
I was going to call this week’s collage my next installment of “This is why you don’t leave dad home 

alone with the baby” but none of these pictures really fit that title so I have thus dubbed it, “What did 

you do!?!”  Those of you who continue to note concerns about my future as a parent will probably not 

be relieved to know that the one movie that pops into my head whenever I think of fatherhood is 

“Honey, I Shrunk the Kids.”  You should be happy to know that I am giving serious the parenting advice 

found in Jacob 

Sager Weinstein’s book 

“How Not to Kill Your Baby.”  

It has taught me such 

valuable lessons like the 

difference between giving a 

child a teddy bear and a 

grizzly bear.  Hint, one of 

those is a big no no. 

My departure from the United States went pretty smoothly, I got to the airport with very little hassle 

and arrived in Rio on time.  Really, the only hiccup was when I got into my rental car and discovered they 

had given me a stick shift.  Well… I figured it was going to happen soon enough and fortunately it was 4 

months later than I expected, so at least I wasn’t trying to drive on unfamiliar roads while relearning 

how to drive a stick.  I’m proud to say that I only stalled out once and I was only involved in one very 

near collision (yes it was largely my fault due to the fact that I absolutely did not want to test the limits 

of my skills by stopping on a very steep incline).  



Thursday ended up being a bit rough on me.  While the rest of the my world was celebrating July 4
th

, I 

was at work.  This, in itself was not bad, merely frustrating because, despite the fact I had had a 

conversation with a Spanish (real Spanish, not Latin-American Spanish) coworker that very morning 

about how it was a holiday in the US, I made no fewer than 4 phone calls to various businesses in the US 

wondering why I wasn’t being able to get a hold of anyone.  My day consisted of the following moment 

repeated way too many times: “Ok, I need to get this done pretty quickly.” *Send an email* “Why is no 

one responding to me?”  Send another email* “Still nothing, what is going on?” *Pick up the phone and 

dial a number* “Hmmm… it went straight to voicemail, I wonde… DOH! Holiday!” 

I’ve always been one who believes in a fairly straightforward interpretation of Scripture and 

understands the duty placed upon those who are responsible for making translations (English or 

otherwise).  However, if I ever come up with my own translation, I may alter the Deuteronomy 8:3 

passage to read “And he humbled you, and suffered you to hunger, and fed you with manna, which you 

knew not, neither did your fathers know; that he might make you know that man does not live by bread 

only, but also with the peanut butter imported from the United States.”  You may laugh now (or possibly 

decry me as an irreverent heretic), but one of these days we are going to find out that manna was just a 

heavenly form of a peanut butter and jelly sandwich.  Or maybe not… I have a pretty good idea that this 

is how most cults get started.   

A friend posted a workout tip on Facebook that I have decided to modify to suit my own purposes.  The 

tip was to set an alarm to go off every hour and whenever the alarm goes off to stop whatever you are 

doing and do ten pushups.  Instead of pushups, my routine now involves a Snicker’s bar.  I figured that 

even with my minor modifications this tip should still help me stay in shape, right?  Oooh, my alarm just 

went off! 

 


