
The life of a legend.
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Al’s life was the stuff of legends. A depression-era child who 
scrapped and clawed for everything he had. An award-winning 

his wake. 

But as everyone who has met Al knows, there was nothing 
mysterious about him. He was as genuine as he was brash, as 
real as he was determined. He made it clear that his success 
was built on excellence, integrity and hard work. Nothing fancy, 
nothing complicated. Just honest American values.

His desire to extend the same opportunity to anyone willing to 
work hard helped inspire Al to start the AMSOIL Dealer network 
in 1973. He loved every AMSOIL Dealer, large and small, and 
few things stirred his passion like spending time with you and 
watching you succeed. You were integral to Al’s life.  
He encouraged you, inspired you, led you, believed in you. 

Al always said he never would have made it without you.  
And that’s why his story is also your story.

“Go ahead and be a dreamer!  
But do something about your dreams. 





Raleigh Street
Albert J. Amatuzio Jr. grew up on 
Raleigh St. in a rough-and-tumble 
area of Duluth, Minn. Though poor, 
the neighborhood families took pride 
in their Italian, Serbian and Austrian 
ethnicity. The neighborhood’s low-
brow reputation galvanized its 
residents into a close-knit group that 
looked out for each other.

One such family was headed by Albert 
and Margret Amatuzio. On May 6, 1924, 
with a doctor, midwife and neighbor 
– Mrs. Puglisi – attending, Margret 
gave birth at home to the couple’s 
fourth child. Young Albert Jr., however, 
wasn’t breathing. After the midwife tried 
unsuccessfully to revive him, she gave 
him up for dead. 

But Mrs. Puglisi refused to quit. She 
alternated the lifeless infant between 
cold and warm water. And she lifted 
him up and down in an effort to 
restore his breathing. To the doctor’s 
surprise, it worked. Albert Jr. heralded 
the start of what would become a long 
and inspirational life by wetting all 
over Mrs. Puglisi.

Pushing boundaries

of many challenges he presented to 
his parents. His mischievous nature 
sometimes ran afoul of the neighbors, 
so his mother took to tying him to the 
sewing machine so she could keep 
an eye on him. And when he freed 
himself from his bonds and escaped, 
his mother sent their neighbor, Babs, 
after him to haul Al home, kicking and 
screaming. 

Only a nearly lethal bout of rheumatic 
fever, it seemed, could slow him 
down. At the movies one afternoon 
with his brother, Donald, Al couldn’t 
rise from his seat once the movie 
ended. Donald carried him home, 
and the doctor was summoned. He 
examined Al and announced that 
the boy wasn’t going to make it. 
Margret, from whom Al inherited his 
stubbornness, refused to accept the 
negative prognosis. She called a cab 
and rushed Al to the hospital, where 

life-threatening disorder. Luckily, it 
didn’t reach his vital organs. Nor did it 
dampen his spirit. 

A natural entrepreneur
As an adolescent, Al’s 
entrepreneurial spirit 
emerged. He peddled 
newspapers, sold magazines, 
collected scrap iron and 
devised any number of 
ventures to help support the 

times common during the 
Great Depression. 

A sign of his future, it was then that 
Al recognized America’s love affair 
with the automobile. He watched 
cars cross the Arrowhead Bridge and 
thought to himself, “If I could only 
make a nickel on each car that went 
by, I could be rich some day.” 

Every day, he waited to watch the 

on its way to touch down on St. Louis 
Bay, just off of Lake Superior. He 
waved to the pilot and dreamed of the 
day when he, too, could take to the 
air. His dream was realized when, at 
age 12, his father bought him a one-
dollar ticket for a short ride in a Piper 
Cub. That short ride turned Al’s dream 
into ambition.
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Opposite page: Duluth, Minnesota’s Raleigh St. 
neighborhood, on the muddy fringes of the city’s 
industrial district, became the anvil that forged Al  
into a tenacious worker and commanding leader.

Albert and Margret Amatuzio’s  
fourth child, Albert J. Amatuzio Jr.,  
was born May 6, 1924 in Duluth, Minn.



Man of the house
In 1940, Albert Sr. developed 
inoperable esophageal cancer. Al’s 
older brother, Donald, was attending 
medical school, so when their 
father passed away, 16-year-old Al 
suddenly found himself man of the 
house. 

Al worked side-by-side with his 

Duluth she had opened, and later 
at the Gitchinadji Supper Club, 

purchased with some of her tavern 

on the tiller, she rallied the family, 
modeling the determination and 
tenacity that would characterize  
her son’s life. Above: Al’s high school yearbook entry 

hints at his future career choice.



Love at  
First Flight

Like many of his peers, Al eagerly 

After graduating high school in 1942 Al 
attended Naval Air Corps training. But 
just as he was making his mark as a 
trainee pilot, the Navy announced it had 
overestimated its need for pilots and 
closed the program. Disappointed and 
uninterested in another type of Navy 
career, Al joined the Merchant Marine.  
It was aboard the SS Fisk Victory that 
he survived the great Okinawa storm 

After the war and eager to renew his 
pilot training, Al joined the Air Force, 
now recently separated from the Army 
and reorganized into its own distinct 
branch of the armed forces. He 
was a natural and made a profound 
impression on his instructors. “There are 

pilot. “You had to have that instinct, that 
tenaciousness, that excellence.” 

It was during this time Al’s attention 
to detail surfaced. “One of the things 
that impressed me the most about 
Al was that he was somewhat of 
a perfectionist,” said Crew Chief 
Ron Suomela. He was notoriously 
demanding, down to the cleanliness of 
his own uniform. 

By 1949, the Air Force was transitioning 

helped usher in the new technology 

Family calls
Despite his success as an aviator and 

to run the family business.

joined the Duluth unit of the Air National 
Guard, where he honed his mastery of 
jet aircraft. 

Al (far left) earns his pilot’s wings 
with the U.S. Air Force.



As Duluth Air National Guard Squadron Commander, Al (front and 

center) developed his reputation for holding everyone – especially 

himself – to only the highest standards. 
As Duluth Air National Guard Squadron Commander, Al (front and 

f holding everyone – especially 

Few things made Al happier than the freedom and power of piloting jet aircraft.




