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      September always feels like New Year's to me, when one thing ends and another begins.

      Probably because I spent so many years pursuing my magical education. Not just the basic academies that every magical person attended, but graduate school after graduate school as I struggled to find my niche in the world.

      Which was difficult, because I had no magical ability at all. Or at least so it had seemed up until just a few short months ago. But I had never let that limitation be an excuse not to try, and then to try again at something else, and then again at something else.

      Yeah, I had tried and failed at a lot of things. But September, to me, meant the beginning of a new try. And I am, if anything, a pathological optimist.

      On the other end of the scale, I have no memories before the first magical academy I attended at the age of five. Everything before that is a complete blank. So a life before the rhythms of school schedules is not something I can recall.

      And a life after the rhythms of school schedules is a completely new experience to me.

      But so far, it was one I was enjoying. Being September, it wasn't quite autumn yet, at least not in Minneapolis. The nights were cooler, for sure, but the days could still get plenty hot. And the trees had yet to start changing their colors. The cicadas had stopped their nightly choruses, but other insects were still about. Such as the always annoying mosquitos.

      It didn't smell like autumn yet either. Mostly because those leaves weren't falling yet. But it was getting close. The apples and pears on the trees in the orchard half of the courtyard that was the heart of the magical neighborhood we called the Square were ripe and ready to harvest, and their sticky sweet aroma was always on the air.

      The Wolseys who ran the pub promised there'd be cider soon, and I couldn't wait to try it. Probably with some of the doughnuts from LeBeau's French Bakery. His cinnamon cake doughnuts were my favorite, moist and heavy but not too sweet. Perfect for dunking in a mug of hot cider.

      Still, I felt a little off as autumn approached. Probably because, for the first time in my life, this didn't mean I was about to start another semester at school.

      It was a strange feeling. Despite always being an outsider at all of my schools—attending magical academies when you can't access your own magic is bound to make anyone into an outsider—I had always loved school.

      Well, I'd loved learning things. The other students and most of the teachers had been less of a draw for me.

      But it wasn't like I needed to be in school to learn things. I worked in a magical bookshop filled with seven levels of more books, scrolls, and artifacts than I could possibly read, study and experiment with in a dozen lifetimes.

      And when I wasn't there, I was inside the confines of the Wizard's Tower, a place I was one of the few who could enter. And inside of the Tower, not only were there yet more books, scrolls and artifacts all available for my use, there was also the Wizard himself. Centuries old, and always willing to answer any of my questions.

      Not to mention that the Wizard's apprentice was Steph Underwood. Who was also my boyfriend. That was definitely a plus to hanging out in the Tower.

      Still, most of my time was spent inside the Weal & Woe Bookshop. I worked there, for my uncles. And I lived in the attic room of their apartment, sitting on top of the seventh level of the bookshop.

      But also, the bookshop looked out for me. It couldn't talk, but it knew what I needed and did its best to always provide that for me.

      Like when it had created my personal nook, a space among the stacks on the fourth level for a heavy work table, chairs enough for all my friends, and chalkboards for when we worked on things together. We had all made use of that on occasion, usually when trying to solve some crime or other that had taken place within the Square.

      But my truly favorite part of the nook was my window seat. It was set between two fireplaces, underneath a window that looked down on the street that ran just south of the bookshop. A street that was in what we magical types call the "prosaic" world. Meaning there was no magic there.

      As in, I was looking out a fourth-story window that didn't exist on the other side, because in the prosaic world, the entire building that housed the Square looked like a gray, stone-walled office building with few windows of any variety, and nothing like my arched window of mullioned glass.

      Because in the prosaic world, the entire building only went up three stories.

      But that September day, I wasn't curled up on that window seat soaking up the warm afternoon sun as I read some book or other that the bookshop hoped would delight me.

      But only because I was at that heavy wooden table, with stacks and stacks of books all around my chair and my leather-bound journal spread open before me.

      And on the far side of that table, barely visible through gaps in the book stacks, was my brother, Mercutio Ward.

      Who was lounging sideways in his chair, letting his long black hair dangle nearly to the carpeted floor below as he arched his back in an inefficient sort of stretch, and not even pretending to read any of the books in front of him.

      "It's pretty basic magic, really, Tabitha," he told me, not for the first time.

      "I just want it to be perfect," I said. Also not for the first time. I leaned forward in my chair, comparing two books I had spread out on the tabletop just to either side of my journal.

      "Because it's for Audrey," he said. "Everything always has to be perfect for Audrey."

      I said nothing. But it was true. Audrey was my best friend, and I owed her more than I could ever repay. So, yes. Everything always had to be perfect for Audrey.

      Or as perfect as I could make it.

      Which, considering the spell I was trying to write for her was pretty high level structural magic, was maybe not as perfect as I would like.

      Structural magic was a pretty esoteric branch of magic. We magical types were few in number, and preferred to stay hidden from the prosaic world. Mainly, that meant sticking to magical neighborhoods that had been created decades or even centuries before.

      Case in point: the Wizard's Tower. When he moved from Europe to Minneapolis decades ago, he had brought his entire Tower home here rather than attempt to create anything new himself.

      Magic was like wine or fine cheese. It needed proper aging to be really good.

      With all of that repurposing of old spaces, there wasn't much call for new construction. Which kept the number of working structural magicians at a single digit number worldwide. And, concordantly, didn't create much of a demand for higher study in the academies.

      Still, the theory was taught. And being a witch with unreliable practical skills, I had always been big on theory.

      "Is your boyfriend helping you?" Mercutio asked. I could tell that he really wanted to tease me for having a boyfriend, the way that brothers tended to do. Only he couldn't quite pull it off.

      I had had that boyfriend longer than I had even known I had a brother. And while we had spent a lot of time together since meeting, we still didn't have the background of a childhood spent together.

      So he couldn't tease me about my boyfriend.

      But it made me feel strangely warm inside, that sense that he really wanted to.

      "No need," I told him. "I know Audrey's skills pretty well. If I write this spell just for her, she won't need any help to perform it."

      "I don't know, structural magic isn't really like ritual magic. Like, at all," he said. He finally turned around properly in the chair, feet on the floor and everything, but then slumped back as if the boredom of the bookshop had suddenly hit him like a ton of bricks.

      "I know," I told him. "Which certainly makes me wonder why you keep hanging around here while I've been working on this all week. It's not like you can help. Skilled as you are, your training was also as a ritual magician. And you don't practice it now any more than she does."

      "I was top-ranked in school," he reminded me almost petulantly. "And besides, you and I both know that ritual magic is only what they forced me to learn, because I couldn't study my actual branch of magic."

      I pressed my lips together and said nothing. His actual branch of magic was the magic of order, technically not a forbidden branch of magic but one that was, indeed, so rarely taught none of the academies had a department for it.

      On the other hand, my branch of magic was one I had never been taught, had never even known it existed. The magic of chaos. And if I ever got caught practicing it, I would be immediately arrested. And likely never seen again.

      But we both already knew this.

      Still, I bit back the angry words that wanted to rush out of my mouth. Because I knew my brother wasn't so much reminding me of my lack of skill as he was again probing the hurt he had shared with me only a few weeks before.

      He strongly suspected that we had only been born as twins because the universe required a balance in order and chaos magicians.

      And that our father had only wanted me. Not him. He had just been the necessary additional component to our father's quest to acquire me.

      Not that I had any words of comfort for him on that matter. I had never met our father.

      And I never wanted to.

      Although, if it happened anyway, I certainly had a long list of questions for him.

      But I pushed those thoughts aside, knowing that they would just, as they always did, spiral in my mind without resolution.

      "Order magic is no more like structural magic than ritual magic is," I said at last.

      "I don't know about that," Mercutio said with a shrug. "If you chaosed up a bunch of raw material, I bet I could order it into a structure like a spare room for Audrey."

      I didn't know what to say to that. As much as I had learned that order and chaos magicians worked together in pairs, I still had no idea what that actually looked like. His mental picture of it felt a little silly. And yet, maybe there was some truth to it.

      Would my role be to conjure raw power that he would then work into some form?

      Not that I wanted to try conjuring raw power. I touched the silver bracelet on my wrist. A gift from the Wizard and the only thing that kept me from burning the world down every time I got a little stressed out.

      No, thank you. If I wasn't the one working it into practical form, I didn't want to try conjuring it.

      "I think what I'm doing here will work just fine," I told him, tapping my pen on the ink-spattered page of my journal. I'd have to write it over again more neatly when I was done. But I always had to, so that was nothing new. "I'm just trying to fix the meter on some of these lines so they flow more naturally. That's the most important thing when Audrey casts a spell. It has to flow."

      "Flow helps," Mercutio said, delivering this compliment with all the grudging praise of a brother.

      "Maybe I should write something for you to try some time," I said.

      "Would you?" he asked. So quickly, I realized he had been fishing for that offer for days while I had been finessing this one spell for Audrey.

      "Of course," I said, surprised he didn't know by now that all he had to do was ask. "What would you like to do?"

      "I'm not sure," he said.

      "You're not?" I asked. He had seemed so eager.

      But he just shrugged. "I don't think it really matters. I just want to try out this flow you speak of. But I don't need to brew any special teas, and if I added an extra room to Liam's and my loft, I think the neighbors would notice."

      That was totally true. The loft he shared with Liam—who also happened to be Audrey's boyfriend—was firmly in the prosaic world. Even if we could sneak an extra room in that space, it was completely against magical law to even attempt to do it in a nonmagical space.

      Not that they couldn't use the room. They only had the one. Unless you included the cramped little closet they called a bathroom. Which I didn't.

      "Well, think about what you do want and let me know," I said. "I don't just write these things extemporaneously, you know. The first step is always research in existing spells so I know what to tweak."

      "You don't say," Mercutio said dryly, casting his gaze over the many stacks of books between us. All on structural magic at the moment. But I still flushed as he did no more than glance at the titles.

      I had moved all the dragon books over to the Wizard's library inside the Tower. But not before I suspected he had seen a few of them. He had noted them, I knew he had, although he had said nothing about them.

      And he had never given a single hint as to whether he had heard Houdini and I talking together about dragons the day he had appeared in my nook without the bookshop giving me any warning.

      And it wasn't like I could ask him. Because while it was completely ordinary for anyone to talk to their dog, the truth was, Houdini only looked like a dog. A cute little rat terrier chihuahua, to be exact.

      He wasn't a dog. He was a dragon. And a young one at that.

      Dragons were rare, and powerful.

      Young dragons were rarer still, and their power was too great in amount but too little in their control. That left them vulnerable to being captured and badly used by the worst sort of magicians.

      Which I didn't think my brother was. I really didn't.

      But I didn't not think it quite enough to trust him with Houdini's secret.

      I very much doubted that Mercutio could read my thoughts, but he could definitely read a room. He sensed the instant my mood shifted with those dark thoughts, and he pushed up from the table.

      "You're going?" I asked.

      "I'm going to see if Uncle Frank needs any help with dinner," he said. Which sounded like the truth. Mercutio loved to cook almost as much as Frank did, and the two of them had really hit it off after they'd finally met.

      But I couldn't help feeling like I had just driven my brother away. And I probably would keep driving him away as long as I felt I had to keep secrets from him.

      And I didn't like that feeling at all.

      Again, as if he sensed the turmoil of my feelings, he gave me his widest grin and said, "I'll think about that spell. I'll try to come up with something really good. I want to test your limits."

      "You don't think growing a room is doing that?" I asked, looking at all the books and counting back the days that had passed since I had started this little project. It had taken a lot longer than I had thought it would.

      "Let's just call this room thing a little pop quiz," he said as he started to walk backwards out of my nook. "I'm going to drop a final exam on you. And I promise you, there will be no multiple-choice questions on my exam. Nothing but essays and practicals."

      "You know I can't do practicals!" I called after him as he strolled off towards the main staircase. The rows and rows of bookshelves could've swallowed up his laugh at my words, but they didn't.

      No, I'm pretty sure the bookshop amplified that laughter on purpose.

      I guessed the bookshop thought I needed the motivation.
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      Even after the last of my brother's laughter had died away and the soft humming quiet of the bookshop had returned, I found it impossible to regain my focus.

      So I closed both of the books I had been cribbing from and put my pen back in its stand. But I left my journal page open to let the dribbles of ink have all the time they needed to dry from the paper.

      I felt like I needed to see Houdini. Right away. But he was inside the Tower.

      The Tower had no doors or windows. What it did have was very powerful magic that kept even other practitioners of magic from observing it directly.

      I mean, everyone in the Square knew that the Tower was there. It dominated one entire corner of the Square. Right next to the pub, in fact. But most of them, if they tried to look at it, would find their gaze just skipping over it. They would see the pub and the two levels of apartments above it, and then they would see the back of the comic book store and the apartments above it as well as the stairwell that led down into the catacombs that was the weird woman Volumnia's domain. Nothing in between.

      And yet, the Tower was definitely there.

      And its power was actually attractive. It pulled things in. Things like dragon eggs about to hatch. Houdini had been "born" just at its base, albeit in the prosaic alley outside the Square.

      The Wizard had woven a network of powerful spells, all designed to keep things out of that Tower. Those spells were the real reason why no one could look straight at it and see it.

      But I had been given permission to enter the Tower whenever I chose. Which meant those spells ignored me.

      Which further meant, if I wanted to get inside, all I had to do was picture one of the rooms inside the Tower. It didn't matter that my magic was minimal. All I was doing was basically letting myself fall into the Tower like falling back off a dock into a lake.

      I stood up from the table, closed my eyes while standing in my nook, and opened them standing inside the Wizard's library.

      The fireplace at my back was, as always, lit. But the ever-present dampness of the Tower made its warmth welcome even on a warm September day. And the smoky smell of burning applewood was, at least for the moment, overwhelming the smells of the library.

      Unlike the bookshop, which smelled of paper, parchment, inks and binding glue all maintained in the perfect low-humidity environment, the Wizard's library smelled of all of those things plus mildew. And nothing I said to him convinced him this was a problem.

      I mean, if his magic was protecting things the way he said it did, why did it smell like mildew?

      But who was I to argue with the Wizard?

      The Wizard was currently sitting in one of the two faded wingback chairs positioned on the far corners of the tattered old rug before the fire. Usually when I found him in that chair, he was either eating or napping. Or, more commonly, napping while halfway through a sandwich that was sitting on the table beside him, along with a modest portion of his favorite potato chips, the kind that came in the can. Those chips were the finest products of the modern prosaic world, at least in his opinion.

      Not that I disagreed. But I might spend a moment weighing the relative merits of antibiotics and the Internet before coming down in favor of those chips.

      On this particular afternoon, he was wide awake, his eyes bright and his long white hair as neatly combed as ever, no signs of bedhead from napping. Of course, that sleek fall of hair didn't cover his nearly pointed ears; those always jutted out as if demanding to be seen.

      His hands were folded on his lap with just a hint of tremor to their stillness. They looked delicate, bones like a bird but with knobby, arthritic joints. And the skin shone slickly in patches, lingering scars from long-ago burns.

      But I knew the sunlight that had caused those age spots had shone down on the Earth centuries ago. It was hard to forget that when you were looking at him, just how many years he had witnessed in his long life. Frail as he was, he had withstood all that centuries of time had thrown at him. He was not to be underestimated.

      But the reason he was so alert at that moment was sitting in the chair across from him.

      Houdini, a black-haired rat terrier chihuahua who barely topped out at ten pounds. And yet he sat straight up on that seat cushion with such gravitas, it wasn't hard to believe he was more than he seemed.

      "Hello, Tabitha," Houdini said warmly, his voice, as always, not an audible one but one that I heard directly inside my mind. "How is Audrey's spell going?"

      "Well enough," I said. "I think I'll finish that spell tonight, but I needed to take a break from it. I wanted to see how you were doing."

      Houdini narrowed his eyes at me skeptically, then said, "You were just with Mercutio. You always want to see me after you've been with Mercutio."

      Well, he wasn't wrong.

      "Tabitha, I do believe if your brother had heard Houdini's voice or suspected what he was, he would've given some hint of it by now," the Wizard said. "Not that I think he'd tell you. But if he had done even the smallest bit of research on anything related to Houdini, I assure you, I would know."

      I nodded, but I didn't exactly agree. The Wizard was the most powerful wielder of magic I knew. Currently, anyway. I was pretty sure that Audrey's grand-aunt Agatha might have had an edge on him, back in her prime. But she had been past her prime before I met her, and she and the Wizard had been rivals of a sort. It was usually better not to mention her.

      But also, I even more strongly suspected that the bookshop could do things even the Wizard wouldn't sense. And I was all too aware that the bookshop considered Mercutio one of the family. It would provide whatever he needed the same way it did for me.

      Only if he had a nook or even just a reading desk anywhere in the bookshop's seven levels, I had no idea where it might be.

      "We tried some more tests this morning," Houdini said, drawing my attention back to the moment.

      "Dragon tests?" I asked. Not that I needed clarification. That was what Houdini and the Wizard did all day, try to find ways to figure out what sort of dragon Houdini had been before Agatha had hid him in the form of a little dog. But I was still having trouble focusing on things, apparently.

      "It's most fascinating," the Wizard said. "We've been doing blind studies, and the results are quite remarkable."

      "Blind studies?" I said. Because apparently this was my day for repeating things.

      I picked up Houdini so I could sit in his chair. Not that he minded. His favorite place to be was on my lap, after all.

      "You know the tests we've done already," Houdini said, twisting around on my lap to look up at me with his big brown eyes.

      "Different sorts of dragons have different sorts of skills and interests, yes," I said.

      Of course, the easiest way to identify a dragon type is to look at its coloration. And the second easiest way is by identifying the sort of magical breath it wields.

      But when the dragon in question is in the form of a dog, not only can't you see its scales, it can't breathe magical breath either. Which made knowing what Houdini had been when he hatched quite difficult.

      But dragons are different in other ways. They all tend to be quite learned. But some are more drawn to astronomy, others to geology. It's not as clear-cut as the other identifying characteristics, but it was all we had.

      "Yes, and when tested to see if I'm more of a black dragon, I score very highly on all of their skills and interests," Houdini told me. "But if you test to see if I'm a green dragon, I score just as highly."

      "Sounds like you're just all around smart and wonderful," I told him, and kissed him on the top of the head. Careful, as I always had to be, not to mess with his ears. They were adorable, like a fruit bat's ears, but huge like furry radar dishes that were pink on the inside.

      And he didn't like to have them touched. At all.

      "Yes, true, but not helpful for our purposes," the Wizard said. "Hence the blind tests."

      "That's where the Wizard tests me without telling me what he's testing for," Houdini said. "And he's very tricky. He can grill me on human history when I think I'm answering questions about geology. Or on forms of poetry when I think I'm answering questions about physics."

      "That sounds really hard," I said. Actually, it made me squirm a little. I had nightmares about taking tests when I had prepared for the wrong class and didn't know any of the answers.

      But Houdini had none of my anxiety. He just said, "Hard, but interesting. It turns out I have a great many interests."

      "And skills equally strong across the board," the Wizard said. "Skills we should probably find more ways for you to use, frankly."

      "Well, only in ways that won't reveal his secret," I said.

      "When I'm stronger, I won't have to hide," Houdini said.

      "Yes, but until you're stronger, it isn't safe to lift Agatha's magic from you," the Wizard said. "As revealing as that would be. We could just see you and know what you are."

      "You're just a little dragonet inside there," I reminded him. "Dragons live forever. But they age slowly."

      "I know, I know," Houdini said. "And don't think I'm not conflicted. I would be full grown so much sooner if I were something like a brown dragon with no wings and only mildly caustic breath. But what if I were a golden dragon? With wings and a great long tail and breath that makes a music so moving all who hear it fall to the ground weeping?"

      "Or so the legends say," the Wizard put in. "There are no reliable accounts of golden dragons."

      "But we know they exist," Houdini said.

      "Yes, we can infer that they do, indeed, exist," the Wizard allowed.

      "And I might be one," Houdini went on.

      "You're as likely that as any other," the Wizard said with an indulgent smile.

      "There could be dragons we've never heard of," I said. "Dragons that were never even in legends."

      "They are not native to our plane of existence, and the only ones humans have encountered are the few who have chosen to come here for their own reasons," the Wizard said. "If we know even a fraction of their varieties, I should be very much surprised."

      "But we're not going to stop trying to figure out what I am," Houdini said. But nervously. Like it was really a question, and one where the answer was very important to him.

      "Absolutely," I said, and gave the top of his head another kiss. "Meanwhile, if you're done here for the day, would you like to come home with me now? It's almost dinnertime."

      "Will Mercutio be there?" Houdini asked.

      Not that he needed to. Mercutio was there most nights.

      "He's there now, helping Frank with the cooking," I said.

      Houdini said nothing for a long time. Then he gave me a nod with his little doggy head. "I have had a very good day. I have taken yet another step on the path to discovering my true dragon nature. I think I can manage to continue pretending to be a dog for one more night."

      "Thank you," I said. "It's not family dinner without you."

      "Yes, and not without Mercutio either, apparently," Houdini said sullenly.

      "Steph is in Vienna handling a bit of business for me, but he will be home again tomorrow," the Wizard told me.

      Which I had guessed already. Well, not Vienna, but some place very far away. Because if he'd been in the Tower or anywhere in the Square, he would've come to say hello by now. Steph helped the Wizard maintain all the spells that kept the Square hidden from the prosaic world. As a consequence of that, he sensed whenever anyone moved around within its boundaries. He knew I had left the bookshop.

      I would bet good money that even in Vienna, he knew I had left the bookshop.

      But that was as much contact as we were going to have that day. Such was life dating the apprentice of one of the most powerful magicians in the world. He had many time-consuming responsibilities.

      But he always knew when I needed him. And that was enough for me.

      "Come on," I said, getting up with Houdini in my arms. "Let's go home."
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      Getting out of the Tower was a little more difficult than getting in. I was going against the flow, and not having power of my own made that more than a little tricky.

      But as always, the Wizard put a bony hand on my arm, and when I opened my eyes, I was no longer in his library.

      I was standing just outside the kitchen in my uncles' apartment. As massive as the bookshop was, their apartment was very space efficient. So much so that their kitchen was barely larger than the galley on a ship.

      Everything Frank needed as he worked at that cast-iron stove was within easy reach, because in order not to be, he'd have to store things in the living room. The open shelves of the pantry were just to his right, and the antique-looking icebox was just to his left. Behind him, so close he couldn't back up without hitting it, was the butcher-block table that was all he had for counter space.

      Whatever vegetables he had been chopping were gone now, but judging from the green tops stacked to one side and the bits of skin still clinging to the unwashed blade of the knife left there, we were eating something with potatoes and carrots in it.

      And from the smell of whatever was simmering on that stove, there was beef and rich red wine involved as well.

      And buttery rolls were baking in the oven. They hadn't yet started to brown, but the yeasty smell was unmistakable.

      "A couple of minutes," Mercutio told me from where he was sitting in the dining nook paging through one of Frank's old cooking journals. "It's some sort of French stew."

      "It's the signature dish of one of the quaint little inns Carlo and I stayed at while crossing the Alps," Frank told me as he stirred at whatever was on the stove inside his largest pot. He had already managed to spatter red wine and broth all over the front of his waistcoat. And there was the apron hanging on its hook just on the far side of the pantry shelves. Completely within reach.

      "It smells amazing," I said, even as my stomach growled its hearty agreement.

      "Carlo is finishing up with a customer downstairs," Frank said.

      "Magic or prosaic?" I asked. Because the bookshop served both sorts of customers. The prosaic shoppers came in through a door below the window of my nook, but they only ever saw a single level of books, and only part of the level at that. Some of the more sensitive prosaics knew there was a staircase up to a higher level, but it was clearly for employees only. Or so they thought.

      Magical shoppers had a door to enter through that let out onto the courtyard in the center of the Square. But teleportation was so common a magical spell that most of them just popped up somewhere inside the bookshop. Right by what they were shopping for, if they were one of our regulars.

      "Magical," Mercutio said as he turned another food-stained page of the journal.

      "Does he need any help?" I asked.

      "No, I've just finished up," Carlo said as he emerged from the other kitchen doorway, the one to the hallway that led down the stairs to the bookshop. I put Houdini down on the floor so I could give my uncle a quick hug.

      I didn't know exactly how long Carlo and Frank had been married. I hadn't even remembered I had an uncle until he had sent a letter inviting me to come work in his bookshop after my last attempt at a magical career had flamed out.

      Literally.

      But, anyway, I knew it had been enough years for the two of them to become one of those couples where they start looking alike. They were both tall but round-bellied, thanks in large part to Frank's magnificent cooking. And they dressed like librarians, in button-up shirts and waistcoats and trousers that had faded into the softest, most comfortable of garments.

      The chief difference between them was the fact that Carlo, like me, wore glasses. He found great comfort in adjusting his, and I guessed that last customer had been a doozy as he had adjusted them twice in the short time since he'd come into the kitchen.

      He had made my own glasses when I was a kid in the hopes that they would do the same for me. Long after I'd forgotten him
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