
Here’s a phrase I never thought I would have to say: I had an interesting encounter with ear wax this 

week.  I warn you, if you are preparing to eat lunch or are feeling particularly weak stomached you may 

want to skip this paragraph.  Tuesday afternoon, while I was out on the job site, I noticed that I was no 

longer able to hear very well out of my right ear and that it felt like it was stopped up.  Kind of like when 

you get water in your ear after swimming or being given a swirly, I know the latter not through personal 

experience but through feedback I received post-swirly.  When I got back to the office, I tried to no avail 

to shake it loose.  After an internet search, I determined with reasonable certainty, that I probably had 

ear wax impacted in my ear canal.  With my pharmacy options very limited I still tried several home 

remedies later that evening, but those too, proved to be pointless.  While I wasn’t in any kind of pain, it 

was uncomfortable to have this sensation of my ear being clogged and there being nothing I could do 

about it… that and the incessant ringing in my ear.  The next morning I was able to find an English 

speaking ear, nose, and throat specialist and booked an appointment later that afternoon.  I made my 

down to Rio and met with a doctor who used a fancy, miniature vacuum cleaner to suck a gob of earwax 

approximately the size of my fist out of my ear (sorry, no pictures this time).  The relief was immediate 

and indescribable; I was nearly tempted to hug my doctor. 

Last weekend Leslie and I visited the Santuario da Penha with an English speaking couple we had met in 

Nova Iguacu.  Leslie and I drove over right after church with the intent of meeting them there.  On our 

way over Google Maps had me turn down a little alley, Leslie immediately had reservations about my 

continuing down (or should I say up?) that alley.  The alley I had turned into had a slope that would 

make most skiers think twice, the only problem was that we were at the bottom.  I built up as much 

speed as I could and 

started up the hill, about 

half way up my car 

kicked down into 2
nd

 

gear; about 3/4
th

  of the 

way up it shifted down 

to first and really started 

to slow down… 

fortunately we made it 

to the top, even if just 

barely.  Personally, the 

Google Street View 

image that I included to 

the left really doesn’t do 

the hill justice.  

The sanctuary itself was 

located at the very top 

of a hill in the center of downtown Rio and offered an awesome view of the surrounding skyline.  Leslie 

and I have both posted several pictures of Facebook if you want to check them out.  When we first 

arrived it was raining pretty hard so Leslie and I decided to wait it out in the car.  About 45 minutes later 



the rain slackened enough we decided to go for it 

and we made our way up to the top.  About halfway 

up the stairs I was already on the 3
rd

 play through of 

the Rocky theme song in my head, fortunately we 

were able to tough it out and make it to the top… of 

course it was only after we got to the top that they 

started running the incline trolley up the hill again. 

This week’s installment of “What’s that sign?” 

involves a sign from the restroom here at the office.  

As best as I can tell they don’t want us disposing of 

bombs in the toilets… Although I suppose it could 

be a badminton birdie.  Either way I’m not really 

sure why this is a big concern in Brazil, I suppose 

they have historically had issues with this. 

And with that I have no other special items of 

mention for this comparatively uneventful week, so 

I’ll leave you with this thought:  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Yes, that was intentional. 


