
Since I did not work last week Leslie and I decided to make a trip into Rio Friday afternoon and stay the 

night, returning on Saturday after we had the opportunity to do some site seeing.  After having a full 

week of beautiful sun shining days I was feeling pretty confident in our plan.  We got up Friday morning 

and it was a bit overcast, but nothing to really worry about.  As we drove down to the Sheraton is 

started raining… that put a damper on things, just a bit.  Nevertheless, we changed up our plans and 

decided to go to the botanical gardens instead; the rain shouldn’t cause a problem with that since 

everything is indoors, right?  Wrong, turns out that in tropical areas where the temperatures never get 

below 60F you can have outdoor botanical gardens.  Well… lesson learned.  We spent about an hour 

wandering around in the rain 

(think tropical rainforest type 

deluge) before deciding to call it a 

day.  At least we had a gorgeous 

view of the beach from our hotel 

room; watching the unusually 

rough surf was pretty incredible.  

The following morning it was not 

raining so I got up and looked out 

the balcony to see if there was 

cloud cover around Christ 

Redeemer, because if the cloud 

cover is heavy around the statue 

you can’t really see anything and 

it’s not worth making the trip.  

While it was overcast, the clouds 

had a high ceiling and I could see the statue very clearly.  I woke Leslie and we went and had breakfast 

and made the trip up to the statue.  Much to my chagrin, I realized that as we were going up the 

mountain we were racing the clouds.  We arrived at the top to find that we had been beaten by both the 

cloud cover and the rain… go figure.  Nevertheless, we snapped a few pictures, visited each gift shop at 

least 3 different times and then headed back down the mountain.  Leslie’s souvenir bag was full so it 

wasn’t a total bust.  The one thing we always have to remind ourselves of is, as bad as things get, at least 

you aren’t the guy in the photo above. 

At last I was able to return to work this week, granted it wasn’t until Thursday, but hey, two days is 

better than nothing.  I was told that while they are returning to work the labor dispute was not 

completely resolved so there’s no guarantee that I won’t be back out by the pool on Monday.  The plus 

side of having all this free time on my hands is that I was able do a significant amount of research into a 

topic very near and dear to my heart.  Through several hours of determined study I was able to develop 

the Filippo Rating Scale for Soft Serve Ice Cream Cones or FRSSSICC (it’s pronounced “frisick”) for short. I 

have determined that, an ice cream cone, much like a diamond, is all about the 4 C’s, cone, consistency, 

creaminess, and cost.  Originally creaminess was listed as quantity, but let’s be honest, 3 C’s and a Q just 

doesn’t have the same ring to it.  And before you think to catch me in some unwitting snare, yes, there 

is a difference between creaminess and consistency.  At the risk of belaboring a point I will elaborate on 



this difference.  Consistency is not so much about texture as it is the firmness of the ice cream, does it 

hold its shape or does it quickly begin to deform around the edges of the cone?  Creaminess is all about 

the texture, is the ice cream gritty or does it have that smooth appeal to it?  It will probably take a 

couple of weeks to finish gathering the information and relevant sources I need, but I will provide the 

link to the Wikipedia article once I publish it (assuming it makes it past the filters). 

What aided me in the research you might be asking?  I wouldn’t be anywhere a basic taste test (and a 

lifetime of experience).  Wednesday evening involved a wonderful visit to each of the kiosks in our local 

mall that served soft serve.  There were 6 total kiosks, however, 2 of them were instantly disqualified 

due to the fact their soft serve machine was not working.  For the sake of scientific consistency I got the 

same flavor(s) each time.  The results are as follows: 

1. McDonalds (3
rd

 Floor) 

2. Soft Ice (1
st

 Floor) 

3. McDonalds (2
nd

 Floor) 

4. McDonalds (1
st

 Floor) 

5. Bob’s Burgers (1
st

 Floor) DISQUALIFIED* 

6. Soft Ice (4
th

 Floor) DISQUALIFIED* 

*I fought with Microsoft Word Auto Formatting for about 15 minutes trying to get the last two entries to 

both appear as 5’s but alas it was not meant to be.  They are in alphabetical order for anyone who cares. 

Those of you who have not spent more than a few hours with me may not be aware of what credentials 

I bring to the table when I begin to speak of my scientific research into the realm of frozen treats.  Some 

of you may be unaware of the fact that I have owned (I’m not certain that I still own these records, but I 

find it unlikely that anyone has 

bested me) the record on two 

different cruise lines for the most ice 

cream cones consumed in a single 

cruise, or that I have nearly had a 

lifetime ban placed on me at Golden 

Corral.  The picture to the left was 

my first attempt at the Belt Buster at 

Tone’s Cones in Illinois.  While I was 

ultimately unable to conquer this 

behemoth it afforded me an 

opportunity that I have never had 

before in my lifetime, it allowed me 

to walk away from the table feeling 

that I had had enough ice cream.  

Ultimately it wasn’t the ice cream that did me in, it was all the whipped cream and the remaining 

toppings.  If this information and the included photo does not give you insight into my credentials then I 

am afraid that nothing will. 


