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By	  Tom	  Rizzo	  
 
Whether at work or play, everything we do usually requires some level of 
concentration. The more we focus, the better we do. Usually. My first lesson in 
concentration occurred when I went to work for my Uncle Tony as a gas 
station he owned.  
 
At one year shy of becoming a teen-ager, I had visions of starting out on the 
glamour side of things—manning pumps, checking oil, cleaning car windows, 
and other tasks. But, he had other plans.  
 
Uncle Tony dispatched me to a small, dungeon-like room in the back, crowded 
with big black drums of greenish-black motor oil.  
 
"You always want to concentrate, no matter what you do in a job," he advised. 
"You spill any of this stuff and it costs me money. Capisce?"  
 
I spent hours pumping oil, the consistency of pancake syrup, into quart-size 
glass jars to which I affixed metal pour spouts. A couple of days later I got a 
promotion to the front lines: Pump Patrol. (Those were the days when 
someone actually filled the tank FOR you).  
 
The following day, I returned wearing shined shoes, pressed pants, and a clean, 
wrinkle-free shirt, determined to make a good impression. I even suggested 



wearing one of those gas station caps with a shiny bill, but my uncle nixed the 
idea with a roll of his eyes. He was the no-frills type.  
 
When I heard the unmistakable “Ding-Dong” sound triggered by a car rolling 
across the black rubber hose in the pump area, I raced to the driver’s side and 
smiled. He flashed four fingers—$4, my first sale. After squeezing this amount 
in the tank, I grabbed a soaked squeegee to clean the windows. Back first, and 
then the front.  
 
I finished the driver’s side, stepped back to admire my work, and hurried 
around to the passenger side. After soaking windshield, I started paper-
toweling it dry with my practiced-almost-to-perfection circular drying motion. 
It was at that moment when my powers of concentration hit a snag. 
 
One my second circular application, I peered through the window, and saw a 
woman—blouse hanging off her left shoulder—revealing a rather robust 
breast. I stopped breathing for a second.  
 
My 12-year old eyes morphed into huge ovals of disbelief. As if in a trance, I 
kept rubbing the window until the glass squeaked, and my wrist ached. In the 
excitement of the moment, I tried to locate the nipple, but couldn’t because an 
infant’s mouth covered it.  
 
"Hey, kid," the driver called out to me. "I think the window’s dry enough.”  
 
I rubbed the window a few more times, never taking my eyes off that breast, 
before the man stabbed the horn a couple of times. I felt punchy, much like a 
prizefighter that’s been jolted by a couple of solid left jabs. I managed to shake 
away my dizziness, and staggered away from the car just before it peeled away. 
 
Seconds later, Uncle Tony shuffled outside to join me, a spare smile on his 
face. 



 
“How’s the wrist?” he asked, looking at me through the heavy black framed 
glasses 
. 
“Hurts a little,” I said, glancing at the tattered paper towel in my hand. 
 
“No doubt," he said, grinning. "Why don’t you go back and fill some bottles. 
I’ve got the front.” 
 
“Yes, Sir,” I said in a grateful tone, and headed for the less stressful 
environment of oil drums and glass bottles. 
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