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One
RAISED ON ROBBERY

Nash is in the passenger seat of Dad’s truck – the 
old, blue Holden HQ ute, his ‘work’ truck – parked 
at pump number seven. It’s 11.42 pm and Nash is 
playing a game on his phone. His eyes sting and he 
wishes he was in bed already. He looks out through 
the hot-  breath- fogged side window towards the 
shop, but his view is blocked by the petrol bowser. 
He leans forward to peek around it and sees Dad 
at the drinks fridge – black hood up, the bill of his 
‘lucky’ Eels cap poking out, bandana over his face. 
Nash knows right away that something’s about to 
go down.

The service- station attendant, an old guy with a 
big nose and a red cap, sits on a stool at the cash 
register on the far right of the store. The attendant 
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looks on as Dad moves quickly towards the counter, 
up an aisle between two rows of shelves.

Nash ducks down, eyes peering, crocodile- style, 
through the trickles of condensation racing each 
other down the glass, watching events unfold through 
the widescreen of the petrol- station shop window.

Six months ago, Dad had promised Nash he would 
stop committing crimes. As far as Nash knew, Dad 
had kept his word. But in the past week, Nash could 
tell Dad was on edge about something. He has two 
strikes to his name from a year ago – one for break 
and enter, one for stealing tools from a worksite. 
They were the only ones he was charged for. The 
judge said one more conviction and he’ll go to jail. 

Nash’s left leg jumps up and down, and he uses 
his hand to steady it. His knuckles are scabby from 
hitting the heavy bag with Dad. The leg wants to run. 
Every part of him wants to run, to disappear around 
the back of the shop and show Dad that he won’t put 
up with this any more. And once Nash starts running, 
there’s no way Dad, or anyone, could catch him. 

But he doesn’t. He watches, waits, pushes the 
thoughts away.

Dad approaches the attendant. He doesn’t have a 
weapon. He has two. His fists. He used to be a profes-
sional boxer and he’s found it a bit hard adjusting to 
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life since. He reaches over the counter and grabs the 
guy by the front of his shirt. Nash flinches. He wants 
to tell the man it’s all right, not to be afraid, that Dad 
is one of the nicest robbers he’ll ever meet.

Dad sometimes pretends he has a real weapon, like 
the time he robbed a fruit shop with a banana in his 
hoodie pocket. He pretended it was a gun, but the 
shopkeeper called his bluff, then called the cops. Dad 
didn’t even get any money. He was a kilometre up the 
road when the police arrested him. His lawyer got 
him off the hook on that one. Dad loves to tell the 
story. He says it’s one of the top five dumbest things 
he’s done, and that’s saying something. Nash wonders 
how Mum put up with him as long as she did.

The attendant opens the register and lays the 
contents on the counter. He has one hand in the air, 
the other grabbing money.

Run, Nash’s body tells him. But his head says no.
He hears an engine, and suddenly Dad’s ute lights 

up from behind. He looks over his seat and through 
the back window, over the pile of pumpkins in the 
tray, as a car whooshes by on the road.

Dad backs up to the door, fast. Nash can see a 
beef jerky stand right behind him, at the entrance. He 
wants to yell out and tell Dad it’s there, but it’s too 
late. Dad trips over it and falls on his backside, spilling 
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cash and packets of jerky everywhere. He scrambles 
to his feet, stuffing money into his pocket. He grabs a 
box off a shelf, sticks it under his arm and tries to exit, 
but he can’t. The attendant motions to push rather 
than pull. Dad, finally, gets the door open.

He hobbles to the car as quickly as his beat- up 
body will allow. Nash feels a cold trickle of sweat 
running from his hairline, down his spine, as he urges 
Dad to hurry up. When Nash runs, he always comes 
home strong and, right now, he needs his father to. 
Dad rips open the car door and jumps in, throwing a 
box of Turkish Delights in Nash’s lap. They’re Dad’s 
favourite.

‘Where’s my keys?’ Dad asks, head hunched so it 
doesn’t hit the roof.

‘You promised me you’d stop stealing stuff,’ Nash 
says quietly.

‘Where are they?’ he growls.
Dad’s always losing his keys. 
‘In your pocket?’
And they’re always somewhere obvious.
The shop attendant is on the phone, staring right 

at them. Calling the police, probably. This jabs Nash 
with panic.

Dad rips a wad of cash out of his jeans pocket, and 
it explodes like a money fountain. It’s mainly fifties, 
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a few hundreds, some twenties. The bills are all over 
the dashboard, on Nash’s lap, the floor. But no keys. 
Dad checks down the side of his seat, frantic now.

The old guy in the store puts down the phone, and 
a car pulls into the driveway. Nash turns and looks, 
face burning bright in headlamp light. The vehicle 
stops at pump five and the lights flick off. It’s not the 
police. It’s a dark green Volvo.

Dad is still searching. He’s panicky now. They 
both are. Nash looks through the rear window. The 
woman in the other car is filling up her tank. Nash 
suddenly realises who she is and his heart gives an 
almighty thump. He scooches down low in his seat.

‘That’s Mrs Diaz,’ Nash says, breath tight in his 
chest.

‘Who’s Mrs Diaz?’ Dad grunts.
Nash jerks his head back and Dad looks around to 

confirm that Nash’s school principal is, indeed, filling 
up her tank at number five.
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