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The Bad Luck Thieves 

Giulia Mastrantoni 

 

A few years ago, Hannah was very superstitious. On an important day, she would never 

leave the house without wearing her lucky panties; while on a random day, she would never 

listen to a song that had previously brought her bad luck. Most importantly, however, she 

would never again use a shampoo or a shower gel whose scent had made even more 

memorable an already crap day. She followed these rules religiously because she was sick of 

her constant lack of luck. Wasn’t it time she finally got lucky? She thought so, and, during 

the past two years, she had significantly implemented her anti-bad luck strategies. Life was 

about to become good, she thought; tons of good luck for Hannah!  

What Hannah didn’t know, however, was that her boyfriend was about to come home with 

a black cat. On the day Pete brought the cat home, Hannah was throwing away an almost-

perfectly new bottle of Fresh & Clean Shower Delight. She had used it for the first time on 

that very morning, before going to work, and her day had been absolutely disastrous, one of 

the worst days ever. Clearly, the bottle had brought her bad luck and needed to be thrown 

away. In the exact moment when Hannah was closing the bin, relieved that another piece of 

bad luck had been kicked out of her life, Pete opened the entrance door. 

“Hey, hun... Look what I found!” he said cheerfully, while his coat dripped rainwater onto 

the floor. 

Hannah couldn’t have been less interested. She needed to go inspect the bathroom and 

ensure that every Fresh&Clean product be thrown away. She didn’t even look at Pete, closed 

the cupboard where the bin was located, and turned around, ready to go inspect every 

corner of the bathroom. 

“Not now, hun. We have an emergency. Come with me to the bath-” She stopped; what 

exactly did Pete have in his arms? 
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“What is that?” she asked, unsure whether she should feel more outraged or scared. 

“It’s a cat,” Pete replied matter-of-factly, while even the drops of rain on his face shone with 

pride. “I rescued him!” 

“A cat?” Hannah echoed. “And what is exactly a black cat doing-” 

The cat, thinking it was the right time to start purring, did so. Unfortunately, Hannah had a 

different idea of what suited the moment. 

“Get that thing out of here!” she raised her voice, while trying to put more distance between 

herself and the cat. 

“Are you kidding me?” Pete said with a smile, “It’s raining cats and dogs out there!” and he 

burst out laughing. “Cats!” 

Hannah took her glasses off, cleaned them with the bottom of her t-shirt, then put them on 

again. 

“He is still there,” she said. 

“Where did you think he would go?” Pete said with evident interest, putting the cat down 

on the floor. 

“What do you think you are-” 

“Relax, hun. It’s just a cat!” Pete said, as he was taking off his coat. 

The cat was at Pete’s feet, unsure whether he was allowed to move or not. 

“See? He is perfectly well-behaved. He just needs a place for the night!” Pete said as he 

kneeled to pat the cat. 

An outraged Hannah was looking at the scene with growing disdain. 

“I can’t believe this is happening!” Hannah said, walking to the bedroom. “I can’t believe 

you are doing this to me!” 
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The cat was rolling onto his belly, offering Pete a chance to pat him more accurately. Pete 

couldn’t have been happier. 

“Don’t you want to know where I found him?” he asked, pretending to be utterly unaware 

of Hannah’s fury. 

“Found him? You found him?” Hannah screamed. 

“Of course,” he replied. “Where did you think I got him?” 

“Oh goodness, Pete! I am trying to start a new life here, and you bring home any scratch of 

bad luck you find around!” Hannah protested. “Has it even occurred to you that black cats 

are the worst?” 

Pete looked at Hannah. 

“Did you understand me, Pete?” Hannah repeated. 

“Hun... I seriously think you are overreacting. It’s just a cat. It’s probably been abandoned or 

something, and just look outside the window. Do you really want him to spend the night 

outside?” 

Hannah seemed to think carefully about the question. 

“I do.” 

“What?” Pete asked incredulously. 

“I weighed the options, and yes, I do want the cat to spend the night outside,” she said with 

a firmness she had never shown before. 

At that moment, the cat decided he had received enough belly pats and got up to start 

walking towards Hannah. 

“What is he doing?” she asked with a note of panic in her voice. 

“He likes you!” Pete replied. “See? He already likes you!” 
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Hannah jumped on the bed. 

“Take him away! Take him away!” she started screaming. 

Pete considered the scene. Hannah surely wasn’t giving the cat a warm welcome. There she 

was, desperately trying to grab a pillow to protect herself. Pete wondered if he should 

intervene; Hannah was now throwing pillows around. 

“Oh my God, oh my God!” she kept screaming. 

When one of the pillows hit Pete, he decided it was time to do something. 

“Wait there, I’ll get it-” 

It was too late. The cat had jumped on the bed and quickly reached Hannah, who had run 

out of pillows. He purred loudly and then positioned himself on Hannah’s lap. She was 

paler than Pete could remember ever seeing her. 

“Why,” she murmured while the cat purred. “Why did this have to happen to me?” 

All of her efforts, she thought, had been in vain. Giving up on her favourite music because it 

had brought her bad luck on a few occasions, throwing away soaps that had clearly had a 

negative influence on her luck, and avoiding all sorts of underwear which had ever brought 

negative energy had been pointless. She was now doomed. Hannah curled up against the 

head of the bed frame and started to cry.  

“I didn’t deserve this,” she whispered as her cheeks wet with tears. “I didn’t.” 

Pete looked at her, wondering if there was anything he could do. Hannah seemed to read his 

mind. 

“Pack your things, and get out of here.” 

“What?” Pete wasn’t sure he had heard Hannah correctly. 

“Pack your things and get out of here.” 
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“But hun...” 

“Don’t hun me, Pete! You heard what I said,” Hannah yelled. 

*** 

Later that night, Hannah was home alone with the cat. She had changed the bedsheets, taken 

a shower, and ensured that the door of the bedroom stay closed, so that the cat was stuck in 

the hallway. She had worn nice, almost-new pyjamas that had two cats drawn on the t-shirt. 

White cats, of course. Everyone knew that black cats were the unlucky ones, except for Pete. 

How can he be such an idiot? How can I have ever fallen in love with such a complete idiot? 

In bed, Hannah grabbed a novel from her bookshelf and tried to read, but she was too 

furious to focus on the story. Pete had packed a small overnight bag and headed over to his 

mother’s, where he would be spending the night “so that you can calm down”. What an 

asshole! As if she had been the one at fault! Clearly, he hadn’t realised what he had just done 

to Hannah’s life and to the years of effort she had made to keep the bad luck away. Hannah 

had no intention of calming down.  

I should sue him! If tomorrow I get fired, it will be Pete’s fault. If my life starts falling apart, Pete 

should totally take the blame for it! I wouldn’t even be surprised if the house got robbed during the 

night. 

When Hannah inadvertently fell asleep, the novel fell open on her belly. The light in the 

bedroom stayed on, and so did the light in the hallway, where the cat was sleeping 

peacefully. Hannah hated that kind of waste, so chances were she would be extremely mad 

in the morning finding out that she had slept with the lights on. Waste was one of the things 

that she hated the most in the world and was sure to have bad consequences on one’s life. 

The next morning, Hannah was woken up by a knock on the door. 

What the hell- What time is it? 
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She glanced at her bedside clock. It was five past six. She got up, wondering who it might 

be. She opened the bedroom door, completely forgetting about the cat, who was at her feet 

in less than two seconds. 

“Oh God, are you still here? I should have left you in the rain yesterday night.” 

Hannah got to the front door and opened it without first asking who it was. Her neighbour 

was outside. 

“Mack. What happened?” 

“Hannah, I am so sorry to disturb you, but...” he said sweetly. 

“...but we need the police right now.” Someone else finished the sentence for him. 

“Glenn?” Hannah looked at her other neighbour in surprise. She then noticed that both 

Mack’s and Glenn’s wives were right behind their husbands. 

“What happened?” she asked. 

“We got robbed during the night, Hannah. Our smartphones, jewels, laptops, TVs... There’s 

nothing left,” said Diane, Glenn’s wife. 

“Nothing left?” echoed Hannah. “But...” 

“Can you call the police immediately, please?” Interrupted Glenn. 

Hannah let everyone in. 

“They must have used something to make us sleep through the robbery. I swear I have 

never slept this good in my life!” Cried Diane. 

“I am sure they used something. It’s just not possible that we all slept through the whole 

time...” Confirmed Mack. 

“So none of you noticed anything?” Hannah asked. 
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“Not at all,” said Glenn, shaking his head. “But we all woke up at the exact same time. Ten 

minutes ago.” 

“Oh, my God.”  

“How come you didn’t get robbed? I was half expecting you to have been robbed as well.” 

Christine, Mack’s wife, shyly asked. 

“I must- Oh heavens! I left the lights on!” Hannah had only just realised that the lights in the 

hallway were on. “I must have left them on yesterday night when I fell asleep.” 

“Oh, Hannah! You are so lucky! It must have been the lights, of course! Those thieves must 

have seen them and thought someone was still awake.” Diane was now openly crying. “I got 

so scared when I woke up to an almost-empty house.” 

“I can’t believe it happened!” said Christine. 

Hannah was now on the phone, busy calling the police. It must have been the lights; Diane 

was right. 

“My word, Hannah, aren’t you lucky!” Diane said, looking at Hannah. 

“Here, Mack. The police are on the phone.” Hannah handed the phone over to Mack. 

“Yes?” He asked, before starting to explain what had happened to the policeman on the 

other end of the line. 

“You have a cat?! Hannah! Since when do you have a cat?!” Christine was clearly surprised 

to see a black cat dilly-dallying around Hannah’s living room. 

“And it’s a black cat!” said Diane, who had been taken completely off guard by the cat’s 

entrance. 

“I... Well, Pete brought him in yesterday night. He found him, I think,” she replied while 

trying to process the information. 
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“Where’s Pete?” asked Glenn. 

“At his mother’s,” Hannah replied, wondering what people would think of this. 

“His mother’s?” Diane was visibly intrigued. 

“We had a fight because of the cat, so I told him he should-” 

“You were all alone at home while we all got robbed? Hannah! Do you even realise how lucky 

you have been? How dreadfully scary! Just imagine! Oh, Hannah...” burst out Diane. 

“I suppose-” Hannah tried to speak. 

“Hannah, my word, you got lucky,” said Christine. “I am all shaky and I was with Mack. I 

can’t even imagine being alone while all of this happened...” 

“I guess-” Hannah attempted to speak again. 

“You must be quite the lucky one!” said Diane. 

“I am just-” whispered Hannah, who was starting to believe she had truly got exceptionally 

lucky. 

“The police are coming,” said Mack, sitting on one of Hannah’s chairs.  

“Mack, Hannah was home by herself while all of this happened!” Said Diane, who seemed 

determined to make a point of Hannah’s incredible luck. 

 “Shall I make some tea?” asked Hannah, who was eager to have a moment by herself. 

*** 

That night, when Pete came home, Hannah was on the sofa reading a novel. Zorro was 

enjoying belly pats on her lap.  

“Oh, it’s you,” she said lifting her gaze. “How was spending the night at your mother’s?” 

Pete was taken aback. “You are not mad?” he asked doubtfully. 
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“Why would I be?” She smiled at him. 

“Hun, I thought you said-” 

“Forget what I said. This is a lucky cat.” Hannah looked adoringly at Zorro. “By the way, his 

name is Zorro now. I asked him and he likes it.” 

“Does he?” Pete looked confused, but chose not to ask what had happened to change 

Hannah’s mind. 

“Well, as you look a bit confused, I will tell you what happened,” Hannah said, almost 

reading Pete’s mind. “While you were away, Glenn and Mack have been robbed. During the 

night! Can you imagine? They were sleeping in their beds and zac, all of a sudden they 

woke up and all of their stuff was gone.” 

“Gone?” asked Pete, who was now moving in tentative steps towards the sofa, where 

Hannah was still sitting. 

“Gone. The thieves must have used something to ensure that everyone was sound asleep. 

Mack and Glenn came here this morning asking for help. They didn’t even have 

smartphones to call the police! Can you believe it?” Hannah was now smiling, clearly proud 

of the valuable help she had been able to provide. 

“So they... don’t remember anything that happened?” Asked Pete, as he was sitting next to 

Hannah. 

“Well no, of course they don’t,” Hannah said matter-of-factly. 

“What did the police say?” 

“You will never believe this! It’s a gang. A dangerous one! They have robbed several houses 

in other areas of Dublin, but they had never robbed anyone around here. They usually rob 

the whole street during the same night and they have never been seen.” Hannah’s gaze was 

shiny. “Can you believe it? They have never been seen! Not even once! They are so good.” 
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Pete looked at Hannah. She didn’t seem shocked at all; on the contrary, she seemed happier 

than she had been in a long time. She almost seemed proud of the thieves’ ability to not get 

caught. 

“So... Are you alright?” he asked. 

“Of course I am. Clearly, this cat has brought me good luck. If it hadn’t been for Zorro, I 

would never have fallen asleep with the lights on. We should keep him. In fact, we will. I 

have already made the decision.” 

Pete couldn’t believe his ears. “Are you sure?” 

“Why wouldn’t I be? Isn’t he adorable?” Hannah was making faces at the cat, while patting 

his belly. “He will bring us more good luck, I’m sure.” 

Pete nodded, incapable of saying more. In his mind, a thought started forming: perhaps, it 

was time to tell Hannah the truth? 

“I will make some dinner, hun. Get comfy.” Hannah got up and walked towards the 

kitchen. 

Pete remained on the sofa with Zorro curled up next to him. He reached out to pat the cat, 

while still wondering if he should finally be honest with Hannah. She would have to find 

out sooner or later, anyway. Yes, he decided, it was time to tell her that he was the mind 

behind the robberies that, hadn’t it been for their fight about Zorro on the previous night, he 

wouldn’t have had a chance to finally rob Glenn’s and Mack’s houses. He sighed; it was 

time to confess.  

Pete took a deep breath and looked at Zorro, who looked back at him. 

“If you tell her, she will send me back. She will know I am not lucky,” Zorro’s eyes seemed 

to say. 

Pete thought about it for a second. He had always wanted a black cat, but Hannah would 

never have let him have one. However, now things were different. Hannah clearly believed 
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that Zorro was lucky. Perhaps, just perhaps, he shouldn’t spoil everything? Pete took a deep 

breath. 

“You know what, hun?” he finally said to Hannah. “This cat will bring us great luck; I can 

feel it.” 

“Call him Zorro, hun!” replied Hannah, while chopping tomatoes for the pasta sauce. 
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