+ years; sure we’ve had 

our rough spots, but what beard doesn’t?  Sure it’s gained a 

little weight over the years and started filling out a little 

around the edges, but that’s no reason to just give up, 

right?  After I saw one of the pictures Leslie recently sent me I’m not totally unconvinced that my beard 

didn’t play at least some role with my son’s genetics.  What do you think, do you see the resemblance? 



I will say this; I think I’m getting to the point where I could enjoy this work schedule.  I’ve been in Brazil 

for a little less than week and a half and I am already looking to going home in a little more than a week.  

I will be home for a couple of weeks and then return to Brazil for another 2 week vacation work 

rotation.  One could almost sympathize with how incredibly difficult my life must be right now. ;)  


