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out the nozzle and stuck it in the neck of the gas tank. I fin
ished, got back in the car, started it, and drove away. Before
getting onto the road, the car stalled. Strange. I tried to restart
it about twenty times, then coasted down the drive toward the
pay phones. I called home, and my husband Michael said he'd
come pick me up soon, he and the kids had just started eating
without me.
While impatiently waiting, I packed up for home. A ran
dom thought—"Hmm, this car's been running well, maybe I
should go look at the gas pump, maybe there's something
wrong with it."—prompted me to walk over to the neon-lit
stage. 1 took in the big scene—the diesel pump located diago
nally furthest away from where my regular-gas-eating car had
sat. The huge columns that automatically take credit cards and
pump gas were close enough to me now to see the four—not
three—gas options from which 1 had chosen not fifteen min
utes before. I flashed on the yellow-paneled diesel choice.
/ had put diesel gas in my car.
No one needed to point out how stupid I felt at that
moment.

Michael drove up, ready to be helpful and resourceful
about our broken-down car. I told him right away, "I know
what happened. It was my fault. I put diesel gas in the car."
"How could you do that? It's impossible to put diesel gas
in the wrong kind of car. They make the nozzle different. I
don't believe this!" he said with exasperation.
"Believe it."
He drove the two short blocks over to the Nissan dealer
ship that was still open, and left me in our happily purring
other car. I found a radio station playing old Beatles songs, and
stared straight ahead as a car salesman kept coming out and
opening the door to the car next to me. Was he trying to get a
better look at the woman who had succeeded in doing the im
possible? The woman who had actually filled—even topped
off—her car with diesel gas?
Michael returned, said all the guys, even Mort the manager,
had yelled, "How could she do that? It's impossible to put
diesel in the wrong kind of car, they design the nozzles differ
ently," on and on. Michael added, "I wouldn't show your face
in there for awhile if I were you. One guy was rude about it,
he even went outside to take a look at you, he couldn't believe
my story." Michael had arranged for them to pick up the car
tomorrow. They would remove the gas tank, replace the hoses,
etcetera.
I said, "Okay, I know I made a stupid mistake, but here's
the worst part. I can't for- _
give myself, because JI
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