
Another week, another collage.  This week’s collage is simply titled “Dad.”  And out of fear that you may 

think I’m starting to get sappy on you, what I picture in my head when looking at the superhero picture 

doesn’t involve capes so much as it involves a Sith (dark Jedi) robe.   

Last week my American coworker and I decided to eat lunch at the job site cafeteria, a practice we have 

avoided ever since we discovered a buffet a few minutes down the street with halfway decent food.  

Our Spanish (Spain, not Mexico) and Peruvian coworkers also decided to join us.  We waited in line and 

were served the same, unappetizing foods they have served since day 1 on the job.  I elected to go with 

the slightly less unappetizing chicken rather than the beef.  The other American chose the beef.  We sat 

down and started eating, the chicken did not disappoint, it was just as tough and dry as it looked.  About 

halfway through the American complained, 

“This beef is really fatty.”  The Spaniard looked 

at him and said, “It’s tripe, it’s supposed to be 

fatty.”  Now, when he said “tripe” he did not pronounce it correctly so I didn’t immediately realize what 

he was talking about.  The American looked at him and said, “What’s tripe?”  At this point the Peruvian 

starts to smile and says, “Tripe is the lining of the cow’s stomach.”  Turning green, the American looked 

at the Spaniard and I for confirmation, and, although, I tried really hard to hide my laughter, I was 

unsuccessful… very.  Needless to say, I don’t think we will be visiting the job site cafeteria anymore. 

I found out this week that I will not be remaining in the US after I return for Jack’s birth.  My stay in 

Brazil has been lengthened as I will be filling in for the Site Manager when he takes the remainder of his 

unused vacation at the end of the year.  It will be a tag team effort, meaning I’ll be in the US when he is 



in Brazil, and vice versa, I’ll be in Brazil when he is back in the US.  As you can imagine, I was not pleased 

when I initially received this news.  I felt this was simply the icing on a multi-tiered cake (think British 

Royal wedding cake) of horror.  I had, however, by the end of the day, come to terms with what must 

be.  I don’t like the fact that I will be here until the end of the year, but I have come to peace with the 

fact that there is nothing I can do about it and that holding onto feelings of bitterness and resentment 

will only make my time here all that more difficult.   

More than that, I have resolved to stop my complaining.  WAIT! Let me elaborate.  I don’t mean the 

ironic sort of complaining that I do in this newsletter; that is sort of a medicine for my soul and often 

provides me with great laughter as I review what I’ve written.  What I am referring to is more along the 

lines of my communication with my work colleagues.  Much of the conversation we have is often 

directed to complaints about how bad it is here.  In a sense, we have built our sense of camaraderie 

around these complaints.  I don’t consider myself a serious complainer; I enjoy getting laughs from what 

I refer to as ironic complaining, but typically when things get tough I just grin and bear it.  However, 

here, I have been drawn into the atmosphere of complaining, and this is what I am resolving to stop 

(which is different than revolving, which is what Word kept trying to correct it to). 

It has become clear to me that I still have things to learn while I am here, what terrifies me is the 

thought that perhaps I had the opportunity to learn it earlier and I missed the opportunity and that is 

why my assignment got lengthened.  Regardless, that doesn’t change anything; it’s simply 

encouragement to learn quickly. 


