The Nest Egg

By Nicola Haywood

My head was thumping and everything was a bit haye sky was above me as
normal, but the earth seemed too close. Was ¢lgmit? | couldn’t quite think how I'd
gotten down there. And then | heard a voice olingled warped — as though it had been
out in the sun too long.

“What use is my life without my money! We areain economic downturn! That
was my only happiness...”

“What?” | said. | was starting to have some tileukith my breathing. What was
going on?

| saw a swirl of yellow and green heading towargsface. It looked pretty until
it connected with my nose and I realized it wasilat® shoe.

Everything was fine until Hilary lost her job ihe childcare centre. | met her for
coffee the day it happened.

“It's over, Marion,” she said. Big tears were nimg down her face. “My life is
over. | can’t get on Centrelink...”

“What?” | said. | was sitting pretty at the tinmemy job at Acme Advertising. |
had just splurged on a lovely slab of chocolate calkd. My cheeks were bulging with
it. “Don’t be silly, Hilary. They can’t keep yooff it. You are unemployed. You are
who is supposed to be on it.”

Hilary stared at me. “It's my nest egg,” she saiud the tears were flowing like
the much needed rain half the country needed.

| didn’t understand. “Huh?” | said.

“Are you dense, Marion?” she sobbed. “I've gai touch money. They want me
to spend my nest egg before | can get on benefits.”

| gasped. Hilary had been saving for seven yefisouldn’t be true — they
couldn’t be insisting she use all her savings upaying bills and buying food before she
could get any assistance, surely? It didn’t saght.r It didn’t seem fair. While we were
all out kicking up our heels, Hilary was always feminching her pennies. | always
meant to save, but fun always seemed to get iw#tye Hilary was the sensible one.

“What am | going to do?” Hilary said. She looka&dne. We were both thinking
the same think. The wrong person had lost her job.

“Get it out of the bank,” I whispered. A plan wlasming. A beautiful foolproof
plan. “Give it to me.”

“What?” Hilary said.

“Hilary,” | leaned across the table. The restof chocolate cake was still
waiting on my plate for me to eat it. “It's simpleyou can just put it into my account,
and then when you are working again you can havadk. You shouldn’t have to spend
it, Hil. That'’s just not fair.” | picked up my ka and popped it into my mouth. It was
perfect. Hilary had bailed me out plenty of timésloan here and there when I'd
overstretched my credit account, or when I'd boubbse exquisite must-have shoes,
and then the phone bill had arrived — double wheas expecting it to be. “Let me help
you for a change, Hilary,” | said. | was lookingnvard to playing the hero for once.



The next day Hilary cleaned out her account agebplosited $10,000 into my
account.

Hilary walked out of Centrelink with her head héidh. “I've signed on,” she
said.

| spent the weekend basking in my glorious bnitie. | walked into work on
Monday feeling great, ready to tackle the world afidgts problems. The office was in
uproar. Everybody was cleaning out their desks.

“It's over, Marion,” my boss screamed. “We losh& Mowing. The company
has gone bung.”

“What about severance pay? Holiday pay? Sickded | felt sick about all the
sick days | had been too conscientious to take.

Amanda laughed. It was an ugly sound. “Good luske said. “There’s
nothing. We'll be lucky if we leave with our sturtiet alone this week’s salary...”

| headed straight for Centrelink. The nest egg warrying me a little bit. |
grabbed my phone, called Hillary. But I cut thd bafore she picked up. | was the hero
of her life at the moment. | was enjoying thatifegeof being the helpful one...the good
one. | was a jingles writer — a spinner of lied dneams — | should have no trouble
weaving my way out of this little debacle. If amgocould talk their way out of money
troubles that weren’t even mine, it was me. Was®R'tl filled out the paperwork with
my mind reeling and fishing for perfect little spn the nest egg mess. Money? God
banks? Look what it's gone and done now — Yesag just as stupid bank error. I've
got nothing, Mrs. Centrelink lady — absolutely noth.. So that was the best | could
come up with. | headed back up to the desk, my#atutching the sheaf of papers. My
heart was thumping to the tune dhe nest egg the nest egg Hilary’s damn nest egg

“Oh, I'm sorry,” the girl behind the counter sad she looked at my statement.
“We've got a little problem here...”

“No,” | said. “It's a bank error. I've got nothg in the bank. | live paycheck to
paycheck. | don’t have any savings.”

The girl looked at me. “Oh,” she said. “Welltlfat's the case we can get this
processed right now.”

My heart was slowing to normal. | was a good spim | was the best.

“I'll just need confirmation from the bank. Yowam ring them here if you like...”
She pushed the phone towards me.

“What?” | said.

“To confirm their mistake,” she said.

| felt sick. This wasn’t how it was supposed toaj all. “Um. They won't be
open now,” was all | could come up with. “They d&aypen until 20am on Mondays.”

“Oh,” she handed me back my paperwork. “Well, gan just pop in and get
them to straighten it out and bring back a statemh your balance then?” She smiled
at me.

| took the paperwork and stuck it into my bagiotided. | tried to dredge up a
carefree smile. My mind was whirling as | left théilding. Could I tell Hilary and give
her back the money making my grand gesture nulhamnd? I'd have to. What choice
did I have? And then | remembered my horoscope.

“No sign is luckier than you this week. Maybe yghould enjoy a little flutter,” it
said. Saved. A little flutter, that was it. fradst ran to the casino. My heart was a



jackhammer inside my chest. It was a woodpeckeatréat-tatting at my ribcage. This
had to be a sign. Why would my horoscope have gdipto my mind if not a sign? We
were saved. | would win enough money to make @énk unnecessary. | could easily
win $50,000 on Blackjack or something. All | neddeas the luck my horoscope had
blessed me with. | cashed the cheque for chipgat¢hed the ball bounce over the board
as the wheel spun. | watched it roll into theskd. Red 9. | had put everything — all of
the nest egg — on the black.

My phone was ringing. It was Hilary.

“Meet me in the coffee shop,” she said.

When | got there | saw Hilary behind the counter.

“l got a job,” she said. “I'm working here.”

“What?” | said. My mind was reeling. “Hilary, yaare a childcare specialist.
You've been to university. You can’t work here...”

She laughed at me. “Don’t be such a snob, Mdr&ire laughed. “I'm sure Ill
learn a lot here. And”.she leaned towards me. Her eyes were shiningl ¢can have
the nest egg back now. Thank you so much for dibiagfor me, Marion.”

“Please, don't mention it,” | said. The coffe@plwas filled with happy
lunchtime revelers. | needed to talk Hilary abihét nest egg in private. | took her arm
and pulled her out the back, around where the dterpwere.

“What is it, Marion?” Hilary said.

My mouth was flapping but | couldn’t get the wonlg. |took some deep
breaths. “It's gone, Hilary,” | said.

“What's gone?” Hilary was laughing. “What?” S&a&w the panic and horror in
my eyes. “Not the nest egg? My nest egg?” Haevwas rising. “Where? Where’s it
gone? How could it be gone? You've only had iitffee minutes...” She was raking
her hands through her hair.

“I lost my job,” I said. “I couldn’t get on Cemlink...” It all came tumbling out.
My horoscope, the pokies, the idea to win enougia&e Centrelink moot, the black
jack...

“If only I'd dropped it all on the red 9...” | said.

“Aaaaaarrrrgggghhhli Hilary said. Something struck me on the he&tie rock
Hilary hit me with was turning the red | should bgwit the nest egg on.

“Hilary,” | said. But the rock was coming agai®he might have said something
else about her nest egg, but all | could hear waadldolling. And then nothing.
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