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This is a story of a spiritual journey that encompasses over sixty years. A most mysterious and
unpredictable teacher assists in guiding the way.The story begins with the questioning mind of
young Lane Ford gradually awakening to the reality of a substantial difference between the
religions of his parents. As this issue is never firmly addressed, Lane's childhood and adolescent
years include almost equal exposure to the Jewish and the Southern Baptist paths to God.The
early religious contrast sets the stage for Lane's processing of all beliefs throughout his life. His
story becomes not only a spiritual search but also a real mystery, a religious commentary, a
biblical commentary, a social commentary, and an attempt to unify science with religion.To sum
up, this is the story about a search for reality.

About the AuthorJ. L. Miller was raised with teachings in the Jewish and the Southern Baptist
faiths, which disparity led to a lifelong spiritual journey, culminating with this book. In the x-ray
supply business, Miller lives with his wife in Ft. Lauderdale and has two grown children. --This
text refers to the paperback edition.
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my grandchildren, Daniel, Andrew, Alexi Elizabeth, and Savannah, who is in transit Introduction
This is a story of a spiritual journey that encompasses over sixty years. A most mysterious and
unpredictable teacher assists in guiding the way.The story begins with the questioning mind of
young Lane Ford gradually awakening to the reality of a substantial difference between the
religions of his parents. As this issue is never firmly addressed, Lane’s childhood and adolescent
years include almost equal exposure to the Jewish and the Southern Baptist paths to God.The
early religious contrast sets the stage for Lane’s processing of all beliefs throughout his life. His
story becomes not only a spiritual search but also a real mystery, a religious commentary, a
biblical commentary, a social commentary, and an attempt to unify science with religion.To sum
up, this is the story about a search for reality. CHAPTER 1 THE BEGINNINGThe year was 1948.
The place was a southern town. The mind of eleven-year-old Lane Ford was processing many
thoughts to escape the boredom of the Orthodox Yom Kippur services he was attending with his
father. “Why does God want to hear, all day, once a year, the same pleas for forgiveness for how
bad we have been?” he questioned. “Why is He more inclined to forgive if we ask on empty
stomachs?”During Yom Kippur, the holiest day of the Jewish year, Jewish people fast and say
prayers of penitence. Lane was pleased that he could wait until he was thirteen years of age
before he had to fast all day. “I know Dad wished I was already thirteen so he would no longer be
responsible for my transgressions,” he thought.A barrage of questions came to mind just then:



“Why wouldn’t God want us to bathe or even to brush our teeth during Yom Kippur? Why
wouldn’t God want us to ride in a car? Why is it better to walk to shul? I wonder why Hebrew is
written and read backward? Why do women have to sit on one side of the shul and men on the
other? Why do men have to cover their heads with a hat or a cap?”Lane’s attention was
suddenly focused on his friends, Sidney Stein and Daniel Cohen, who were leaving the temple.
Since they were not yet thirteen either, it was OK for them to come and to go, if not too often. As
it was near noon and time for lunch, Lane quietly told his dad that he was going to join Sidney
and Daniel.The three boys were standing outside the synagogue discussing where to eat lunch.
They had just decided on the lunch counter at the Rexall Drug Store when Mr. Stein, Sidney’s
dad, came out of the shul. As the boys headed in the direction of the drug store, Lane saw Mr.
Stein step behind a tree, light up a cigarette, and take a few, quick puffs. Since smoking is
prohibited while fasting, Lane wondered whether God would be mad at Mr. Stein for having that
cigarette.After lunch and several hours of visiting stores in town, the boys took their time for the
one-mile journey back to the temple. Upon arriving, it was 5:30, with another hour or so until
sundown when the services would end. Except for being many pages advanced in the prayer
book, nothing had changed during Lane’s absence. His attention was quickly drawn to the clock
on the rear wall of the temple. It had a big pendulum on which was inscribed, In Loving Memory
of Father Abraham Schwartz. This clock had always fascinated Lane.Lane’s mind started
processing again. He picked up from where he was before lunch—thinking about Mr. Stein’s
smoking. “Smoking a cigarette couldn’t be as bad as eating,” Lane reasoned. “Why does Mr.
Stein spend all day reading prayers, stating how bad he had been and pleading for forgiveness,
taking the chance that God would ignore him because of a cigarette?”Cautiously observing
different people during the service, Lane thought how bored some of them seemed to be—
especially the ones making guarded glances at their watches. “Are all these people really here to
atone for their transgressions?” he reflected. “Does God pay more attention to prayers on Yom
Kippur than on other days?”It suddenly occurred to Lane why Jesus is never mentioned in
synagogue. “At Grandma Hamilton’s church, Jesus is talked about all the time. On the other
hand, Rabbi Feldman never says anything about being baptized or about going to hell. Since
Jews are God’s chosen people, maybe God wouldn’t send Jews to hell; therefore, there is no
need for them to repent or to be baptized. Do all Jews go to heaven? Likewise, I do not
remember Rabbi Feldman ever talking about heaven.” This left Lane in a quandary as to whether
there were other places to go after death besides heaven or hell.Lane was startled from his
deep thoughts by the sound of the shofar, a ram’s horn blown on Rosh Hashanah and Yom
Kippur. The blowing of the horn was an indication that the Yom Kippur service was coming to an
end.
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it was near noon and time for lunch, Lane quietly told his dad that he was going to join Sidney
and Daniel.The three boys were standing outside the synagogue discussing where to eat lunch.
They had just decided on the lunch counter at the Rexall Drug Store when Mr. Stein, Sidney’s
dad, came out of the shul. As the boys headed in the direction of the drug store, Lane saw Mr.
Stein step behind a tree, light up a cigarette, and take a few, quick puffs. Since smoking is
prohibited while fasting, Lane wondered whether God would be mad at Mr. Stein for having that
cigarette.After lunch and several hours of visiting stores in town, the boys took their time for the
one-mile journey back to the temple. Upon arriving, it was 5:30, with another hour or so until
sundown when the services would end. Except for being many pages advanced in the prayer
book, nothing had changed during Lane’s absence. His attention was quickly drawn to the clock
on the rear wall of the temple. It had a big pendulum on which was inscribed, In Loving Memory
of Father Abraham Schwartz. This clock had always fascinated Lane.Lane’s mind started
processing again. He picked up from where he was before lunch—thinking about Mr. Stein’s
smoking. “Smoking a cigarette couldn’t be as bad as eating,” Lane reasoned. “Why does Mr.
Stein spend all day reading prayers, stating how bad he had been and pleading for forgiveness,
taking the chance that God would ignore him because of a cigarette?”Cautiously observing
different people during the service, Lane thought how bored some of them seemed to be—
especially the ones making guarded glances at their watches. “Are all these people really here to
atone for their transgressions?” he reflected. “Does God pay more attention to prayers on Yom
Kippur than on other days?”It suddenly occurred to Lane why Jesus is never mentioned in
synagogue. “At Grandma Hamilton’s church, Jesus is talked about all the time. On the other
hand, Rabbi Feldman never says anything about being baptized or about going to hell. Since
Jews are God’s chosen people, maybe God wouldn’t send Jews to hell; therefore, there is no
need for them to repent or to be baptized. Do all Jews go to heaven? Likewise, I do not
remember Rabbi Feldman ever talking about heaven.” This left Lane in a quandary as to whether
there were other places to go after death besides heaven or hell.Lane was startled from his
deep thoughts by the sound of the shofar, a ram’s horn blown on Rosh Hashanah and Yom
Kippur. The blowing of the horn was an indication that the Yom Kippur service was coming to an
end.
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place was a southern town. The mind of eleven-year-old Lane Ford was processing many
thoughts to escape the boredom of the Orthodox Yom Kippur services he was attending with his
father. “Why does God want to hear, all day, once a year, the same pleas for forgiveness for how
bad we have been?” he questioned. “Why is He more inclined to forgive if we ask on empty
stomachs?”During Yom Kippur, the holiest day of the Jewish year, Jewish people fast and say
prayers of penitence. Lane was pleased that he could wait until he was thirteen years of age
before he had to fast all day. “I know Dad wished I was already thirteen so he would no longer be
responsible for my transgressions,” he thought.A barrage of questions came to mind just then:
“Why wouldn’t God want us to bathe or even to brush our teeth during Yom Kippur? Why
wouldn’t God want us to ride in a car? Why is it better to walk to shul? I wonder why Hebrew is
written and read backward? Why do women have to sit on one side of the shul and men on the
other? Why do men have to cover their heads with a hat or a cap?”Lane’s attention was
suddenly focused on his friends, Sidney Stein and Daniel Cohen, who were leaving the temple.
Since they were not yet thirteen either, it was OK for them to come and to go, if not too often. As
it was near noon and time for lunch, Lane quietly told his dad that he was going to join Sidney
and Daniel.The three boys were standing outside the synagogue discussing where to eat lunch.
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cigarette.After lunch and several hours of visiting stores in town, the boys took their time for the
one-mile journey back to the temple. Upon arriving, it was 5:30, with another hour or so until
sundown when the services would end. Except for being many pages advanced in the prayer
book, nothing had changed during Lane’s absence. His attention was quickly drawn to the clock
on the rear wall of the temple. It had a big pendulum on which was inscribed, In Loving Memory
of Father Abraham Schwartz. This clock had always fascinated Lane.Lane’s mind started
processing again. He picked up from where he was before lunch—thinking about Mr. Stein’s
smoking. “Smoking a cigarette couldn’t be as bad as eating,” Lane reasoned. “Why does Mr.
Stein spend all day reading prayers, stating how bad he had been and pleading for forgiveness,
taking the chance that God would ignore him because of a cigarette?”Cautiously observing
different people during the service, Lane thought how bored some of them seemed to be—
especially the ones making guarded glances at their watches. “Are all these people really here to
atone for their transgressions?” he reflected. “Does God pay more attention to prayers on Yom
Kippur than on other days?”It suddenly occurred to Lane why Jesus is never mentioned in
synagogue. “At Grandma Hamilton’s church, Jesus is talked about all the time. On the other
hand, Rabbi Feldman never says anything about being baptized or about going to hell. Since
Jews are God’s chosen people, maybe God wouldn’t send Jews to hell; therefore, there is no
need for them to repent or to be baptized. Do all Jews go to heaven? Likewise, I do not
remember Rabbi Feldman ever talking about heaven.” This left Lane in a quandary as to whether
there were other places to go after death besides heaven or hell.Lane was startled from his
deep thoughts by the sound of the shofar, a ram’s horn blown on Rosh Hashanah and Yom
Kippur. The blowing of the horn was an indication that the Yom Kippur service was coming to an
end.The temple had a kitchen and a large social area where the women had assembled a
variety of holiday fare for the congregants to break the fast. The hungry crowd shuffled in and
quickly began to consume the traditional food and drink. The mood was celebratory, in direct
contrast to the somber atmosphere of the service.Lane looked forward all day to this part of the
holiday. Everyone mixed and mingled, hugged and kissed, and wished each other l’shona tova,
“may you be inscribed for a good year (in the Book of Life).” While partaking of the festivities,
Lane noted that Mr. Stein was talking business with his father, smoking one cigarette after
another.Lane’s mind began to drift as he started to entertain more thoughts. “Why aren’t women
required to spend the day in services like men? In fact, many women spent the day preparing
this party. Why would God demand more from men than from women? Maybe it’s similar to the
differences between White people and Black people.”Lane wondered why Mrs. Giddens taught
her students that all men are created equal but never said that about women. “Does God expect
more from men than from women because men are created better? If that is the reason, then
why don’t Black men get the same privileges as White men? If all men are created equal and are
created better than women, how could God prefer the Jews, especially Jewish women, over
other people?” Lane’s deep, philosophical religious thought was broken when his mother told
him it was time to leave the temple.As they drove toward home, Lane started questioning his



father about some of his thoughts of the day. “What makes the Jews better than other people?”
he asked.His father wanted to know who told him that.“The Torah says Israelites are God’s
chosen people,” Lane explained.“That doesn’t mean that Jews are better than anyone else,” Mr.
Ford clarified. “God chose Jews to carry forth his truth of one God and to follow his
commandments.”“Then all men are created equal?”“Of course!”“What about women?”“Just as
equal,” said his father. “Many times, the word man is used interchangeably when referring to a
man or a woman.”Lane was just as puzzled as ever. After thinking for a minute, he asked, “Then
why don’t women sit with men during services, and why aren’t women expected to be in shul all
day, as men are expected to be?”“It is just a custom.”“What is a custom?”“It is a long-established
practice.”“Is it a custom that Black people don’t have the same privileges as White
people?”“That is more than just a custom,” Lane’s father responded. “It involves racial
discrimination. Some people also discriminate against Jews.”Discrimination was a new word for
Lane. After some clarifying discussion with his father, he asked, “Did God discriminate against
non-Jews when He made the Israelites the chosen people?”“I thought we covered that,” Lane’s
father said, getting somewhat frustrated.Arriving home, Lane’s questions were cut short. On
seeing his friend Garland, all was forgotten for the time being.Lane’s father was Jewish, and his
mother had been raised Baptist. The religious issue was never firmly addressed. Religious
training was delegated to the institutions. The family would attend Jewish services for main
holidays. Often Lane would attend Hebrew Sunday school. He regularly attended Baptist
services with his grandmother, and he usually went to evening training for children, known as the
Baptist Training Union.During his BTU classes, Lane became more aware of the big gap
engulfing his two religious exposures. The more Lane absorbed about the individual religions of
his parents, the more he wanted to understand the differences. The more questions he asked,
the wider the disparity. “It appears that God has different rules for Baptists and for Jews. Jews
are supposed to be good all the time. When they die, it is not clear where they go or if they go
anywhere at all. They might just stay dead. Baptists don’t even have to be good as long as they
repent, accept Jesus as their Savior, and are baptized. This guarantees their going to heaven.
The downside for Baptists is their going to hell if they do not repent, accept Jesus as their
Savior, and get baptized.“The Baptist way seems easier. I must be sure to repent, accept Jesus,
and get baptized before I die,” Lane thought. “I guess Jewish transgressions and Baptist sins are
the same thing.”Lane decided he would make this religious conversion on Sunday. “Until Sunday,
I will be Jewish. My father is still responsible for my sins. Therefore, if Jews go to heaven, I’m
home free. In any case, it doesn’t appear that I will go to hell. I certainly hope that Jews do not go
to hell.” He resolved that he would convert from being Jewish to being Baptist as he was walking
down the church aisle to accept Jesus.There are many things to keep an eleven-year-old’s mind
off God, from football to fishing to school. Lane was no exception. Since he was distracted with
these other activities, he moved back the date for making his religious conversion to becoming a
Baptist to December of the next year. It might be too late after that as he would turn thirteen in
January and would be responsible for his own sins.“Besides,” Lane wondered, “what if God



changed the rules for Jews or Baptists? Would God keep offering Baptists the easy way?” He
hoped that God would maybe quit sending people to hell and let everybody go to heaven.Time
passed as summer turned to fall. One bright day, Lane and his friend Garland were walking
down the railroad tracks beside the tobacco warehouse. Suddenly, people began running out of
a small, white church on the other side of the tracks. The people were making strange sounds,
and many were jerking and walking erratically. One man ran over and began banging his head
against the tin warehouse. Lane and his friend took off running.“Lane, what in the hell are they
doing?” Garland asked.“Looks to me like they are having fits!”“I can see that, dummy, but
why?”“They are coming out of church,” Lane said. “What kind of language are they speaking? It
sure isn’t English.”Soon they were at the Sinclair station playing the best pinball machine in town.
In walked Lacy Moore, who asked, “Who’s winning?”“No one as yet!” answered Lane. “We just
started.”Lacy was in his late twenties, a veteran of World War II, who did carpentry work around
town.The boys told Lacy about their strange experience and asked for an explanation. “Oh, they
are Holy Rollers,” Lacy explained. “They get so worked up in church, they speak in tongues and
jump, jerk, and holler. They claim the Holy Ghost takes them over.”“Is that the same Holy Ghost
as the Baptists have, Lacy?” Lane inquired.“I guess so,” Lacy responded. “There’s not supposed
to be but one.”Old man Lowe, a local busybody who got interested in their conversation, butted
in. “Do not dare refer to those nuts in the same breath as the Holy Ghost. You are talking about
God.”Garland jumped in. “But, there is just one God, and isn’t the Holy Roller church part of his
flock?”Mr. Lowe snorted, “Well, if it is, someone needs to teach those people to respect Him
properly.”“I was always taught to respect the religion of others,” Lacy said, looking toward Mr.
Lowe. “Aren’t you a Methodist?”“Yes, I am,” Mr. Lowe replied. “Methodists know the proper way to
respect God and to receive salvation.”“What’s the difference between a Methodist and a
Baptist?” Lane asked, listening intently.“None really,” Mr. Lowe answered. “Just minor
organizational differences.”“By the way, Lane,” Mr. Lowe questioned, “are you a Baptist, or do
you follow your daddy’s religion?”“I attend services at both houses of worship.”“Well, boy, you
and your daddy both better get Jesus in your lives, or you will wind up in hell for all
eternity.”“Fred, you should not preach to that boy,” Mr. Green, the station owner, interjected. “That
is none of your business.”“Just trying to save his soul,” Mr. Lowe declared. “Nothing wrong with
that!”As Lane lay in his bed that night, he thought about all the religious-related happenings of
the day. “Who makes the rules? I seriously doubt if it is God. If Baptists and Methodists are right
about Jesus and salvation, then there is no way that Jews could go to heaven. Jews did not
accept Jesus over nineteen hundred years ago, and, apparently, they still don’t.”Lane decided
that his daddy was one of the smartest men he knew. However, he was puzzled by Mr. Lowe’s
comments. “How could an old fart like Mr. Lowe be right about God and my daddy be wrong? On
top of that, Grandmother Hamilton appears to have the same beliefs as Mr. Lowe.”As long as
Lane could remember, he said his prayers at night, and only recently did he begin to have
doubts about whether God was listening to every word.A couple of months later, Lane told his
father he was thinking about becoming a Baptist. His father made it quite clear that he expected



Lane to be bar mitzvahed and to pursue the Jewish religion.As is custom, when Lane’s
thirteenth birthday arrived in January 1950, he celebrated his bar mitzvah. After that rite of
passage, Lane attended services less and less. In fact, religion slipped to the back burner of his
mind. Upon graduation from high school in 1955, Lane moved to the city, worked full-time, and
attended college four hours each weekday night. There was no time to think about religion.It was
January 3, 1956, Lane’s nineteenth birthday. He was riding the city bus home after his night
classes. The bus was making the last stop before Lane’s exit when a very small man wearing a
long overcoat and a big hat got on. The man came to the center of the bus where Lane was
sitting and took the seat directly across the aisle. Lane observed that the bus was empty except
for three passengers and the driver.This funny-looking man could not be five feet tall. His face
was obscured, preventing Lane from getting a good look at it. He was trying hard not to stare. To
Lane’s surprise, the man exited with him at his stop. It was about half a mile, mostly downhill, to
the apartment where Lane lived with his sister’s family. This odd fellow appeared to be going in
the same direction.As the strange little man walked alongside Lane, he asked, “What is your
name?”“Lane Ford, sir.”“Ford does not sound like a Jewish name.”“Well sir, it’s not necessarily,”
explained Lane. “My father was a Russian immigrant. When his family came over in 1917, they
changed their long Russian name to Ford.”“Wait a minute!” With a tone of astonishment in his
voice, Lane inquired of the man, “Who said I was Jewish?”The older man replied, “Wasn’t that
understood when you celebrated your bar mitzvah at thirteen years of age?”At that moment,
they passed under a bright streetlight. Lane looked directly into the man’s face and was
nonplused by the sense of peace and the soft, violet glow coming from the stranger’s face.
Grappling for words, Lane implored, “Sir, who are you?”“My name is Mr. Adoy.”“But…but…how
do you know anything about me?”“You told me your name, and I tuned in to the rest,” responded
Mr. Adoy. “By the way, Happy Birthday!”Lane was shaking his head, trying to think clearly, when,
suddenly, it became obvious to him that somebody had pulled a great joke. He bit hook, line, and
sinker. “OK, Mr. Adoy, who’s the wise guy? Did Bob Davis put you up to this?”No reply caused
Lane to look around. He was totally alone on the deserted street. “How could this Mr. Adoy
vanish so quickly? There is nowhere to hide within twenty yards.” Lane was filled with a bizarre
sense of fear.“Mr. Adoy, where are you?” Lane called out.The quiet of the night was spooky, so
Lane took off running for home.Going directly to bed, Lane lay there with his mind reeling. “How
could Mr. Adoy do that? He has to be at least seventy years old. He couldn’t have run away so
quickly without my noticing.”On the walk to the bus stop the next morning, Lane searched the
area where Mr. Adoy had disappeared. He still had no clue as to how it happened. “Assuming
this was all a setup, how could that little man just disappear?” Lane mused.At work that morning,
during coffee break, Lane was talking with Bob Davis, his only new friend since moving to the
city. It was Davis who he suspected may have sent Mr. Adoy. Logic had already dictated that Bob
neither had the sense of humor nor knew enough about Lane’s bus schedule to pull off the stunt
with Mr. Adoy. “What do you make of my experience?” Lane asked.Bob, trying hard not to laugh,
began to chuckle. “You don’t expect me to really believe that tale, do you?”“Well, that is exactly



how it happened. He just vanished!”“Come on. We need to get back to work.”Lane anxiously
boarded the bus that night, hoping to see Mr. Adoy again, but no such luck. As the bus pulled
over for Lane’s stop, he asked the bus driver if he remembered the little, old man from last
night.“No, I don’t remember any passenger of that description since I took over this route last
year.”“This driver must have a lousy memory,” Lane thought. “No one could forget Mr. Adoy in
twenty-four hours.”After telling his strange adventure to a few more people, with the same
reaction, that of pure fabrication, Lane decided to keep quiet and to hopefully meet this stranger
on the bus again.Time passed, and soon it was 1957. Lane’s twentieth birthday arrived. He had
not thought of Mr. Adoy in weeks. “It was a year ago when the most mysterious event of my life
occurred,” he reasoned.Lane no longer used city transportation, as he had quit night college six
months earlier so he could afford a car. After getting his own wheels, he would make the trip
from the city to his hometown, almost every other weekend, usually taking passengers who
shared the expenses.As this birthday fell on a Thursday and he was off on Friday, Lane, along
with two passengers, was making one of his biweekly trips home. It was 7 p.m. and an hour into
the trip. The trio stopped for a quick hamburger. Back on the road, Lane told his companions,
who were only casual acquaintances, about the night adventure on his last birthday. Joel thought
he was kidding, but Freda took the story seriously, stating she knew of a similar
incident:Approximately three years ago, Preacher Gaskins, a country preacher, reported picking
up a hitchhiker around sunrise one morning who talked on for nearly fifteen minutes about
changes that were soon to take place in the South. The changes concerned Black men standing
up for their rights. The hitchhiker alluded to the fact that major events would be unfolding in
Alabama due to efforts of a Black preacher.As Preacher Gaskins began to question the
hitchhiker, he realized no reply was forthcoming. He glanced over toward the passenger seat
and almost wrecked the car when he observed he was alone. Slamming on the brakes and
pulling to the shoulder of the road, he looked in the back and front seats, as well as on the
floorboard. No one was in the car but Preacher Gaskins. He said it took nearly thirty minutes
before he could recover from the shock of the hitchhiker’s disappearance and get back on the
road.“How come neither Joel nor I ever heard that story?” Lane asked.“Because Preacher
Gaskins told only a few people, asking for complete confidentiality,” Freda answered. “Of course,
several other people found out. I heard my father tell my uncle about it. That was nearly three
years ago. Now look at what is happening in Montgomery with the bus boycotts. If there was no
hitchhiker, the preacher sure was a good prophet.”“Wow!” Joel said. “Maybe strange things
happen all the time that we never hear about. Nothing close to strange has ever happened to
me, and I hope it never does.”“Yeah,” replied Freda, “something like that would scare me to
death.” “Not me,” said Lane. “I would love to run into Mr. Adoy again. There must be some logical
explanation for both occurrences.”Freda was dropped off first, and as Joel was getting his
luggage from the trunk of the car, he said, “Sorry I live so far in the country. You still have ten
miles to your house. Be careful not to fall asleep! By the way, Happy Birthday!”



Lane decided that his daddy was one of the smartest men he knew. However, he was puzzled by
Mr. Lowe’s comments. “How could an old fart like Mr. Lowe be right about God and my daddy be
wrong? On top of that, Grandmother Hamilton appears to have the same beliefs as Mr. Lowe.”As
long as Lane could remember, he said his prayers at night, and only recently did he begin to
have doubts about whether God was listening to every word.A couple of months later, Lane told
his father he was thinking about becoming a Baptist. His father made it quite clear that he
expected Lane to be bar mitzvahed and to pursue the Jewish religion.As is custom, when Lane’s
thirteenth birthday arrived in January 1950, he celebrated his bar mitzvah. After that rite of
passage, Lane attended services less and less. In fact, religion slipped to the back burner of his
mind. Upon graduation from high school in 1955, Lane moved to the city, worked full-time, and
attended college four hours each weekday night. There was no time to think about religion.It was
January 3, 1956, Lane’s nineteenth birthday. He was riding the city bus home after his night
classes. The bus was making the last stop before Lane’s exit when a very small man wearing a
long overcoat and a big hat got on. The man came to the center of the bus where Lane was
sitting and took the seat directly across the aisle. Lane observed that the bus was empty except
for three passengers and the driver.This funny-looking man could not be five feet tall. His face
was obscured, preventing Lane from getting a good look at it. He was trying hard not to stare. To
Lane’s surprise, the man exited with him at his stop. It was about half a mile, mostly downhill, to
the apartment where Lane lived with his sister’s family. This odd fellow appeared to be going in
the same direction.As the strange little man walked alongside Lane, he asked, “What is your
name?”“Lane Ford, sir.”“Ford does not sound like a Jewish name.”“Well sir, it’s not necessarily,”
explained Lane. “My father was a Russian immigrant. When his family came over in 1917, they
changed their long Russian name to Ford.”“Wait a minute!” With a tone of astonishment in his
voice, Lane inquired of the man, “Who said I was Jewish?”The older man replied, “Wasn’t that
understood when you celebrated your bar mitzvah at thirteen years of age?”At that moment,
they passed under a bright streetlight. Lane looked directly into the man’s face and was
nonplused by the sense of peace and the soft, violet glow coming from the stranger’s face.
Grappling for words, Lane implored, “Sir, who are you?”“My name is Mr. Adoy.”“But…but…how
do you know anything about me?”“You told me your name, and I tuned in to the rest,” responded
Mr. Adoy. “By the way, Happy Birthday!”Lane was shaking his head, trying to think clearly, when,
suddenly, it became obvious to him that somebody had pulled a great joke. He bit hook, line, and
sinker. “OK, Mr. Adoy, who’s the wise guy? Did Bob Davis put you up to this?”No reply caused
Lane to look around. He was totally alone on the deserted street. “How could this Mr. Adoy
vanish so quickly? There is nowhere to hide within twenty yards.” Lane was filled with a bizarre
sense of fear.“Mr. Adoy, where are you?” Lane called out.The quiet of the night was spooky, so
Lane took off running for home.Going directly to bed, Lane lay there with his mind reeling. “How
could Mr. Adoy do that? He has to be at least seventy years old. He couldn’t have run away so
quickly without my noticing.”On the walk to the bus stop the next morning, Lane searched the
area where Mr. Adoy had disappeared. He still had no clue as to how it happened. “Assuming



this was all a setup, how could that little man just disappear?” Lane mused.At work that morning,
during coffee break, Lane was talking with Bob Davis, his only new friend since moving to the
city. It was Davis who he suspected may have sent Mr. Adoy. Logic had already dictated that Bob
neither had the sense of humor nor knew enough about Lane’s bus schedule to pull off the stunt
with Mr. Adoy. “What do you make of my experience?” Lane asked.Bob, trying hard not to laugh,
began to chuckle. “You don’t expect me to really believe that tale, do you?”“Well, that is exactly
how it happened. He just vanished!”“Come on. We need to get back to work.”Lane anxiously
boarded the bus that night, hoping to see Mr. Adoy again, but no such luck. As the bus pulled
over for Lane’s stop, he asked the bus driver if he remembered the little, old man from last
night.“No, I don’t remember any passenger of that description since I took over this route last
year.”“This driver must have a lousy memory,” Lane thought. “No one could forget Mr. Adoy in
twenty-four hours.”After telling his strange adventure to a few more people, with the same
reaction, that of pure fabrication, Lane decided to keep quiet and to hopefully meet this stranger
on the bus again.Time passed, and soon it was 1957. Lane’s twentieth birthday arrived. He had
not thought of Mr. Adoy in weeks. “It was a year ago when the most mysterious event of my life
occurred,” he reasoned.Lane no longer used city transportation, as he had quit night college six
months earlier so he could afford a car. After getting his own wheels, he would make the trip
from the city to his hometown, almost every other weekend, usually taking passengers who
shared the expenses.As this birthday fell on a Thursday and he was off on Friday, Lane, along
with two passengers, was making one of his biweekly trips home. It was 7 p.m. and an hour into
the trip. The trio stopped for a quick hamburger. Back on the road, Lane told his companions,
who were only casual acquaintances, about the night adventure on his last birthday. Joel thought
he was kidding, but Freda took the story seriously, stating she knew of a similar
incident:Approximately three years ago, Preacher Gaskins, a country preacher, reported picking
up a hitchhiker around sunrise one morning who talked on for nearly fifteen minutes about
changes that were soon to take place in the South. The changes concerned Black men standing
up for their rights. The hitchhiker alluded to the fact that major events would be unfolding in
Alabama due to efforts of a Black preacher.As Preacher Gaskins began to question the
hitchhiker, he realized no reply was forthcoming. He glanced over toward the passenger seat
and almost wrecked the car when he observed he was alone. Slamming on the brakes and
pulling to the shoulder of the road, he looked in the back and front seats, as well as on the
floorboard. No one was in the car but Preacher Gaskins. He said it took nearly thirty minutes
before he could recover from the shock of the hitchhiker’s disappearance and get back on the
road.“How come neither Joel nor I ever heard that story?” Lane asked.“Because Preacher
Gaskins told only a few people, asking for complete confidentiality,” Freda answered. “Of course,
several other people found out. I heard my father tell my uncle about it. That was nearly three
years ago. Now look at what is happening in Montgomery with the bus boycotts. If there was no
hitchhiker, the preacher sure was a good prophet.”“Wow!” Joel said. “Maybe strange things
happen all the time that we never hear about. Nothing close to strange has ever happened to



me, and I hope it never does.”“Yeah,” replied Freda, “something like that would scare me to
death.” “Not me,” said Lane. “I would love to run into Mr. Adoy again. There must be some logical
explanation for both occurrences.”Freda was dropped off first, and as Joel was getting his
luggage from the trunk of the car, he said, “Sorry I live so far in the country. You still have ten
miles to your house. Be careful not to fall asleep! By the way, Happy Birthday!”As Lane pulled his
five-year-old Ford Mainliner back onto the hard-packed dirt road, he noticed it was twenty-one
minutes before midnight. Tired, he began to think of Mr. Adoy and Preacher Gaskins. “Is there
any way that this is just our imagination?” Lane contemplated. “It feels real for me. What about
the hitchhiker predicting the future? Then again, maybe that story is three days or three hours
old, not three years. However, why would Freda dream up such a tale, especially since she knew
nothing about my experience beforehand?”Suddenly, a small animal darted in front of the car.
Lane hit the brakes as hard as he could, barely missing the pig and almost going into a tailspin.
The car stalled. After several tries, it still would not start.“Damn! It must have flooded; I’ll let it sit a
couple of minutes.”Lane switched off the headlights. As he sat on this dark country road, he
wanted to play the radio; but the parking lights were enough of a drain on the battery. He waited
awhile before trying to start the car again. His watch read 11:50. He tried the starter. It almost
caught. “I’ll give it a few more minutes before holding the pedal to the floorboard,” he decided.
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