
 
 
 
 

Cars 
When I came to Venezuela in July of 2019, I left my ’96 Saturn behind waiting to be hauled away for 
scrap. From the time it had been gifted to me back in 2005 having already passed the 200,000 mile 
mark, it had served me well getting wherever I needed to go, hauling lumber, pulling canoes and kayaks 
on countless outings, and, even in its old age, running like a charm on a trip to Branson, Missouri. 
Passengers had left their mark, carving their names in the foam of the interior roof.  One door panel was 
missing.  A few windows wouldn’t roll down and, towards the end, neither of the back doors would open. 
I had a great mechanic who kept the engine running and ingeniously welded steel plates here and there 
to attach the springs to the rusted-out frame. On the very last errand of the last day prior to leaving 
Minnesota, the right rear brake assembly came apart, emitting an increasingly loud grinding  sound for its 
final ten miles.  I tell you this because someone acquiring that car here in San Felix would consider it a 
great find, and my old ’96 Saturn would roll along with dignity on the streets of San Felix.   
 

                                 There are a lot more cars here now than back in the 1990s. Many are actually  very  
                                 nice and relatively new, but there are still more than enough cars on the other end  
                                 of the vehicular spectrum to balance them out and put my ’96 Saturn somewhere  
                                 above the 50th percentile. Some are so beat up and decrepit, sputtering, chugging  
                                 along so slow that, at times, I pull out and pass them on my bike. Other drivers are  
                                 amazingly patient. Imagine the honking and the dirty looks, epithets and gestures,  
                                 some folks in Minnesota might give when pulling out and accelerating past such a  
                                 vehicle. I have never heard a driver here honk his horn out of frustration at some 
                                 stalled or slow moving car. They do honk a fair amount but only a light tap as a  
                                 warning to make sure other drivers or pedestrians are attentive to their approach.  
 

                                 It is said that “necessity is the mother of invention” . It is likewise the mother of  
                                 street mechanics, the ranks of which, by necessity, include pretty much every guy  
                                 here who owns a car or is a friend of someone who does. It is very common to see  
                                 a group of guys gathered around an old beater out on the street in front of a house  
                                 rebuilding an engine or overhauling brakes.  However, should the axle break or a  
                                 wheel fall off while driving, no need to call a tow truck. Who has money for that?  
                                 Just bring your crew on location. Other drivers will understand. After all, they may  
                                 very well have been in the same situation themselves on one or more occasions. 
 

                                 Sometimes there just isn’t enough money to make those repairs at the time. Cars  
                                 often remain parked in front of a house for years, as evidenced by these pictures  
                                 from our parish streets. Many more that could potentially be put back in service are  
                                 on blocks in back yards waiting for enough money to repair them someday.    
 

                                 Just a couple years back, gasoline was readily available here in Venezuela and at                 
                                 prices unbelievably low by Minnesota standards.  Imagine filling your tank for a          
                                 dollar. Some of you recall how, when gas prices dropped substantially in the USA 
                                 back in late 2008 and early 2016, there was a surge in RV and van sales. People  
                                 weren’t concerned about how much it would cost to fill up their gas-guzzlers. So it  
                                 was here. At such low prices, there was little incentive to keep cars tuned and  
                                 running efficiently. Now in those rare moments when gas stations actually open  
                                 and hundreds of cars wait in line, the price is about $1.85 a gallon, but anyone who  
                                 has to put on many miles will have to get their gas on the black market at around  
                                 $8 a gallon. I guess that´s an even greater incentive not to fix up your car…why do  
                                 so if you can’t get gasoline to drive it? 
 

Points to ponder 
Could your family get by without a car?  How do you organize your life differently if you didn´t have one? 
 

These “Did you know?” papers are designed to give you a better understanding of life in Venezuela and to strengthen connections 
between the parishes of the Archdiocese and their archdiocesan mission during our 50

th
 anniversary year.  Please direct any comments 

or suggestions for future papers to Fr. Denny Dempsey at ddempsey@churchofstdominic.org or 651-368-7324. 
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