
Since I will be travelling next week I will not be sending out a newsletter per my typical schedule.  This 

means I will be able to cover the all-important celebration of National Single Person Awareness Day on 

February 14
th

.  Interestingly enough I will be apart from my spouse on this day so I plan on celebrating it 

with an evening of good old fashioned video games.  Many of you are probably wondering at this point, 

“How is that different from any other evening as of late?” Well… it’s not… really.  The good thing is I will 

be working again soon.  I expect that come February 18
th

 I’ll be back to the normal busy work schedule 

that I am used to, minus the cold weather and snow and adding pleasant summer days near the beaches 

in Rio.  What was that?  Did I just hear the collective sighs of my thousands  hundreds  tens  one reader? 

This past week has been mostly uneventful, Tuesday I flew from Atlanta to Houston to drop off my 

passport and other supporting documentation for my visa.  I wasn’t really expecting to be able to pick it 

up on the same day; in fact, my flight out of Houston was booked for Thursday, however, 45 minutes 

after I arrived at the consulate I left with my visa in hand.  I called the airline and got my flight to Dayton 

(where Leslie is currently spending a few weeks with her mom and dad) changed for later that 

afternoon.  Strangely enough, my connecting flight to Dayton was through Atlanta.  Needless to say, I 

became very familiar with the inside of an aircraft on Tuesday. 

I am still slowly progressing in my grasp of the Portuguese language, though it has become difficult 

because I no longer have the desire to continue my studies and I am becoming easily frustrated.  I also 

have a very difficult time understanding exactly when I am going to use the phrases like “the dog is 

under the shirt,” and “the girl tossed the cat across the football field…”  At least I think that’s what it 

means.  On the flip side, you know how in the movies when you see someone speaking a language they 

supposedly know very well, but instead of saying 

“Hello, my name is Bryan, can I get you a glass of 

water?” They end up saying something like “Hi, my 

sister is a horse and my belly button is on fire.”  I’ve 

never really related with those portions, I have 

always found them ridiculous and unbelievable… let’s 

just say now that I am actually studying a foreign 

language they are becoming a lot more believable. 

I’ve recently come to the decision that if I ever save 

someone’s life I am going to immediately pull out my 

cellphone and talk into it saying, “This is star date 

Month Day Year, my mission is complete and the 

subject is safe.”  I’ll then look them in the eye and say 

“Your great grandson is going to be a very important 

man one day.”  Then I will promptly take off running 

down the street.   

After not watching the super bowl last week I started 

thinking about all the jersey’s, shirts, and other paraphernalia they created for the losers… you know all 

the stuff they had to print beforehand, just in case they did win.  Where does all that stuff go?  I started 



doing a little research, did you know they ship all that stuff across the world to third world countries?  

Doesn’t that make you feel a little bad that we are all participating in a worldwide disinformation 

campaign?  I gotta wonder, have any of our missionaries ever arrived in Africa and had people say “Tell 

us about President McCain.” 

I really don’t have a good picture this week, so enjoy the picture of Grumpy Cat.  Grumpy Cat says “They 

text me Plz because it is shorter than please, I text them back No because no is shorter than yes.” 

 

 

 

 

 


