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They say you should live each day as if it’s your last. Follow your dreams, take risks, die empty. All that junk.

I can’t say that was top of mind on the last day of my life. But as I fell, looking up at the radiant face of the woman I love, I couldn’t help thinking that in so far as last days go, it had been a pretty good one.

Even knowing the end, I can’t say I’d change a single detail. Except maybe, given I wouldn’t face the consequences, eating something really spicy for lunch.

It started off ordinarily enough.

The same stupid radio announcer making the same stupid jokes. The snooze button giving me almost enough time to go back to sleep. The news report six minutes late instead of five.

The same coffee, the same breakfast of poached egg with ham on toast.

I nicked the dimple in my chin while shaving and grunted manfully as my cologne stung the cut. The hot water in the shower seemed to take forever to warm up.

I ran out of deodorant and didn’t have a spare can.

Dressed in the same charcoal polywool suit, same stripy “trust me” corporate tie, same style of white shirt, same black shoes and socks.

All more or less the same as usual. Nothing to suggest the day would end so differently to all the ones that came before.

The traffic was unusually bad, a truck had crashed on the freeway, losing its load and closing down half the lanes.

I texted Mr Norris, my boss, I’d be late then tried not to stress. I focused on repeating the positive affirmations from my self-help audio book.

“I am ready for whatever today brings.”

“I possess the strength to deal with this.”

“I am unstoppable.”  

But things like that always unsettle you, no matter how much you’d like to think they don’t.

And walking, shoulders hunched, across the Gothic style banking chamber to my station, I was conscious of the eyes of my colleagues following my progress.

We were all preparing for Mr Norris’s inevitable explosion of rage. He was so angry all the time, it’s a wonder he hadn’t died of an apoplectic heart attack years before. 

And that’s about where my day started going off the rails.

Before Mr Norris had even stood up and drawn breath to start screaming, three men in blue boiler suits and yellow high visibility vests burst through the door shouting.

As if that wasn’t bad enough, they were wearing those expensive semi-transparent latex masks, the ones you can see through.

They weren’t superheroes or American presidents, they were animals which was somehow more upsetting than people would have been.

Oh, and they were waving scary-looking shotguns about too.

A Wolf stood by the door to prevent escape, a Rabbit and a Sheep took up positions to either side of the counter, effectively hemming those of us in the chamber in.

They waved their guns shouting things like “Freeze - don’t move,” and “Stop, or I’ll shoot,” or “Don’t move or I’ll kill you.”

Obviously, the customers screamed and fled in all directions, but the robbers caught them as they ran and herded them to the centre of the highly polished, ornately tiled marble floor.

Another two robbers in the same clothing slipped in during the confusion. A Tabby Cat locked the door before taking the fourth corner, while a Tiger leapt on the counter and shot at the ceiling.

“Get your phones out and hand ‘em over,” he shouted.

I couldn’t help flinching.

Not because I was scared, or startled by the noise, the fear hadn’t kicked in at that point, but because of the destruction of the beautiful heritage-listed plasterwork.

I’d spent hours gazing up at it, pretending to think. I thought I’d never be able to look at it again without remembering this incident.

Wolf and Tabby Cat pulled bags from their pockets and started collecting the phones. After he’d taken mine, Wolf threw me onto the squirming heap of customers/hostages, in the centre of the chamber. 

Rabbit calmly walked along the counter and leaned over to place the muzzle of his shotgun against Simone’s forehead. He shouted “Where’s the manager? If you don’t come out now, I’m going to kill her.”

Poor beautiful Simone, with her big blue eyes and long blond hair.

In her uniform, she looked and acted like the epitome of hard, soulless banking efficiency, but I knew she had the heart of a marshmallow inside.

Soft and warm - fluffy and sticky if she liked you but hard and repellent if she didn’t.  

To be honest, I was surprised no one had activated the security barriers, but it looked to be too late now.

I struggled to get off the floor to help Simone, but Tabby Cat hit me in the chest with the butt of his shotgun, and I fell back.

Simone cried out and started to reach out towards me, but Rabbit pushed his shotgun more firmly against her head, and she stood down.

“I mean it, I’ll kill her.”

Mr Norris, the weasel, stayed quiet and still for the first time in living memory.

One of our less than happy customers was incensed and all but stood up, pointing and shouting “he’s over there.”

A couple of the tellers, terrified as they were, smiled grimly.

I think one of the robbers may have snorted.

I don’t mind admitting I was thoroughly satisfied and resolved to give that customer anything he wanted the next time he asked.

Rabbit allowed his shotgun to fall, hanging from the sling around his shoulders and Simone slumped with relief. He walked across the chamber, shotgun barrel knocking against his leg, to Mr Norris who was trying to scoot backwards away.

Like a child, sliding across the floor.

Rabbit scowled, and demonstrating little respect for Mr Norris’s seniority, and pulled him off the floor by his tie.

Also very satisfying.

You can call me petty, but I hope Mr Norris regrets his cowardice for the rest of a very long life. He probably won’t, he’s not the kind of person who thinks deeply or takes serious moral reflection, but I hope there is such a thing as karma.

Though I wonder a little if the day might have turned out differently if he’d been a better man.

Ah well, too late now.

Anyway, Rabbit hauled the choking Mr Norris back across the room and slammed him up against the cage’s security door, “open it.”

Mr Norris started bleating some nonsense or other, so Rabbit smacked him up against the door again.  

You might wonder at this point why still no one behind the counter had activated the security barrier, but I can’t help thinking they just wanted to see Mr Norris suffer.

It’s quite possible they were afraid and not thinking clearly, but he was deeply disliked by all of us.

If you “manage” people, you might like to remember that one day your life might literally be in their hands. 

Mr Norris gave in and pulled the keys from his pocket. Rabbit snatched them from his hand, pushing him to the floor. Weirdly, he let Mr Norris scuttle unharmed back to the “safety” of the hostage huddle. 

As Rabbit put the key in the door, Tiger jumped down from the counter and met him there, “right, you lot, get out here.”

As the tellers started filing out of the cage, Simone bringing up the rear, Tabby pulled me to my feet and towards the staff door.

Even though it seemed he was treating me more respectfully than Mr Norris, I was starting to feel afraid.

But I felt a duty to keep my colleagues and customers safe, “I possess the strength to deal with this,” I quietly told myself.

“I am ready for whatever today brings.”

Tabby said nothing, perhaps he didn’t hear.

Tiger pointed the tellers toward the other hostages, but as Simone was about to leave the cage, Rabbit caught her arm and held her back. Tabby pushed me through the door and closed it, locking everyone else out. 

I looked at Simone, she seemed okay given she’d just had a gun pointed at her head.

Maybe she’d gone through the fear barrier and come out calm and collected, but a little bit psychotic on the other side.

Rabbit waved his shotgun in the direction of the strongroom, and I pushed Simone ahead of me in case she did something stupid.

Or Rabbit did.

“I possess the strength to deal with this,” I thought to myself.

The strongroom looks like a cross between a prison for cupboards and a bus station locker room.

The prison
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