


 

 

1) Our New Friend 

 
     Our friend knew that it would come to this, didn’t he? Driving on deteriorated brakes is a life-

threatening endeavor, but he needed to get from point A to point B, and the rusted blue Ford 

Focus four-door with 140,000 miles on it was his mode of conveyance.   

     “Please Lord, help me” he uttered with astonishing calm as he sailed down the incline on 

Kinnie Road, and through the four-way stop sign. He crossed the bridge that traversed Interstate 

481 and approached a three-way stop; Kinnie continuing straight uphill, and Butternut Drive 

paralleling Route 481 to the left. Yes, it was a three-way stop, but the Ford seemed to possess 

human qualities - undesirable human qualities in fact - and in its belligerence it wasn’t going to 

cede to any commands to stop. 

     “Lord please clear the way!” our friend pled with a voice coated in an acidic libation that was 

equal parts faith, fear, and desperation. There were two who heard this plea for help; they being 

in the supernatural personage of Satan and Jesus. While Satan did what little he could to 

manipulate time and space, and encourage drivers to proceed through the aforementioned 

intersections as our friend sailed through in his now brakeless vehicle, Jesus through His Holy 

Spirit prevailed, as He always does and always will, and approaching traffic was slowed just 

enough to allow our friend to sail through these normally busy intersections without 

encountering another car from any direction. 

     While considering himself richly blessed, our friend was likewise astonished that there were 

no drivers approaching the two intersections that were safely behind him. It was 3:22 P.M. in 

DeWitt, NY, on that Wednesday less than two weeks before Christmas, and he’d just exited 

Shoppingtown Mall to proceed to Manlius to visit his nine-year-old daughter. The mall was a 

holiday shopper’s destination, and Kinnie Road was a primary access way to and from it. By all 

rights, the traffic should have been busy at the intersections that the Focus had just passed 

through. And, the roads were clear of snow and ice on that chilly but sunny day, making for safe 

driving conditions that encouraged shoppers to head out to the malls, despite U.S. economic 

conditions that had deteriorated to a level almost as low as our friend’s brake pads. 

     The title track to the D.C. Talk album Supernatural - the release date being September 22, 

1998 for inquiring audiophiles - was playing appropriately enough through the Focus’ CD 

player, as the car was headed up the small hill on Kinnie Road where that highway ended at 

Cedar Bay Road. Under normal conditions, our friend would have made a left turn onto Cedar 

Bay Road to head into Fayetteville and then into Manlius. But, because of the dire situation he 

was faced with, he instead hung a quick left into a gravel-covered pull-off point at the 

intersection of Kinnie and Cedar Bay Roads where the Cedar Bay Park on the Erie Canal reached 

its western-most border. The trip up the hill had slowed the Focus enough to make the turn 

reasonably safe at a time when there should have been oncoming traffic.  But once again, there 

was no traffic to interfere with the car’s trajectory. 

     The Ford rolled into bushes that bordered the canal, and came to a stop at a right angle across 

a narrow section of the turnoff that had been freshly tarred. He didn’t feel right about leaving the 

car parked at this particular angle, so our friend backed it up, straightened the wheels, and then 

ground the transmission into park to keep it from rolling. As he turned the vehicle off, Michael, 

Kevin, and Toby harmonized the line “and I’ll believe it ‘till my grave” before there was dead 

silence. 



 

 

     The thrill-ride was now over; however in truth it was no thrill for our new friend. He was 

fully aware that the brakes were in disrepair, but he hadn’t realized just how worn they’d become 

until now. His creative endeavors were eeking him out a living, but not enough of one to afford 

the brake job that the vehicle was obviously in need of. It was by the supernatural presence and 

grace of God’s Holy Spirit that no accidents had occurred, and that no one was injured or killed. 

Still, our friend remained shaken. 

     “Thank you, Lord!” he announced as though he was addressing other passengers in the car, 

but there were no humans inside of the shiny metal box; save for our new friend. He sat and 

stared through the windshield at the bushes and small trees that were devoid of any leaves; 

allowing him to see the semi-frozen canal. Although there were small stretches of this area 

formerly known as a “widewater” that were not coated with ice, our friend realized that he was 

blessed that the Focus didn’t wind up in the icy-cold water. This widewater had been constructed 

to allow for the turning-around of the boats that were pulled by mule and horse teams during the 

1800’s. Because a large section of the old Erie Canal from DeWitt west through the city of 

Syracuse had been filled in after it was abandoned in 1918, flooding had occurred here at the 

DeWitt widewater, making it more than four times as wide as the 70-foot width that was the 

standard for the canal for most of its length. The suburb of Camillus, being west of Syracuse, 

was where the canal again held water and was considered state park land for miles westward.  

There in the spot where our friend’s car rested mere feet from the water, the canal looked more 

like a large pond than a ditch. 

     That particular spot on the turn-off was about as safe a place that a disabled car could be 

parked. The vehicle was thirty feet away from the road and wouldn’t interfere with the traffic 

flow, which was becoming more persistent as the minutes passed. Not that there was ever a good 

time for a brake failure, it occurred to our friend that it couldn’t have happened at a better time.  

While he was distressed over that inconvenient development, again he considered himself 

blessed that it turned out the way that it did. 

     He would have called a tow truck; however he no longer carried AAA and didn’t have 

enough money to pay for the tow. For now, the car would have to remain parked there at the 

mercy of the elements, and the DeWitt Police. He believed that this was in fact a turnaround 

point for snow plows from the towns of DeWitt and Manlius, as this location was near the 

borderline between each jurisdiction. There was a Winter Storm Watch in the weather forecast 

for the following day, and that would mean that the plows would be out on the roads. They 

would need access to this spot, so it was a strong possibility that the disabled Ford would get 

towed and be stored by the town of DeWitt at his expense. 

     “Why me, Lord? Why all of these attacks from the enemy!?” our friend bellowed from behind 

the wheel, as his level of frustration heightened while he pondered his unpleasant situation. His 

mental and emotional cocktail was a mixture of that frustration with rounded tablespoons of 

anger, sadness, desperation, and depression stirred in for added flavor. These recent months had 

been difficult ones in his life, and despite his deep faith in Christ there was growing despair for 

this flesh-bearing man. 

     As he drew in a slow breath, our friend retrieved the culturally-outmoded flip phone from his 

left-side jeans pocket, opened it, and found the number for his ex-wife and daughter in the 

contact list. Next, he pushed the green-colored telephone receiver icon to dial the number, and 

waited through five rings until the answering machine picked up. 

     “Jessica, please tell Celine that I won’t be able to come over today” he spoke to the answering 

machine as if it was his erstwhile spouse. “I’ve got a serious problem with my car but I’m 



 

 

alright, and I’ll call her later on.” He then closed the phone to terminate the call, and shoved it 

back into his pocket. 

     He was disappointed to not be headed to his former residence in Manlius to see his child. He 

then contemplated walking the remaining six miles to visit her, but a strong stirring within his 

soul immediately convinced him that it was not a trek that he should take by foot on that 

particular afternoon. Would he be in some sort of danger? As the narrator of this tale I will not 

say, but our new friend’s stirring was indeed well-founded. As to what or who stirred his soul, 

I’ll leave up to you the faithful reader to decipher. 

     He’d just finished moving from his apartment in Camillus, but didn’t yet have a permanent 

place to reside, so he was staying in a Motel 6 until some affordable and safe new digs could be 

found. He’d been moving many of his belongings with the Ford, and some of the items still 

remained on the back seat.   

     His black ski jacket had been shed after arriving back at the car upon leaving the mall, and it 

was laid out on the back seat, as the heat inside of the Ford worked far more efficiently than the 

brakes did. He exited the front driver’s side door, opened the back door on the same side, and 

retrieved the jacket. As he pulled on the nylon garment he saw his old black backpack that had 

been concealed under the coat; it being one of the last items taken from his former apartment. 

After zipping the jacket, he grabbed the backpack as an afterthought and pulled it on. 

     “Man, this is one weighty sucker” he said aloud to no one, while adjusting the pack. After 

situating the pack so as to make it more comfortable, our friend decided to embark on the five 

mile walk back to his motel room, with the added ingredient of bewilderment now flavoring his 

aforementioned mental and emotional cocktail. 
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