
Last weekend’s plans went down the tube not too long after I sent out my email.  Friday I was supposed 

to head to the Port of Itaguai to oversee the offloading of some of our equipment.  Originally the ship 

was supposed to come in and berth early morning and we were going to head down there shortly after 

arriving at site.  It wasn’t too long after 0700 that I found out the ship had been delayed.  After a couple 

of false starts they were finally able to nail down a slot at 2000 that evening.  While not ideal, I figured it 

wouldn’t be that big of a deal, I assumed I would be there for 6 hours or so, go home and grab a few 

hours of sleep and then go pick Leslie up at the airport Saturday morning.  13 hours later, after having 

worked nearly a 30 hour shift I talked to my site manager and asked him to supervise the rest of the 

offload so that I could go get Leslie.  He agreed and I drove straight to the airport.  Leslie and I spent the 

remainder of Saturday and Sunday in the hotel room trying to recuperate.   

The port itself was pretty cool, seeing the huge equipment used for lifting, the ships, and the rows upon 

rows of stacked storage containers.  In fact, walking among those containers at 0300 in the morning I 

kind of felt like Batman.  

I’ve included the picture 

of myself among the 

containers; I’m on the 

right side of the picture.  

While I won’t say that I’m 

Batman, I will just say that 

we have never been seen 

in the same room 

together. 

After an extremely 

eventful weekend it was 

pretty nice to have a week 

where not a whole lot 

went on.  I did have a 

couple of guests that I was 

responsible for showing 

around site, but other than the fact that it inhibits my ability to do my job, it wasn’t that bad.  One of the 

guests was someone from northern Brazil that they sent to me to train for the materials manager role… I 

know, go figure; I’ve effectively only been doing my job for 2 weeks and they are already sending me 

people to train.  I can’t complain too much, he was a nice guy, a quick learner, and he spoke English 

pretty well.  

Leslie has started to get settled down and is getting used to the tight quarters… tighter than usual.  We 

still don’t have any word on if and where we may have to move so for right now we are just sitting tight 

in the hotel.  As usual, it’s not that the situation itself that is so bothersome, rather it’s the uncertainty 

and the waiting.  Oh well, it’s not like we’re unused to situations like this; we’ll do what we always do, 

wait patiently and deal with things as they come up. 



Last weekend’s binge on good old American junk food was glorious.  Some of the stuff that Leslie had 

brought was stuff that I had never had before (or very often anyway), but was wonderful just same 

because of the combination of flavors from home.  And yes, peanut butter was just as wonderful as I 

had remembered it being.  After consuming some of the food that Leslie brought I felt ready to go for at 

least another 2 weeks.  Though I do have to say after having finally opened and sampled one of 

Nabisco’s most unholy of creations, the triple stuffed Oreo, I had a vision of the end of the world, let me 

just say that it involves a war over the territorial possession of a sandwich cookie. 

As I sit here reflecting this morning I am a little surprised at the feelings at war within me, I have that 

feeling of peace and satisfaction but it’s not because of the things that I would have thought would bring 

those feelings about.  I have a lot of things that I could be bitter about, the fact that this assignment isn’t 

all it’s cracked up to be, an unfair assessment on a recent performance review, the lack of living quarters 

that don’t involve a hotel room; but despite all these I see the countless other areas that I have been 

blessed in.  Coworkers that I have the ability to laugh with every day, peanut butter a site manager that I 

report to whom I respect, the fact that out of the 3 weeks I’ve been here I’ve had pizza 8 times from the 

same place and I haven’t tired from it, peanut butter, Goldfish crackers, peanut butter are just naming a 

few; and the list goes on.  For those of you that are praying for me I ask that you would pray that I 

continue to take pleasure in these simple things; that I would continue to see my world through God’s 

eyes and to delight in the things He has given me.  

Thank you guys for all that you do, Leslie and I both appreciate the support you have given us at various 

points in our lives, and for the support you continue to give us through your thoughts and prayers. 


