
Easter Sunday ended up being a lot of fun for us.  We got up early enough to go to the pancake 

breakfast at church.  I had invited the site manager to go to church with us, so he met us in the hotel 

lobby and then followed us in to church.  To be honest, I wasn’t expecting a whole lot, mostly just a very 

large platter of pancakes.  Much to my surprise I could smell bacon and sausage cooking as we walked 

into the fellowship hall… or whatever they call it in Portuguese.  When we walked in the door we were 

greeted by a large spread of foods including bacon, eggs, sausage, pancakes (of course), rolls, and a large 

assortment of fruits.  Planning ahead, had I brought my own tub of peanut butter (I mean, how are you 

supposed to eat pancakes without peanut 

butter?), however, I kept getting these 

jealous stares from all the other American 

expats the entire morning.  I had graciously 

offered to share, but fortunately no one 

took me up on my offer.  Wade, Ben, 

Jeremy, and Adam (and families), I don’t 

know how you guys do/did it, but I have to 

give you guys some serious credit for doing 

without the little things for so long.  

Personally, I don’t think I’m cut out for the 

life of a long term expat. 

This week marks a pretty big milestone for 

me in my run schedule, for several reasons.  

Last Sunday I went running determined to 

see how quickly I could run a mile; I came 

away with a time I was proud of but 

knowing I had significant room for 

improvement since I still had quite a bit of 

energy at the end of my mile.  Wednesday I 

ran my second mile and came away with a 

time of 4:51.  I was truly shocked as I wasn’t 

sure I would even be able to break the 5 

minute mark.  Yesterday marked the first 

time I had completed a 5k under 20 minutes during the course of my normal workout (i.e. pushing 

myself, but not pushing myself to the limit).  Seeing that I still have a week and a half left in my routine 

this puts me well ahead of schedule.  It’s crazy to see myself excited about things like this… it has always 

been my philosophy that running is something strictly for activities like hide-and-seek, paintball, and the 

zombie apocalypse; never running for the sake of running.   

Thursday did not involve a whole lot of work; rather it involved a day filled with doctor’s appointments 

and a lunch that included the best meal I have had since I have been in Brazil.  Leslie had an 

appointment with her doctor for a regularly scheduled visit, and since she doesn’t have a car I took off 

work to take her down to Rio.  We left the hotel 2 hours early to account for the hour drive and the fact 

I came across this box of cereal a couple of weeks back in the grocery 

store.  Seeing the polar bear version of Tony the Tiger got me 

thinking… what, exactly, is their slogan?  “They’rrrrrrrrre… Just Ok.” 



that I was unfamiliar with the area where the doctor’s office was… it was a good thing we did because it 

nearly took us the entire 2 hours to get down there because of traffic.  I was starting to sweat it when it 

was 1040 and we were still 5km out from our target.  Fortunately I didn’t have to drive around too much 

trying to find the office and we made it on time. 

My original plan had been to take Leslie to the doctor, grab a quick lunch and then head back into work 

after I dropped Leslie off at the hotel.  While at the doctor’s office they recommended that we go ahead 

and get an ultrasound done, something that involved going to another doctor’s office after having made 

a separate appointment… wonderful.  The plus side is we were able to get an appointment for 1700 that 

evening; the downside was that it was only noon, and on top of that a 1700 appointment would put us 

driving home in Rio traffic… not something I was looking forward to.  After having found another bank 

and withdrawing even more cash (the appointment that morning had nearly cleaned me out)… let me 

just stop and say this, I’ve never been somewhere where so many different places deal with large 

transaction amounts and don’t accept credit cards.  With my visit to the doctor last week and Leslie’s 2 

appointments this week I’m burning through cash like nobody’s business.  Anyway, after we found the 

bank we stopped at a place called Costello’s and ate lunch.  Lunch involved a rack of ribs that were so 

tender that whenever I tried to pick up a bone the meat just slid off.  It was wonderful to have a meal 

that rivaled anything I have tasted back in the states… granted, it could be that the reason it was so 

good was because it’s been 7 weeks since I’ve had a decent meal that didn’t involve a peanut butter 

sandwich. 

After lunch we headed over to the other doctor’s office to see if maybe we could get an earlier 

appointment.  We got to the office and got checked in with a little difficulty due to the receptionist only 

speaking a little English.  Turns out we didn’t have to wait more than 10 minutes, they had Leslie in the 

back office very soon after.  The doctor was very friendly and spoke pretty good English so everything 

went very smoothly.  During the appointment the doctor told us we were going to be having baby boy, 

thus alleviating my fears from the first ultrasound.  Needless to say we are pretty stoked.  Though it is 

worth mentioning that I don’t think it really hit Leslie until we got back to the hotel room later that 

evening.  She got that distant look in her eyes and with a sigh of desperation said “We’re having a boy.”  

I find it entirely coincidental that this happened shortly after I had been talking about guns and hunting 

and killing things and wrestling and other traditionally boy things. 

7 weeks down, 10 to go until my first rotation home.  I can do this… I’m almost out of snacks and 

cookies, but the peanut butter reserves are still high. 

 


