
Well, I made my way back to Brazil yesterday evening.  I’ll be here through the end of November (this 

rotation).  While I am not pleased that I will be spending Thanksgiving apart from my family, I am 

extremely grateful for the time that I have been able to spend with them over the past couple of 

months.  Though the thought of missing out on a good deep-fried turkey is saddening, what nearly 

broke my heart was when I was told that my mother-in-law had requested that my wife make the top 

secret Filippo Christmas Punch for Thanksgiving.  I am okay with the idea of serving Christmas punch on 

Thanksgiving, in fact, I would be okay with serving it year-round except for the fact that it is just too 

much stinking work to make more than a couple times 

a year.  No, I’m upset that someone is going to be 

making Christmas punch and I won’t be there to drink 

an obscene quantity of it sample it to ensure it holds 

up to the quality necessary to be called “Filippo” 

Christmas Punch. 

Prior to my departure Thursday evening Leslie 

purchased something for me to take back to Brazil.  

There’s only one thing I have to say, “Willy Wonka, 

you’re a bloody genius… or a completely sadistic jerk, I 

really haven’t decided yet.”  I mean seriously, the 

biggest drawback for Bottlecaps has always been that 

stupid box they come in; people with big hands simply 

cannot get more than two fingers in the box, so it has 

always been the luck of the draw on whether or not 

you can get two (or three) caps of the same flavor… or 

at the very least, complimentary flavors.  Now I can 

consume an entire 26 servings in a single sitting 

without getting burnt out on flavor mixtures like 

Orange and Cola or Cherry and practically anything else.  Did I mention that the bag is resealable?  Kind 

of redundant if you ask me, I mean really, who could open one of these up and NOT finish the bag? 

I have to admit that I was a little perturbed when I picked up my rental car at the Hertz desk this time 

around.  One of the things that I learned during my first visit to Brazil was that it is possible to get a 

rental car with none of the safety features that are standard on vehicles in the US (airbags, anti-lock 

brakes, etc…), but more importantly, it is possible to get a car without air conditioning.  Because of this I 

have had to get at least one level of upgrade each time to ensure I have a vehicle that complies with GE 

rental guidelines and my own philosophy of never driving a vehicle without AC.  The last time I came in I 

was actually upgraded 3 levels to a pretty nice SUV (think hybrid size in the US) because of the lack of 

availability of vehicles that I wanted to rent.  This time I went to the desk and when the lady saw that I 

worked for GE she got a worried look on her face.  After a few minutes of searching around she said, 

“Aha!  I finally found you a vehicle that complies with your company guidelines… I’m going to have to 

upgrade you six levels though.”  At this point I’m thinking, “Sweet, I’m going to be driving a Bentley or 

something similar.”  No… I got to the rental lot and discovered that I had rented a minivan.  Wonderful, 



not even six weeks after Jack was born and I have already entered that phase of life.  I was hoping to 

have put this phase in life off for at least another couple of years. 

On a more serious note, I have a good friend who serves alongside his family as missionaries to the 

Lakota people at the Pine Ridge Reservation in South Dakota, not far from the Nebraska border.  Most 

people are woefully ignorant of what reservations are or what goes on in them.  Reservations are land 

that is under management of any number of various Native American tribes.  Within these reservations 

tribal law holds limited sovereignty, meaning that while Federal laws may still apply, local laws may 

conflict with the ones of the states within which the reservations are located.   

Though a majority of Native Americans live and work somewhere other than on the reservations, there 

are still nearly one million people living on these 310 different areas across the United States.  

Unfortunately many do so in abject poverty.  The unemployment rate at Pine Ridge is over 80%, and of 

those jobs that do exist, over 70% are held by women.  Alcoholism, drug use, and depression run 

rampant through the community.  Suicide is frequently seen as an “easy” out; there are very few people 

in the community who have not been deeply affected by the suicide of a family member or a close 

friend.   

My friend has been at Pine Ridge for almost two years now working to repair bridges that have long 

since been burned by insincerity and apathy among the church.  Although I don’t think he would use this 

term to describe himself, he is a relational evangelist.  He understands that often times, the only way to 

minister to a community is to serve them and build relationships with them, only then will they be 

willing to hear what you have to say.  Though the spiritual needs are by far the greatest and the most 

urgent, we cannot afford to neglect the physical needs as well. 

I give this little bit of history for one reason, this week I received an email from this friend petitioning my 

prayers, specifically against this hopelessness and depression that is so pervasive across Pine Ridge.  I 

would ask that you take a few minutes and watch the video I have linked below and then pray for the 

Lakota people, pray that God’s glory would be clearly manifested in all those that have committed to 

serving him and that everyone would see that life is not without hope. 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=sqNCh6CHv-8&feature=youtu.be 

 


