
This week was a bit rough, especially the first portion of it.  Tuesday morning I discovered that GE had 

cut off my health benefits for me and Leslie as soon as I transitioned over to international payroll back in 

February.  Needless to say this put me into a frenzy trying to discover exactly what went wrong.  

Wednesday afternoon, after having 

been on pins and needles for over 24 

hours, I finally got word that the 

appropriate parties were looking into 

the issue and I was assured that my 

coverage would resume with no gaps.  

Whew!  A pregnant wife and no health 

insurance is not a thought for the faint 

of heart.  By Thursday I was feeling a lot 

calmer about the situation.  Even 

though I hadn’t heard confirmation that 

the issue had been resolved I had a 

peace about the situation; I was able to 

step back and hear God say “Chill, I got 

this.” 

As we were walking to the mall the 

other night we passed a clothing store 

and I happened to look in and see a couple of strange people.  I included a couple of pictures of the type 

of people mannequins we have to deal with here in Brazil.  Let me tell you, it doesn’t matter if you are 

walking down the side of a wide, crowded, well-lit street, you look over your shoulder and see one of 

these puppies and it’s all over.  My coworker took off and was halfway home before I finally caught up 

and told him it was a mannequin.  I can’t say that I really 

blame him; people wearing SpongeBob clothing terrify me as 

well. 

Having finished the book of Job this past week I am slowly 

beginning to be convinced that fairy tale type dragons actually 

existed, or at least one of them did.  In Job chapter 41 God is 

speaking directly to Job, describing to him a beast that Job is 

obviously supposed to be somewhat familiar with.  God’s 

point is that if Job is incapable of taming such a beast, a beast 

that God created, how is he even to begin to understand 

God’s methods.  Nearly all of chapter 41 is spent describing 

this incredible creature.  Each time I read through this passage 

I try to paint a mental image of what Leviathan looked like 

and each time I come up with something remarkably similar 

to a dragon.  I’ll admit, if this was a creature that had a sustainable population, rather than an 

aberration that only lasted a couple of generations, then the fossil record is kind of sparse; but it seems 



to me that God is clearly describing something with which he expects Job to be familiar with, meaning 

that Job had at least heard reliable accounts of the creature, if not having actually seen one himself.  

Just something to think about, read the chapter for yourself and let me know what you think. 

Two weeks ago our hotel drained the swimming pool, but that was ok because they didn’t have any kind 

of pumps or filtration systems and they never treated the water so when you got out it left you feeling a 

little slimy.  Last week they boarded up the entrance to the pool area... I’m assuming they boarded it up 

for the winter, yea, the winter.  Those 75°F days are going to be cold, way too cold to be laying out 

reading a book beside an empty pool.  I don’t know how I am going to handle this Brazilian winter, it’s 

going to be rough.  What’s really worrisome is that the temperatures might get low enough I have to 

wear a windbreaker… surely not though, as far as Rio is concerned that kind of weather is unheard of.  

Still, that hasn’t stopped the clothing stores from breaking out the long sleeves and heavy coats on their 

display racks.  Oh well, I guess I’ll just have to do what I always do, knuckle down and survive. 

The past two weeks at church have involved a great amount of the Derrik Filippo charm culminated by 

three young ladies arguing over who I sat next to at lunch.  HA!  Last week involved me playing freeze 

tag with all the kids after church, chasing them around for half an hour while we waiting on a friend to 

get out of a meeting; we had lunch plans with him and his family.  Leslie got on to me when I waved to a 

little boy at the beginning of the service; all she saw was his look of pure excitement, so I think she must 

have thought I was making faces at him.  While we were waiting for a table at Outback (best hamburger 

in Brazil), the middle daughter leans over and whispers to me, can I sit next to you?”  The youngest 

didn’t seem real pleased with the seating arrangement but we smoothed things out and ordered our 

drinks (Why yes, Virginia, they do have free refills).  I’m not certain, but between being “distracting” (as 

defined by my wife) during service and scaring old ladies (I swear I had written about this story before, 

but when searching through my archives I couldn’t find it so I have recorded it below for your reading 

pleasure), I’m pretty certain it won’t be too much longer and they will kick me out of church. 

*Last year while attending church in Colorado, as per my typical behavior, I had befriended several of 

the kids at church.  One morning I noticed one of the kids behind me, completely unaware of my 

presence so I hurried to the nearest corner and hid, waiting to surprise her as she passed.  While I was 

waiting an older lady came from behind me and passed me, seeing that I was clearly lying in wait for 

someone (so I thought).  She paused at the corner and started talking to someone, she wasn’t really that 

close and wasn’t in my way so I didn’t think anything about it.  When my target passed the corner I 

jumped out a little and half whispered, half yelled, “BWAH!”  The kid didn’t even bat an eyelash, 

however, the older lady nearly jumped out of her shoes.  After apologizing profusely, and placing the 

blame on my intended target (and rightly so, she was just asking to be scared by walking around 

oblivious to my presence) I made my way upstairs to the worship service.  I then proceeded to offer sing 

while wearing an extremely red face. 


