
My flight into Brazil was fairly uneventful, and while I was able to secure myself a bulkhead seat I was 

not pleased to learn once I sat down that neither my TV nor the light above me worked.  The flight 

attendant’s jump seat was right across the aisle from me and as she was strapping in she asked “they 

didn’t tell you when you got your seat assignment that the TV was broken?”  I wasn’t so much 

concerned about the TV as I was the light, once the flight got under way they turned off the cabin lights 

making it entirely too dark to read.  So after they served dinner, not having enough light to read, I tried 

to fall asleep.  Amazingly enough I woke up nearly 7 hours later and only a couple of hours left in my 

flight.  Of course, all this could have been avoided had I remembered that GE’s travel policy allows me to 

book business class when the flights last over 9 hours… oh well, guess there is always the flight back. 

Once I got off the plane I went through immigration with no issues; after I collected my baggage I 

proceeded through customs.  Interestingly enough customs consisted of me walking through a maze of 

roped off areas but never actually having any of my bags inspected.  One of my biggest concerns coming 

in was that my rental car was going to be a stick, and not having driven a stick in over 10 years I was a 

little worried how quickly it would all come back to me while I was attempting to navigate unfamiliar 

roads in a foreign country.  After spending over 45 minutes at the Hertz desk I finally received my 

assignment and hopped on the bus to the rental car lot.  Much to my surprise when I climbed into my 

car I discovered it was an automatic.   

Having been here for nearly a week I am starting to understand some of the nuances about day to day 

living.  My hotel room is pretty nice but there were a few quirky things about it, for instance, the bed.  

The bed only has one sheet, a bottom sheet that is not a fitted sheet… probably a good thing 

considering that the sheet itself is about 1.5’ too short.  Imagine my surprise when I crawled into bed 

Saturday evening and felt something strange going on with the sheet down by my feet, I pulled the 

comforter back and took the picture you see below.  They do have a kitchen sprayer for washing dishes, 

but I thought it was kind of 

strange they put it right next to 

the toilet.  My room is on the 

7
th

 floor and I have a balcony 

with a decent view, but I very 

nearly learned the hard way 

that it is possible to lock 

yourself out on the balcony… 

not a comforting thought when 

you left your cell phone in the 

room and you are 7 floors up.  

I felt a sense of 

accomplishment when I was 

able to order my first meal in 

Brazil in Portuguese, granted, I 

was McDonald’s but still, I ordered in Portuguese.  Since I survived my encounter at McDonald’s on 

Saturday I decided to brave the supermarket on Sunday.  After browsing the store for a while I was 



This is a weird spot for a kitchen sprayer 

disappointed to learn that they do not have any peanut butter there.  Reluctantly I was forced to return 

the jelly, but I kept the loaf of bread and picked up some hotdogs and mustard instead.  Of course it 

wasn’t until I got back to the hotel that I 

discovered they do not have a microwave in the 

room and while I am a proponent of the 

concept that all hotdogs are created equal… or 

at least of the same material, that is not a 

theory I am willing to put to the test on an 

uncooked hotdog while stationed in a foreign 

country.  When one of my coworkers started 

eating a sandwich the other day I asked him 

what it was, turns out it was a jelly sandwich, he 

couldn’t find any peanut butter either.  Lunch is 

provided on site every day, but I have to admit, 

even though it’s free, after 4 days I am sick of 

rice and beans. 

On the recommendation of a good friend I had 

sent emails to some of the major mission 

boards prior to my departure in an attempt to 

make contact with some of the local 

missionaries.  Ideally this will give me a point of 

contact that speaks decent English and can even 

recommend an English speaking church.  So far I 

have been able to email back and forth with a couple of guys, though one of them is currently on a trip 

in India.  If all things go according to plan I’ll be able to attend my first Brazilian church this weekend.  

The more I think about it the more excited I get. 

When I first arrived at site I was a little overwhelmed with the amount of work I need to get 

accomplished over the next couple of weeks, there is a significant amount of equipment on site already 

that needs to be identified and inventoried.  On top of that, installation has already begun, so materials 

are already starting to be used and the contractor has not inventoried a lot of these items.  The best part 

of it is that this site requires me to wear a uniform that includes pants and a long-sleeved shirt that are 

of pretty thick material… not a problem until you consider that it is frequently around 95-100 °F.  This 

constantly shining sun makes it pretty brutal.  On the plus side I have gotten to know my two coworkers 

and I seem to get along with them pretty well. 

Overall things are going pretty well, I can’t complain… too much.  Leslie will join me here at the end of 

next week so I won’t be here on my own too much longer.  I know many of you guys are praying for us, 

we appreciate your prayers and will always appreciate your support.  Until next week… 

 


