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A young man, strong and bright,

Worked at a shop from morning till night.

The engines roared, the grease ran deep,

While teasing co-workers tried to make him weep.

They offered him food, they tried to bait and test,

But he knew he’d stick to what was best.

He brought his own lunch, he kept his hands clean,

He focused on work, calm and serene.

Each prank, each joke, each sly little trap,

Couldn’t derail him or make him look back,

With patience and skill, he learned every part,

Fixing cars with care in his heart.

Frank showed him tricks only time could teach,

Joe gave him advice that wisdom would reach.

He saved every dollar, he purchased every tool,

Building his future, following every rule.

Years of grit, discipline, and drive,

His ambitions never ceased to thrive.

His own shop was born from sweat and pride,

A place of respect, where honesty applies.
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No pranking, no teasing, no shadow of a doubt,

Could shake his values he had lived out.

For skill and integrity walk hand in hand,

And with these traits, he mastered his life

long plan.
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In a town where engines groaned and hissed,

Worked a young man who could not be dismissed.

Patrick was his name, steady and bright,

Facing each challenge with focus and might.

The shop was filled with teasing and sneers,

Pranks and baiting stretched on for years.

“Eat our food, you know you want some,” they’d say,

But Patrick held firm, he wouldn’t sway.

He brought his own lunch, he polished each tool,

He followed the steps, he respected each rule.

No jesting, no tricks, no sly little schemes,

Could shake his resolve or shatter his dreams.

He learned every wire, every bolt, and every part,

With patient hands and an honest heart.

Frank, the mentor, showed him secrets untold,

Joe gave him advice more valuable than gold.

Through grease and oil, through sweat and time,

Patrick mastered the craft, he learned it sublime.

He saved every dollar, he planned his days,

Preparing his future in careful ways.

During years of discipline, the lessons endured,

Every goal and triumph measured and secured.

Still the teasing co-workers tried to provoke,

But Patrick stayed focused, steady, awoke.

Then came the day, his shop doors opened wide,

Patrick’s Auto Repair, his dreams lie inside.

Many customers came with cars in need,

They left amazed at his skill and speed.

He trained apprentices, he taught honestly with care,

He built his legacy from patience so rare.

No pranking, no testing, no challenges that sway,

The man who worked hard, year by year and day by day.

Now his shop stands strong, a beacon so bright,

Built on his integrity, his focus, his plight,

Patrick’s journey goes from trials to reign,

Showing that perseverance will always bring gain!
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New Beginnings 

Patrick tightened the straps of his worn backpack and took a deep breath as he stepped off the bus onto the cracked sidewalk of Westview Avenue. At twenty, he carried the quiet confidence of someone who had faced more obstacles than most of his peers. He remembered the long summer afternoons in his childhood, watching his father tinker with engines in a small, dimly lit garage behind their house. The rhythmic clanging of wrenches, the smell of gasoline mixed with motor oil, and the satisfaction of a well-tuned engine sparked something deep inside him.  He had a desire to build, to fix, and to create something.

Patrick’s mother had always told him, “Son, talent is nothing without discipline.” His father’s words blared in his mind as he walked toward Masen & Sons Auto, a small busy mechanic shop on the edge of the industrial district. Today marked the start of a new chapter in his life, one where his skill, his discipline, and his integrity would be tested more than he ever knew.

The shop was alive with the sounds of  tinkering: tires were squealing on lifts, engines were revving, and tools were clanking against metal. A faint strain of classic rock drifted from a radio perched on a dusty shelf. Patrick’s stomach twisted slightly- not from nerves, but from anticipation. He had prepared meticulously for this opportunity to interview, and he was determined not to waste it.

“Good morning,” he said with his voice steady and polite, as he approached the counter.

A tall man in grease-stained overalls looked up at him, squinting as though assessing whether Patrick belonged in his world. “You Patrick?” he asked with his tone in a mixture of curiosity and caution. “That’s me,” Patrick replied.

“My name’s Joe,” the man said. “We got your resume and you can start today, but don’t touch anything until I show you around, got it?”

“Got it,” Patrick said.

Patrick had went to trade school for auto mechanics after graduating high school and he was exactly what Joe was looking for.

Patrick spent the first hour just observing. He saw mechanics tightening bolts, checking engines, and wiping sweat from their brows with rag cloths. Every movement seemed precise yet effortless, it was a ballet of skill and muscle. Patrick asked questions when appropriate, showed eagerness, and worked efficiently when given small tasks. He noticed subtle glances, whispers, and smirks from some of the other young employees around his age. Those were hints of judgment wrapped in casual curiosity.

By lunchtime, the tension became more apparent. One of the younger mechanics, a wiry guy named Kenny, leaned over the counter with a greasy burger in his hand. “Hey, Patrick,” he said while grinning broadly. “Do you want some free lunch, man, you look hungry?”

Patrick shook his head and politely said “No thanks, I brought my own lunch.” Patrick opened his lunchbox to reveal his neatly packed sandwiches, fruit, and small thermos of ice tea. Kenny’s eyes rolled with disbelief. “Really, you don’t want our free food? Come on, man. We’re just trying to be friendly with you.”

“I appreciate it, but I prefer to stick to my own food,” Patrick said with his tone calm and unwavering.

Kenny smirked some more while walking away mumbling under his breath. Patrick noticed the glances from the others and the subtle laughs, but he didn’t flinch, not once. He had learned from his father that strength wasn’t just in muscle- it was also in restraint.

As he worked through the afternoon, Patrick’s thoughts drifted to his childhood. He remembered helping his father replace a faulty alternator when he was barely twelve. His hands had been small, clumsy, and stained with oil, but he had felt an unmatched sense of accomplishment when the engine roared to life. That feeling- the pride of creating something that works, the satisfaction of earning trust through skills- was what he chased now.

Around mid-afternoon, Kenny returned, this time with a soda and a slice of pizza. “Come on, man,” he said with exaggerated cheerfulness. “One slice won’t hurt, don’t be so uptight.”

Patrick shook his head "no” again. “I appreciate it, but I’m fine,” he said.

Mark and Daryl, two other young mechanics, watched the exchange with quiet amusement. They were sizing Patrick up, testing his reactions, trying to see if the new guy could be baited. Patrick simply returned to his work. He had long since learned that reactions were optional, but discipline was mandatory.

Joe, observing from across the shop, nodded subtly to Patrick in approval. He recognized the patience and steadiness in Patrick, qualities he knew were rare in this line of work. Later, when Patrick was tasked with diagnosing a car that had been to three other shops with no success, Joe simply said, “Take your time, and look closely.”

Patrick spent hours under the hood, listening to the engine, feeling the vibrations, and analyzing every component. He approached the work methodically, checking fuel lines, spark plugs, and wiring connections. When he finally isolated the problem- a small, overlooked sensor causing intermittent misfires- Joe’s nod of approval was the only recognition that Patrick needed.

Walking to catch his bus that evening, Patrick felt a mix of exhaustion and quiet satisfaction. The teasing, the subtle tests, and the judgmental glances had not deterred him- even a little. Instead, they had sharpened his focus and reinforced his commitment to the position. Every decision to stay disciplined, every refusal to take shortcuts or concessions, was a step toward the future that he had imagined for himself. He wanted a future where he could run his own shop, on his own terms, without compromise.

He thought about the life he wanted to build for himself. Not just a mechanic shop, but a reputation for skill, honesty, and integrity. He remembered his mother’s words about discipline, and his father
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