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Jenna Sullivan could barely contain her excitement. She’d had a rough go of things lately — a bad break up with her boyfriend, a negative review at work, and a series of expensive repairs to her house. But, none of that mattered. Afterall, she was flying out that evening to Ireland, arriving the next day for St. Patrick’s Day. 

Her sister had moved to Galway a couple of years earlier; she gained Irish citizenship due to all four grandparents being born there. It was Jenna’s first trip to the Emerald Isle. In addition to seeing the sights, the two sisters hoped to find the childhood home of their mother’s father. Armed only with the name of the town, finding it would be no easy task.

Before the flight, scheduled for six o’clock that evening, she had a few manageable chores to do. On the way out the door, she noticed a red plastic wrapper standing out prominently against her pristine front yard. As she stooped down to pick it up, something caught her eye among a patch of bright green.

Kneeling on the cool, damp grass, she got a closer look. “One, two, three, four,” she said to herself, “well, I’ll be.” It was a four-leaf clover — a very rare find indeed. “This really must be my lucky day.” Though she didn’t really believe in such things, she carefully plucked it from the ground, wrapping it in a bandana, and stowing it away in her bag, while humming the melody to, “I’m Looking Over a Four-leaf Clover.”

As soon as she began pulling out of her driveway, a phone call came in. It was her boss, Chad. She and Chad didn’t exactly see eye to eye. She worked for a mid-sized accounting firm, primarily doing tax return preparation. Already on thin ice for some returns that required amendment, none of which were her fault, Chad was particularly perturbed about her request to go on vacation.  Taking time off in the middle of tax busy season, even a short one, was frowned upon.

Every one of her client’s returns had been taken as far as they could possibly be and she’d committed to work every weekend until April fifteenth; she still had to beg Chad to let her go. After taking his pound of flesh, Chad relented; she assumed there’d be some form of payback. Seeing his number on her phone, she immediately thought: It seems like the payback has already begun.

“Hi Chad.”

“Jenna. Where are we on the Fredericks return, right now?”

“We’re on hold. Still waiting for the K-1 forms for their investment partnerships.”

“Well, I’m holding a stack of their K-1s in my hand. They came in this morning.”

“Ok, that’s good. I can incorporate those into the return as soon as I’m back. Ok?”

“No, Jenna, it’s not ok. This needs to be dealt with now.”

“But I’m flying out this evening. I’ll have plenty of time to deal with that when I’m back.”

He scoffed. “Well, as you know, I’m good friends with Jim and Stacy Fredericks. So, I took the liberty of letting them know that the forms came in. And since they are expecting a large refund, they want the return filed now. Not next week. Now.”

What a tool. With a heavy sigh, she said, “Fine. I’m on the way.” Despite Chad constantly riding her, she was good at her job. And because she was so organized, finishing the return wouldn’t take long; she’d still have plenty of time to get the last items necessary for the trip. Just some bad timing is all.
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She finished the return in under an hour. The hardest part remained: Chad’s review. Occasionally, when he wanted to be a bite in the ass, he’d have her sit in his office while he reviewed the entire return. This was one of those occasions.

She squirmed in her seat, feeling like she was back in grade school, as he shuffled through the papers. Prone to distraction generally, on this day, Chad’s attention shifted from place to place like an oscillating water sprinkler. Rather than letting his assistant pick up the phone for him, he took every call, and he read every email as they came in, taking the time to respond to each. It felt like he’d forgotten she was sitting there; it was excruciating.

Looking down at the time on her phone, she started going through the time calculations again. It was one o’clock. With a six o’clock international flight and hearing the security line horror stories, she wanted to get to the airport by four o’clock. She could forego picking up the travel sized deodorant and toothpaste, and skip getting the European power adapter, but she had to pick up her medication.

“Hmm,” said Chad, flipping through the pages. He paused, looking at her over the bridge of his glasses. “Their mortgage interest is significantly lower than last year. Are you sure you picked that up properly?”

“Yes. They refinanced their home and put some extra money towards the principle.”

“Uh huh.”

The examination had come to a standstill as another call came in. She looked down again; it was one thirty. So back to the timeline: a half an hour, at best, to get her prescription and get home, then finish packing. Damn, I should have done that last night. With the Uber coming at three o’clock, the margin for error was getting thin.

For some, perhaps more experienced travelers, it wouldn’t have been as big a deal. But, for Jenna, ever the planner, never late for an appointment, it was torturous.

Hanging up the phone, he got back to his review. He sifted through the papers as if searching for a missing clue in a murder case.

“Alright,” he said, sounding somewhat exasperated. “I guess its ok.”

The shock from that muted endorsement of her work was enough to make Jenna’s heart jump. Nearly snatching the return from his hands, she slalomed her way through co-workers in the hallway at a race-walking pace to get to the mailroom.

Exiting the building, she burst into a jog for her car. She extended her hand to the car door, but it didn’t automatically unlock. In a state of desperate futility, removing her key, she pressed the fob over and again. With a wave of dread cascading over her like a spring gusher, she came to the realization: dead battery.

“Are you fucking kidding me?” she yelled. “If I didn’t have bad luck, I’d have none at all.” In the heat of the moment, she didn’t reflect on the irony of that. After all, those were silly notions to her precise mind.

Regaining her composure, she took out her roadside assistance card
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