
Monday evening proved to be an interesting experience; we were quite excited to see that a Domino’s 

Pizza had opened up right across the street from the hotel.  This place just popped up, they started 

renovation on it not even 3 weeks ago, but until last Friday it still looked kind of like a dump and there 

was no way to tell what it was going to be.  Then overnight (literally) they put up the Domino’s sign, 

painted the exterior, and opened the windows revealing one of the nicest Domino’s I have ever seen.  So 

Leslie, my coworkers, and I decided to try it out on Monday.  When we walked in we were greeted by a 

woman who spoke rapid Portuguese to us, seeing that we clearly did not understand another man came 

over and introduced himself as Marcos, the owner.  He said that they did not officially open until 

Wednesday and that tonight was a trial run of their operations.  However, he invited us to be his guests 

and to order anything we 

wanted off the menu free of 

charge.  When down to place 

our order I spoke with him for 

a bit longer and he told me 

some of what was going on; it 

turns out that this Domino’s 

is actually the largest 

Domino’s in Brazil and that 

the CEO of Domino’s was 

actually coming down on 

Friday (today) to visit the 

store during the week of their 

grand opening.  The fact that 

they even built this place in 

the location they did seemed 

a little strange to me; the town we live in… well, let’s just say that it will never be part of the tourist 

track.  Overall, I was very impressed, the pizza wasn’t fantastic, but the quality of the customer service 

made everything worth it.  Marcos’ friendliness alone was enough to ensure that we will visit this place 

frequently. 

So I didn’t mention this 5 weeks ago when I first started, because, to be honest, I wasn’t sure it was 

going to stick, but I have started running… and not because I saw the ice cream truck at the end of the 

street.  I mean running as a form of physical activity and exercise.  Those of you that have known me for 

very long know that if there is one form of physical activity that I hate more than running it hasn’t been 

invented yet.  I have the cardio vascular capacity of a dead cat, that is to say, pretty much 0.  The only 

time in my entire life that I have ever ran a mile (running, not walking, I can walk forever) was my senior 

year in high school, I could run a 6 minute mile, but I felt like I was going to die shortly after I did.  Now, 

for the past 5 weeks I have been running 3-4 times a week, to be fair I don’t actually run the entire time 

but I am building up to it.  I only bring all this up because I don’t want you to be surprised next week 

when, instead of a newsletter, Leslie sends out a copy of my obituary.  My schedule calls for me to run 

20 consecutive minutes today… for someone that nearly collapsed after 90 seconds 5 weeks ago that’s 

saying something. 



Last weekend was a bit rough for Leslie, due to the weather we did not end up going to the statue of 

Christ the Redeemer, which turned out for the better as Leslie ended up being pretty ill most of the day 

Saturday.  Church on Sunday, however, turned out to be thoroughly enjoyable.  Having been invited to 

the Sunday School class we got up a bit earlier to make it to church by 0902… don’t ask me why SS starts 

at 0902, it just does.  The class was held as an open forum discussion that was facilitated by a leader, 

what was absolutely fascinating to me was to hear all the different thoughts from cultures across the 

globe.  Primarily consisting of expats, our class had people from 2 different places in Africa, China, the 

US, Cuba, the Middle East, and Indonesia.  Regardless of racial makeup, churches in the US tend to be 

fairly homogenized; we tend to gather around those who share our own backgrounds and experiences, 

but even more than that, many of those in churches in the US are people who have lived and grew up in 

the US most of their lives, never experiencing other cultures or attitudes.  We talked about honoring 

your father and mother, it was awesome to hear the different perspectives of what this meant, while at 

the same time seeing it all come together to support the universal truths behind the Scripture! 

During the worship service we sang a fairly upbeat hymn that I had never heard before and everyone 

was really getting into it.  I looked over at Leslie, and to my surprise, she was singing right along.  Having 

grown up in an ‘old Baptist’ church 

there aren’t many hymns that are still 

sung today that I do not recognize, 

and for me to not know the song while 

seeing Leslie sing along like she knew 

the words is almost unheard of.  So I 

leaned over and whispered, “I’ve 

never heard this song before.”  Giving 

me a slightly mischievous smile she 

said, “It’s from Sister Act 2.”  I swear, 

the image to the left is what 

immediately popped up in my head.  

I’ve come to find out very quickly that 

this picture is not an easy one to forget, especially when it is overlaid the image of my wife in church this 

past weekend.  And if you ask me if I regret my title, I’ll only tell you “Not a bit.” 


