
Every so often I draft up a newsletter early in the week and then scrap it later on, either because it 

wasn’t print worthy or I simply come up with better material.  That was the case this week.  I had 

drafted up a little over 750 words of discourse concerning the modern day picture of Christ, specifically 

long hair vs. short hair.  My point was this: it 

doesn’t matter, most of what we do and say 

concerning stuff like this is probably idolism.  

Anyway, after going back over it I decided to save 

you having to read through it and give you the 

short version… I thought about it early this week, 

did some research, came to the conclusion that 

despite quite a bit of controversy over the matter, 

it doesn’t matter. 

For those of you that are interested in what other 

studies I’ve done this week I would highly 

recommend checking out Matthew Henry’s 

commentary on 1 Corinthians 11.  I found it very 

insightful.  You can get it for free on Bible Gateway.  

Alternatively, you can be like my friend S who 

happens to own the whole MH commentary in 

print.  Sheesh, I mean really… do they even print 

books anymore?  My other studies have involved 

the Unofficial Elder Scrolls Page (uesp.com), 

specifically character building guides for Oblivion 

and Skyrim.  Ok, now that I got two of you to laugh at that joke let me carry on.  Only one dad related 

picture this week, at this point I think it’s probably pretty clear that I am going to be one of those gamer 

dads. 

Now that winter break has come to a close and schools have officially started here in Brazil most of the 

families that were gone from church for the past month or two have returned.  With that it would 

appear that I have resumed my normal role as “It” during freeze tag or “Monster” when they just feel 

like being chased.  This past Sunday the church catered lunch after service and I sat with a family who 

had just returned from the US the previous week.  I had conversation with the adults and played with 

the kids while we all ate.  After lunch the kids got up and were running around and I continued my 

conversation with J and S.  During this conversation I had no fewer than 3 kids come up to me asking if I 

was going to chase or tickle them, the last of which was a little girl that shyly waited until I finished 

talking to J and S and then turned to her.  “So?”  “So what,” I asked.  “So are you going to chase us or 

what?”  I mean c’mon… is it even legal to say no to that? 

One of the things I have noticed is that the longer I am here, the more difficult it is becoming to eat in an 

even remotely responsible manner.  Breakfast is usually pretty good but lunch is slowly transitioning 

from large portions of beans, rice, some kind of meat, and a type of vinegar based vegetable salad with 

an ice cream cone tacked on at the end to much less of the former and two or three (or four) of the 



latter.  Don’t even get me started on dinner.  Monday was probably the most responsible thing I’ve had 

all week and it primarily involved waffles and chocolate milk.  Last Saturday I went grocery shopping for 

the first time in several weeks; I purchased R$35 of water and potato chips.  In all fairness this was the 

same Saturday that I left the hotel to go eat dinner, however, when I left I wasn’t really certain about 

what I wanted to eat so I headed over to the mall (and its wealth of options).  By the time I got to the 

mall I still didn’t know what I wanted so I decided to have an ice cream cone while I decided.  When I 

finished the cone I still didn’t know what I wanted to eat so I had another cone.  Eight cones later I 

decided to just have ice cream for dinner.  On a side note, I told one of the kids at church this story and 

you should have seen her face, her eyes 

got as wide as saucers.  I’m such a good 

influence. 

I did want to hold a brief moment of 

silence for a recently departed friend.  As 

you guys may remember, last week I wrote 

about the blossoming relationship 

between myself and my new roommate.  

Early this week I was horrified to discover 

that he had been reduced to a bloody 

smudge on the floor, likely by the 

gentleman who came in to repair one of 

my outlets.  I bear no ill will towards this 

gentleman as I do not believe he purposely squished my lizard friend, but it was a tragic moment.  The 

plus side is I think I have made a new friend.  The little guy to the above was found on one of our sites 

and I instantly took a liking to him.  I think we will probably get along just fine. 


