
Last Sunday, after church, I ended up having an issue with my rental car van, namely that it wouldn’t 

start.  While I was unable to locate a set of jumper cables from anyone at church, the couple I went to 

lunch with knew of a place where I could buy them (more specifically, their driver knew), so we went to 

lunch and then afterwards bought a set of jumper cables.  Amidst the pouring rain I ran back to my car 

and tried to start it once again before it dawned on me, the lights and the AC (blower) were working 

even though the engine wasn’t even trying to turn over.  That meant that it was most likely not a battery 

issue so trying to jump start the car wasn’t going to do anything.  Frustrated I spent a few minutes trying 

to get a hold of Hertz, but was unsuccessful.  Anyway, just as I was ready to give up I tried starting the 

car one more time… Boom, it started right up.  Go figure.  Anyway, all that to say I went to the airport on 

Wednesday to exchange my car.  I waited around for 30-40 

minutes while they cleaned up my replacement vehicle, and I’m 

starting to feel good about getting a new vehicle, I was hoping 

that they were going to give me the vehicle I had last time since 

they had 6 or 8 of them parked in the front of the lot.  No… 

imagine my disappointment when I saw that the car they 

brought around was the exact same make and model of the one 

I turned in.  Of course it wasn’t until after I left the airport and 

got on the highway that I realized the van was in even worse 

condition than the one I had just turned in.  Oh well, at least it 

starts.  Here’s to hoping the transmission doesn’t explode. 

You remember that comment I made back in my first 

newsletter about not being ashamed to use blatant plagiarism 

in my writing?  Well, this is one of those times.  Note: To be fair 

I am a plagiarist of ideas, I scorn the idea that someone else 

could present an idea or concept more eloquently than myself 

so you probably won’t find my sources by doing a Google 

search of select sentences or passages.  Many of my readers 

have asked me just how bad driving in Brazil is, fortunately I 

think I have found a fairly apt description.  Let me start off by 

saying that probably close to 20% of the vehicles on the roads 

in Brazil would not pass a common safety inspection given to most vehicles in the US.  In Brazil there is a 

martial arts form called Capoeira, it is like a combination of kick boxing and ballet.  This form of fighting 

was started by the slaves who wanted to disguise their practice from the masters.   It is an interesting 

art form that involves two or more participants whirling and kicking with the object being to get as close 

to your opponent as possible without actually making contact.  Coincidentally this is also a very apt 

description of traffic in Rio.  In addition it seems that most drivers in Brazil view driving as a sort of 

game; as with any game you are at a distinct disadvantage if your opponent knows what moves you are 

going to make ahead of time so this rules out using turn signals or most other forms of courteous 

driving.  As in most games you have a greater likelihood of winning the more options you have available, 

in Brazil, to commit to driving in one lane is to limit your options, this means it is not unusual to see 

drivers straddling lanes for long distances.  Another strange thing is use of headlights, most Brazilians 
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seem to operate under the misconception that using headlights is a waste of money or energy, even 

during twilight hours or other times when you may desire increased visibility.  If you are driving with 

your headlights on be prepared for your passengers, other drivers, and pedestrians to notify you of the 

fact every few minutes.  This makes passing a very touchy scenario, let me tell you, you haven’t really 

lived until you’ve encountered your first oncoming bus with no lights.  That said, I’ve driven around Rio 

quite a bit over the past year and I would say that it’s not really any more dangerous than driving 

through the west side of Manhattan with no map and no street signs… in a jeep, with no top… and 

carrying a sign that says “Wealthy American.” 

Before I go any further, I will address this caveat to my newsletter, I have a reasonable understanding 

about the necessary use of grammar and spelling (actually, my spelling is nearly flawless); compared to 

most people in this world that means I am a mastermind, however, there are a delicate few that occupy 

the roles of Grammar Nazi and English teachers.  To those of you who occupy those roles and happen to 

read my newsletter I don’t have any particular desire to hear your feedback concerning my split 

infinitives, dangling participles, spoonerisms, or polyptotons.  Thank you. 

This is a story about comma splices.  If you find it odd that I am writing a story about comma splices, you 

will probably find it odder still that I lay in bed Monday night for nearly an hour and a half composing 

this story in my head.  Why am I writing a story about comma splices?  Because I feel the need to justify 

the comma errors I have a tendency to make amidst the rest of my impeccable grammar. 

Let me start off by giving a little background.  I’ve never particularly liked grammar, nor is it something I 

with which I am particularly gifted, rather my skills and recognition (of poor grammar) has come over a 

lifetime of reading in addition to my recent (and some not so recent) years of writing.  You see, I 

consider myself an artist, a wordsmith, a gifted writer, though not an author as that is something 

entirely different; and as such not only do I have a way with words, I also handle grammar pretty well 

too.  However, there is one area that I am predominantly weak in and that area is the use of commas. 

“Why,” you might ask, would this reasonably easy task so baffling to me.  The answer is quite simple.  

You see, I subscribe to the school of thought that a comma is used in a place where you would naturally 

pause and take a breath if you were reading the material aloud.  Don’t judge me, this is how I was 

taught and it was further reinforced by my years of reading aloud.  As I write I also compose what I am 

writing in my head; in a sense, I think it aloud.  As I think these thoughts that I manage to so eloquently 

apply to paper I have all these, dramatic pauses, in my head, I mean, c’mon, I’m a dramatic guy.  Thus, 

whenever, I encounter, one of these pauses, in my head, I put a comma, but then I second guess myself, 

thinking, “Surely, a comma, isn’t supposed, to go, there,” so then, I take out, what, would, have, 

probably, been, a legitimate, comma.  The end, result, is that, I end, up sounding, like Stevie, the 

asthmatic, from Malcom, in the Middle. 

 


