
Well… this week was kind of a bust.  I went to work Monday morning only to be greeted by the 

continued strike.  Come to find out the labor dispute has been handed over to the Brazilian court system 

and our customer is awaiting the decision from a judge.  We were told they were expecting resolution in 

5-6 days.  So the rest of the week involved me sleeping in (until a whopping 0830 one morning) and 

periodically checking email.  With my strict, no-driving-to-Rio-during-rush-hour-unless-it’s-a-medical-

emergency policy, and considering that rush hour in Rio lasts from approximately 0600 Monday morning 

until 2200 Friday night, Leslie and I have been stuck in the hotel wondering how long it will take before 

we start getting on each other’s nerves.  The upside is, we have a pool; the downside is I broke the 

treadmill only 5 minutes into my run on Monday.  Really, I didn’t break the treadmill; so much as it just 

happened to break while I was on it.  I tried running around town over the weekend, I decided that 

probably wasn’t a healthy alternative after my sixth near death experience involving a bus. 

Before you start thinking about how nice it would be to have a paid vacation in Brazil, let me tell you, it 

hasn’t been all sunshine and smiling faces.  I got a pretty bad sunburn Wednesday after losing track of 

time at the pool; though, now that I 

think about it, that is mostly due to 

the fact that it has been all sunshine 

this week.  But, such is my lot in like, 

I guess I’ll just have to continue 

suffering through. 

We did have an interesting 

experience at dinner one evening 

this week.  First, let me give you a 

little background.  A lot of 

restaurants in Brazil are built around 

the same format, mostly to 

conserve space.  This format 

consists of the dining room being on 

the ground floor and the kitchen 

being located on the second floor.  

Now typically these restaurants 

have a dumbwaiter or some other 

type of rope and pulley contraption 

to move meals between the kitchen 

and the dining room.  The other 

evening Leslie and I ate at a 

restaurant that used slightly more conventional (or maybe unconventional) methods.  I wasn’t quite 

quick enough to capture the hands of the cook who was handing our food down… but you get the idea.  

I found it a little more than ironic the place was called Crepe Loco (personally, I find the translation just 

as hilarious, Crazy Crepes). 



Leslie has a couple of doctor’s appointments on Monday, something that will cause me to violate my no-

driving-to-Rio-during-rush-hour-unless-it’s-a-medical-emergency policy; because while the 

appointments are medical, they are not what I consider an emergency, although, Leslie’s anticipation of 

seeing our child in the ultrasound again would probably disagree with my definition of emergency.  This 

means that when if I return to work on Tuesday it will have been nearly two weeks since I last worked a 

full shift.  Blah!  All this not working stuff is driving me bananas! 

On that note I’ll wrap things up, frankly I’m surprised I was able to stretch what little I had to report into 

this many paragraphs as it is.  You could probably just consider me a regular Ayn Rand, why use 500 

words when you can use 50,000? 

 


