
The field crews for our customer have been on strike since Wednesday morning of this week, meaning I 

worked a whopping total of 2 days this week.  Weeks like this past one are one of the things that make 

my stay here all the more incredibly frustrating.  Sure it was nice that I got to spend most of the week 

working on my tan while spending time with my wife out by the pool, but I could be doing this back in 

the States where I can drink sweet tea, eat at Chick-fil-A, and watch the NBA playoffs.  *start diatribe*  

And to the Brazilian cable provider, showing 1 game a week out of a possible 30+ games does not qualify 

as “The NBA Playoffs are on Space (The channel supposedly responsible for hosting the NBA in Brazil).” 

*end diatribe*    Don’t get me wrong, I have enjoyed being here, it’s just that if I am going to get paid to 

sit around and do nothing, I would much rather sit 

around and do nothing in the US. 

On a side note, during all this free time, we did decide 

to change hotels; we moved all of our stuff to the 

hotel across the street.  There were a lot of factors 

that went into the decision, but I’ll just leave it at this, 

the one we moved into doesn’t have any plans to 

close their pool for the “winter.”  That and they have 

more than one deck chair out by the pool.  I do have 

to say this though, “we’ve only been in Brazil for 3 

months, how on earth have we already accumulated 

so much junk?!? 

Now on the plus side, if I hadn’t been home so much 

this week I never would have been able to snag the 

picture of Leslie that I have included to the left.  To 

really grasp the humor of what is going on here you 

probably need to understand what card game she is 

playing.  Imagine my surprise… and amusement when 

she told me she was playing Speed (a two player card game)… by herself.  I guess the benefit of playing 

by yourself is that, as she put it, “I win most of the games.” 

I find it somewhat amusing that as I sit here typing this email I have gone to great lengths to ensure that 

the somewhat precariously balanced umbrella is only covering the screen of my laptop and not casting 

any shadows on my back, after all, I don’t want to tan unevenly… you know, kind of like I did yesterday 

when I slightly overcooked my front while leaving my back a nice pasty white.  Have I mentioned how 

rough my life is recently?  It’s been pretty tough.  It was really bad yesterday, I thought I had lost my 

sunglasses; I found them though so everything turned out ok. 

I had the opportunity to read through Psalm 73 this week and it was a good reminder of the eventual 

end of those who do not trust in God.  Before I go into this I want to make one remark; Leslie and I are 

incredibly blessed, we are very well off and we are grateful for every minute of it.  I am extremely aware 

that this is not because of my own efforts but because this is the life God chose for us.  I bring up the 

topic mentioned in Psalm 73 not because I am jealous of what others do and what others have, but 



because it is something that I have frequently wondered about and because it was and is an answer to 

one of the questions I had when I was younger, why do the wicked prosper? 

Throughout many of my teen years (and even some of my adult ones) I struggled with this question of 

why the wicked prosper.  Did not God’s countless promises to Israel talk about how he would bless 

those that followed Him and curse those who did not?  Were there not numerous psalms written by 

David that spoke of how the righteous would be lifted up and would prosper and how the wicked would 

be destroyed?  Yet at the same time the exact opposite seemed to be true, it seemed true in the times 

of the Kings of Israel and it seemed true today.  Why was it that after Solomon so many of the “good” 

kings of Judah had such short reigns, while some of the evilest kings had the longest reigns?  In the first 

twelve verses Asaph asks this very question. 

Verses 16 and 17 represent the climax of the passage, Asaph recounts of how he tried to answer this 

question, of how deeply it troubled him.  Then he enters the sanctuary of God, he dwells in His presence 

and is given understanding; understanding of their final destiny.  See the problem that many people 

have, people like myself, is that we view things in the short term.  Even those with the head knowledge 

to understand that a few years is nothing to God, fail to fully grasp that God lives and breathes 

(figuratively of course) on a completely different scale; time is meaningless in God’s realm, a lifetime of 

wealth and prosperity is but a blink of an eye compared to an eternity spent in torment.  God never 

promises that the wicked will never prosper, just like He never promises that the righteous will never 

stumble; only that in the end those who place their trust in God will receive everything he has promised 

them. 

There are numerous places in Scripture where the answer for this question is given, by none so concise, 

yet at the same time so complete in describing both the question and the answer.  It is encouraging to 

see these reminders, and while the answer may not necessarily be one that we are happy with we can 

take solace in the fact that our ultimate destiny has already been decided and our salvation has been 

assured. 


