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Last week I rode my bike to a construction site. They had these guys on bulldozers, etc. I went over to one of them and said "Hi. I'll give you five bucks if you let me drive this."

He laughed. I asked two more guys. They laughed. They said, “We’d never let you, but you can try Jake”, motioning to a bulldozer on the far end of the lot that was speeding towards a huge dirt pile. In it was a grizzled, battle-hardened rider at least twenty years older than anyone there. I was awed by his nimble and effective manipulation of the massive machine. I flagged him down.

“What do you want?” said Jake in a raspy deep voice, his sun-dried forehead wrinkling as he squinted suspiciously at me.

"Hi. I'll give you five bucks if you let me drive this. Those guys said to ask you."

Jake softened at my enthusiasm, but only slightly. "The insurance would kill me. My foreman would kill me."

But I can be pushy, or so I'm told. I said, "Please. I've wanted to do this since I was a kid. Really. Look, I'll give you ten bucks."

Jake stroked his chin and thought it over. Ten bucks was ten bucks. He looked around the site and evidently did not see his foreman.

"Well, what exactly do you want to do?" he said, a bit more reasonable now.

"Ride a little, pick up dirt, and dump it," I replied.

"What if I let you ride out to that pile over there, and root around in it for a while?"

"That's all I want," I said.

"OK, hop on!" he said.

In shock, I climbed aboard. He turned on the enormously loud diesel

engine, pointing out that this machine was really called a frontloader,

since it dug up earth and could load it onto dump trucks. It had tank tracks instead of wheels, and one huge scoop in front, with huge sharp metal teeth, attached to a hydraulic boom that could be raised 25 feet or so. I was impressed, and terrified of my new-found power. "Would it corrupt me?" I wondered.

"First drop the clutch," he shouted, shaking me out of my reverie. "Then, move the throttle left and back to move backwards, and right and back to move frontwards. The more you move it, the faster you go. On your right is the boom lever. Up brings it up. Down brings it down. Right brings the scoop up. Left brings it down when you're ready to dump. Got it?"

"Um, er. Well, yeah. Oh - how do I turn?"

"Pedals on the floor. Right turns right, left turns left. Middle is the

brake."

Then he jumped off!

I said, "Where are you going?"

"This is a one-seater, bub. You're on your own! "

Faced with few choices, I tried to turn towards the 10-foot pile of dirt

he had indicated. Nothing happened.

"I said, first drop the clutch!" he shouted.

I became aware of all eyes upon me. Blue-collar America was now my

audience. Turning red, I complied. I desperately longed for the comfort of my accounting paper and my adding machine. What was possessing me to put  my life in danger? And then I remembered - a chance to drive a two-ton earth-moving machine with tank tracks.

I finally turned, but too quickly. I nearly took off Jake’s head with the shovel. He remained unfazed. "Calm down!`" he shouted.

I finally made it over to the pile. As I proceeded, he ordered me to drop the boom and turn up the scoop a little, the better to take in lots of dirt.

"Stop!" he suddenly commanded. "Lift up the boom!"

"How high?" I yelled, flushed with excitement.

"High as you want," he said with a knowing smile.

I yanked back as far as it would go, watching with tremendous satisfaction as the great shovel rose high in the air, laden with thousands of pounds of fresh dirt. "Ah", I said to myself. "It don't get better than this!"

"Dump it!" he cried.

"My pleasure," I thought as I moved the lever to the left. The scoop turned down in a sudden motion, and every drop of glorious dirt cascaded earthward in a smoky explosion.

Best ten bucks I ever spent. 
