
Food For Thought:  God, Am I that Incompetent? 

  

        I am a reasonably bright and capable person,  but my car continually 

sends me subtle little messages implying that I am not entirely trustworthy 

behind the wheel.  It has started acting like God and making decisions for 

me. 

  
  I knew that someday this day would come.  Manufactures have been 

putting so much technology and artificial intelligence into the new cars that 
we humans are almost not needed anymore. Yesterday, I read an article 

about Tesla sending a program flash message to Tesla cars giving them the 
company's first version of its "autopilot" feature which will among other 

things, hold the car in its lane on a freeway, let the autopilot decide when to 
changes lane, and  maintain speed and interval. Interestingly, these features 

were not included with the car when it was sold, they were acquired with a 
program push – much like an upgrade on windows. 

  
I’ve seen several other different manufacture ads that they are putting some 

of these features on new cars as standard equipment. You car can now keep 

itself in its lane, maintain the proper interval with the car in front of you, 
park itself and even brake for things that you don’t see to help you (or the 

car) avoid an accident. Oh, I almost forgot to mention that with a button, 
one manufacture says that when you are done with their car for the night, 

the car can drive itself to the garage and park.  You can also summon the 
car with a simple press of a button.  It will come to wherever you are using 

GPS locations.  Lately I have been seeing articles about Google and 
Mercedes experimenting with driverless cars so I guess that it comes as no 

surprise that with all its technology and computers my car thinks that I am 
incompetent.  The car manufactures are playing God and making decisions 

for all of us.  Let me explain: 

  

     Anytime I start to drive anywhere, the split second I get up to 16 miles 
per hour, my car decides that all the doors need to be locked.  It is as if my 

car is thinking, this guy is so inept that he could just fall out of the car at 

any moment.  One minute we are driving along fine, enjoying the day, and a 
split second later, he’ll just tumble out the door.  Or he may get a sudden, 

irrational urge to fling the door open and do a tuck and roll down the street.  
Then where would I be? 

  
     Then I hear the “thunk” of all the locks going down. 

  



     I know deep down inside somewhere that these really are safety 

features, and that it has nothing to do with the way that I am perceiving 
them, but still, it’s unnerving. 

  
     But that is not all.  If I dare to even think of touching the power window 

button, my car immediately assumes that I must have stupidly veered into a 
lake and that the door is lodged against a sunken log and I must exit the 

window to swim to safety so it begins to roll the window all the way down.  
Even if I just wanted to open the window a mere inch or two, simply to catch 

a breath of fresh air, my car launches the window into the full-bore escape 
mode.  I can’t count the times I nudge the window button up or down, again 

and again, until my car stops panicking and finally allows me to actually 
open and adjust the window to where I want it and not where the car wants 

the window to be. 
  

     As if these indignities were not enough, my car also features a bright 

yellow “glow-in-the-dark emergency release handle” inside“ the trunk.  I can 
just hear my car lecturing me about this, “Now listen Jim.  You know that 

the trunk is not someplace for you to play.  So be careful around it.  But if 
by some chance you are one day loading groceries and you manage to slip 

and fall in and lock yourself inside the trunk, at least you can yank the 
emergency handle and perhaps wave down some Boy Scouts who can pull 

you to safety, which will also earn them a merit badge if they can stop 
laughing at you long enough. 

  
     See what I mean?  That presumption of incompetence is a real blow to 

my ego.  That is why the average guy who is driving from Texas to Arizona 
will find himself passing through the wheat fields of Kansas before he finally 

admits to his wife that she was right about taking that left turn 900 miles 
back.  No one wants to feel prejudged as incapable.  We all have our pride, 

after all. 

  
     But there is only one place where each of us needs to swallow our pride, 

admit helplessness, and ask for help.  Where it is OK to be incompetent.  
When it comes to salvation from our sins, not one of us is remotely capable 

of rescuing or helping ourselves – we are all truly incompetent.  Spiritually, 
we have all gotten drunk, stupidly driven off a cliff and gotten ourselves 

trapped in a burning car.  
  

      The only one up to the task of saving and making decisions for us is 
Jesus.  Not only is He able and willing, but when we admit our need to be 

rescued, He never mocks me or demeans me like my car does for getting 
into such a mess.  Jesus is a gracious Hero, a forgiving Friend, and is 

genuinely delighted to pull us out of our wreckage.  And somehow (I am not 



quite sure how he manages it), He does all of this while also making us more 

noble, more capable, and less inclined to botch things up the next time. 
  

If only my car could learn from Jesus.    
  

Just Some Food For Thought 


