
Monday evening I went out for my usual run, however, during my run I had an unusual experience.  I 

was about halfway through my routine when this woman came up alongside me matching me stride for 

stride.  Determined not to be outdone I kicked up the pace a couple of notches expecting to leave this 

woman in my dust.  Imagine my surprise when I looked over and saw she was still there, going at a pace 

that appeared to be no more than a brisk stride for her.  With a renewed vigor I really kicked it into gear.  

Gasping for breath I looked over and saw that I still hadn’t shaken this woman.  Finally, exhausted and 

dripping with sweat I decided to call it quits and I stepped off the treadmill. 

This week was Leslie’s last full week in Brazil; Tuesday of this next week brings about our flight back to 

the US, Leslie permanently, and me only for 10 days.  We’re both really excited about this, probably for 

slightly different reasons though.  What has been really interesting and slightly disappointing has been 

the rapid change of events over the 

past week.  Last Friday I received 

notification that I was going to need to 

attend some training in New York for a 

week; this training was going to take 

place only a week after my return to 

Brazil.  I talked to my manager and 

made the recommendation that I just 

extend my R&R for another week so I 

wasn’t flying into and out of Brazil 

unnecessarily.  On Monday I booked 

all of my new travel arrangements 

and made the necessary changes to 

my existing ones, working hard to 

ensure I had the best combination of 

convenience and cost effectiveness.   Wednesday I received an email saying that the entire training 

session had been cancelled (really, they couldn’t have sent this email out a day and a half earlier, you 

know, before I went and changed all my travel arrangements?)… great, I was just getting used to the 

idea I was going to be able to spend a few extra days back in the States.  Of course this meant I had to 

cancel all my travel arrangements within the US, and change my flight into Brazil back to the originally 



scheduled flight!  Sure seems like an expensive way to try and save money.  Oh well, as long as I get 

Chick Fila, a foot long chili-cheese dog, a decent hamburger and a minimum of 3 gallons of sweet tea I 

should be ok.  

Wednesday morning I was startled awake by an unpleasant dream… ok let’s call it what it was, a 

nightmare.  I’ll start off by saying that I am not a person who dreams very often, so for me to be 

awakened by this dream and to remember it so vividly was a big deal.  The whole premise of the dream 

was that I had been falsely accused of a crime and thrown into a Brazilian prison; ironically, it wasn’t the 

prison itself that was so truly frightening, it was the realization that I wasn’t going to be going home in 

less than a week.  It wasn’t a dream where I woke up in a panic or breathing heavily, rather, once I 

awoke and realized I had been dreaming I gave an audible sigh of relief.  I take this as a pretty clear 

indication that I am long past due for my R&R. 

Last Sunday it really dawned on me how much of a name I have made for myself at church.  For the 

second time in as many weeks I had someone (an adult!) come up to me after church and say, “I just 

wanted to introduce myself to The Tickle Man.”  The first time it happened I gave the lady a somewhat 

quizzical look and she responded that, “Well, at least that is what my kids call you.”  As part of an 

explanation I told one of the guys we went out to lunch with last week, “Children are just so much more 

interesting.  It’s no wonder I prefer playing freeze tag with kids over talking with other adults.”  It all 

started not too long after we first started going to Union Church.  See, every week, after service the 

church has a few snack foods over in the fellowship hall and invites everyone to stick around and chat 

for a bit.  The first couple of weeks Leslie and I introduced ourselves to several couples, enjoying the 

conversations we had.  Each of these couples already had young children of their own, and who can 

resist making faces at the kids as they hang around their parents.  Well over the weeks, making faces 

gradually transformed into hiding around corners and jumping out at them, then on to chasing them 

around.  Of course, when someone starts chasing 3 or 4 kids around all the other kids want to jump in 

on it and be chased as well.  The next thing I know Leslie spends her time talking with the women about 

sewing and child rearing while I head straight to the playground to play tag… that and everyone knows 

Leslie as Leslie, and I wind up being known as “The Tickle Man.”  I really don’t see how I can be to blame 

for this.  I’m not certain, but I may be developing a following, I noticed that I had a couple of fathers out 

there last week playing tag with me and the kids. 

For those of you that are wondering, I didn’t have any good pictures to include this week, thus you get a 

collage of what I have titled, “This is What Happens When You Leave Dad Home Alone with the Kid.”  

Enjoy. 


