
[image: ]


Table of Contents

Title Page

My Father’s Restaurant Had No Recipes

Prologue

Prologue

Chapter 1. I Came Here to Close the Place

Chapter 2. The People Who Remembered the Minestrone

Chapter 3. My Father's Hands Never Needed a Measuring Cup

Chapter 4. How Much Sugar Went into the Sausage and Onions?

Chapter 5. One Extra Slice of Frittata

Chapter 6. The People Who Argued About Pasta e Fagioli

Chapter 7. Food That Wasn't on the Menu

My Father's Restaurant Had No Recipes (1 of 2)

Table of Contents

Before We Begin

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prologue

[image: ]


Chapter 1. I Came Here to Close the Place

Chapter 2. The People Who Remembered the Minestrone

Chapter 3. My Father's Hands Never Needed a Measuring Cup

Chapter 4. How Much Sugar Went into the Sausage and Onions?

Chapter 5. One Extra Slice of Frittata

Chapter 6. The People Who Argued About Pasta e Fagioli

Chapter 7. Food That Wasn't on the Menu

Before We Begin

Some foods bring a person to mind before they bring back a taste.

A bowl of minestrone you ate at home as a child.
A piece of fish your father grilled for you.
A simple broth your mother made when you were sick.
A plate of pasta shared with friends after school.
Food has a strange way of carrying memories with it.

You may not remember exactly what went into the dish, but you remember where you ate it. You remember who was sitting across from you. Sometimes you even remember the weather outside, the light in the room, or the smell of the kitchen.

And every now and then, you find yourself wanting to taste it again.

So you look for something similar.

Or you try to make it yourself.

But somehow, it never comes out quite the same.

Maybe the tomatoes are different.

Maybe the onions are sweeter now.

Maybe the heat under the pan is not what it was.

Maybe the vegetables that were available then are not the ones you have today.

But perhaps the thing we are trying to recover was never only the food.

Perhaps it was the person who made it.

The time we spent with that person.

How old we were then.

The season.

The weather.

The room we were sitting in.

Maybe all of those things become part of what we later call taste.

My Father's Restaurant Had No Recipes began with that thought. 

A father who has spent most of his life running a small neighborhood trattoria dies.

His son returns to Bologna to close the restaurant he left behind.

To Matteo Rinaldi, the place is not a cherished family inheritance.

If anything, it is the place he has blamed for much of the distance between himself and his father.

Carlo was always at the restaurant.

He was there when Matteo had school events.

He was there on days the family had planned to go somewhere together.

There was always lunch service to prepare for, a customer to feed, something on the stove that could not be left alone.

To Matteo, his father had often seemed kinder to the people who sat at his tables than to the people who lived in his own home.

So Matteo has no intention of carrying on the business.

He plans to sort through what is left, empty the refrigerator, sell or throw away the equipment, take down the old sign for Da Carlo, and return to his life in Milan. 

But while he is clearing out the restaurant, people begin to appear.

Old regulars.

People who ate at Carlo's for years.

Each of them remembers a different dish.

One remembers his minestrone.

Another remembers the sausages he cooked with onions.

Someone else remembers a bowl of broth that was never even written on the menu.

And for the first time, Matteo begins to wonder.

What kind of food had his father really been making all those years?

He searches the kitchen.

There are old pots.

Worn pans.

Ladles darkened from years of use.

Receipts.

Supplier cards.

Notebooks filled with names and short reminders.

But there are no recipes.

Not one sheet of paper explaining how a man who cooked for more than thirty years made the food people still remember.

So Matteo begins trying to recreate it from their memories.

That is when the trouble starts.

Memory is not precise.

One person remembers a dish as sweet.

Another insists it was never sweet at all.

Someone remembers a soup as thick and rich.

Someone else remembers the same soup as light.

One person remembers potatoes.

Another is certain there were none.

When enough memories contradict one another, a question naturally appears.

Who is right?

This story approaches that question from a different direction.

Perhaps they all are.

Perhaps they did not receive exactly the same dish.

Perhaps Carlo changed what he cooked according to the season, the ingredients he had that day, or the person sitting at the table.

And if the circumstances were different, then the taste they carried away with them could have been different too. 

As Matteo tries to recreate his father's food, he also begins to discover a man he did not fully know.

But this is not a story about turning Carlo into a perfect father after his death.

He may have been a good restaurant owner.

There were also times when he was not a good father.

He noticed when a regular looked tired.

He remembered when someone had trouble eating spicy food.

He quietly gave students an extra piece of frittata when they seemed hungry.

And yet there were times when he failed to give the same attention to his own family.

He missed things that mattered.

He left hurt behind.

Making his food again does not erase any of that.

Understanding someone is not the same as deciding that everything they did was right.

We can love someone and still feel disappointed in them.

We can resent someone and still miss them.

Between parents and children, those feelings often remain tangled for a very long time.

The things we never said.

The questions we never asked.

The things we understood only after it became too late to ask.

Sometimes all it takes is one ordinary bowl of food to bring them back. 

The food in this story is not extravagant.

There are no expensive ingredients.

No elaborate techniques.

No secret sauces.

No legendary family recipe waiting to be discovered.

There is minestrone.

Pasta e fagioli.

Sausages cooked with onions.

Frittata.

Grilled mackerel.

Broth with tiny pasta.

The kinds of dishes that can appear on an ordinary table on an ordinary day.

Perhaps that is exactly why they stay with us.

Most of our lives are not made of extraordinary occasions.

They are made of ordinary days.

And somewhere in the middle of those ordinary days, there is often a meal.

A soup made a little less salty for someone.

An extra piece of frittata placed quietly on the plate of a student who looks hungry.

A bowl of pasta e fagioli made without pepper because someone's stomach is bothering them.

Small choices like these may pass unnoticed at the time.

Years later, they can become the things people remember most clearly. 

What Matteo eventually finds will not be a secret technique.

Carlo did not leave behind a perfect formula written in exact measurements.

What he left behind were countless meals adjusted for the people who ate them.

And while you read this story, I hope a food of your own comes to mind.

Something someone once made for you.

Something you may never be able to taste in exactly the same way again.

It does not matter if you cannot remember the precise flavor.

If you can remember one person who was there when you ate it, that may be enough.

Perhaps the foods we remember longest never needed perfect recipes in the first place.

Perhaps what mattered most was not exactly what went into the pot.

Perhaps it was who the food was being made for.

So now, we can open the door to an old trattoria in Bologna.

There are only six tables.

The writing on the menu board has faded with time.

A row of worn pots sits in the kitchen.

The refrigerator makes a low hum every time it settles back into silence.

And there are no recipes.

What remains instead are the memories of the people who ate there for more than thirty years.

One by one, Matteo will bring those memories back into the kitchen.

And from them, he will try to make one more meal.
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The day after his father's funeral, Matteo Rinaldi stood in front of the restaurant.

Strictly speaking, it was not the funeral home that had closed. The funeral itself was simply over.

But to Matteo, the past few days had felt like a place of their own—a place where people came in, lowered their voices, embraced him, spoke Carlo's name, ate something because there was nothing else to do with their hands, and eventually disappeared through the door again.

Now that Matteo had stepped out of that place, Da Carlo looked so completely ordinary that it felt strange.

The old sign still hung above the entrance.

DA CARLO

The lettering had once been a deep red, but years of sun and rain had faded it almost brown. Paint had flaked from the edges of several letters. A dark water stain ran beneath the C, and the metal frame on the right side was slightly bent.

Matteo had seen that sign thousands of times.

He had seen it walking home from school.

He had seen it when he and his friends played football in the narrow street and someone kicked the ball too far.

He had seen it when he left Bologna for university.

He had seen it when he came home for holidays after moving to Milan.

As long as Carlo had been alive, Da Carlo had always been there.

And now Carlo was gone, while the sign remained fixed to the wall as though nothing had happened.

Matteo reached into his coat pocket and pulled out the keys.

There were six of them on the ring.

The front door.

The back entrance.

The storeroom.

The apartment.

And two smaller keys whose locks Matteo had not yet identified.

Attached to the ring was a ridiculous little red plastic ladle, no bigger than half his palm.

He turned it over between his fingers.

Had his father really carried this around?

He couldn't remember.

During the days surrounding the funeral, Elena had gone through their father's pockets, drawers, and belongings and handed Matteo the keys.

He had slipped them into his coat without paying much attention.

Standing in front of the restaurant now, he realized he wasn't even sure which key opened the door.

He tried the third.

It wouldn't go in.

The second was wrong too.

The first key slid into the lock.

He turned it.

Click.

The sound seemed unusually loud.

Matteo pushed down on the handle.

Nothing happened.

He pushed harder.

Still nothing.

Frowning, he leaned his shoulder against the door.

There was a soft thump near the floor, as if old rubber had finally released its grip, and the door suddenly gave way.

Matteo stumbled half a step inside with it.

Cool, stale air met him.

It was too faint to call it the smell of food, but it wasn't merely the dusty smell of an empty room either.

Oil.

Cooked vegetables.

Old beans.

Detergent.

Wood.

All of it seemed to have settled into the walls, ceiling, and floor in a layer too thin to see but too old to disappear.

Matteo left the door open and walked farther inside.

Late-morning light stretched across the pale floor tiles. Dark lines had formed in the grout over decades of shoes, spills, mops, and chair legs.

There were six tables.

He thought there had once been seven, though he couldn't remember when one had disappeared.

Each square wooden table had a small paper napkin holder. Glasses and cutlery were stacked neatly along one wall.

Beside the counter stood an old espresso machine.

Matteo stopped in front of it.

He remembered trying to make himself coffee with it when he was a boy.

Once.

Maybe twice.

He had expected coffee to taste good because adults drank so much of it.

Instead, the first sip had been bitter and far too hot. He had screwed up his face so dramatically that Carlo, standing behind him, had said,

“You don't even like coffee. Why did you make one?”

Matteo had almost dropped the cup.

His father hadn't scolded him.

He had simply taken it out of Matteo's hand, had one sip, then finished the rest himself.

That had been the whole conversation.

The memory was so insignificant that Matteo had forgotten he remembered it at all.

He pressed one of the buttons on the machine.

Nothing.

He looked down.

The power cable had been unplugged.

“Of course.”

His own voice sounded awkward in the empty restaurant.

Matteo cleared his throat and moved toward the counter.

A black calculator sat there beside two cheap promotional pens. One bore the logo of a local insurance company. Most of the printing had rubbed off the other.

The card terminal was dark.

A small container of toothpicks sat beside it.

Matteo stared at the counter for a moment, then ran his palm across the surface.

Dust came away on his skin.

His father had always been meticulous about the restaurant.

After closing, Carlo mopped the floor twice.

He washed cloths in scalding water.

He wiped the kitchen floor until there wasn't a trace of grease left near the stove.

At home, the same man left his socks wherever they fell.

Matteo had never understood it.

Neither had his mother.

When Matteo was about thirteen, she had once lost her temper over exactly that.

“You won't even carry your own plate to the sink at home, but you'll scrub that restaurant until midnight.”

Carlo had not answered.

He put on his shoes and picked up his apron.

That only made her angrier.

Matteo had gone to his room and shut the door.

A minute later, he heard the front door of the apartment close.

His father had always been like that.

He didn't explain himself.

He didn't make excuses.

But he wasn't very good at apologizing either.

Matteo lifted his hand from the counter.

Without thinking, he wiped the dusty palm on his trousers and immediately left a gray streak.

He looked at it.

“Great.”

He clicked his tongue softly.

A faded strip curtain hung across the entrance to the kitchen.

It might once have been blue. Years of light had bleached it to something between navy and gray.

Matteo pushed it aside with the back of his hand.

The strips tapped against one another.

The kitchen appeared behind them.

It was oddly familiar.

And somehow looked like a room he had never seen before.

As a child, Matteo had disliked going into the kitchen.

It was hot.

Loud.

There was always something simmering on the stove and something spitting oil from a pan.

In summer, even the fan made little difference. Carlo's white T-shirt would cling darkly to his back.

Whenever Matteo came in after school, his father was usually facing away from him.

Chopping something.

Checking a pot.

Turning a piece of fish.

Carlo rarely said much.

“You're back.”

Usually, that was it.

Matteo would drop his schoolbag against a chair and eat at the corner of a table.

On some days he couldn't even remember whether Carlo had served the food or whether someone else working at the restaurant had put the plate down.

What he did remember was that he always ate quickly.

If the lunch crowd came in, Matteo had to give up the table.

He stepped into the kitchen.

A large gas range ran along the right wall.

Four burners.

Three pots of different sizes had been turned upside down beside it.

Ladles, spatulas, and tongs hung from hooks.

Two frying pans had handles darkened by years of heat.

A sponge and dish soap sat by the sink. Rubber gloves were draped over the faucet.

Everything looked almost exactly as it had when Carlo was still working.

Except nothing moved.

No running water.

No knife knocking rhythmically against a cutting board.

No lid trembling above a boiling pot.

Most of all, no Carlo.

Matteo noticed his absence more clearly here than he had at the funeral.

There had been too many people at the funeral.

Some cried.

Some held Matteo's hands.

A man said he'd gone to school with Carlo.

Another said he'd eaten at Da Carlo for twenty years.

There was a hardware shop owner.

A former taxi driver.

People Matteo had never met spoke as if they knew his father intimately.

“Carlo was a good man.”

“I couldn't tell you how many meals he fed me.”

“He used to look after my boy when he was still in school.”

Each time, Matteo had nodded.

Thank you for coming.

Thank you.

He would have appreciated that.

The same phrases, again and again.

But underneath them, another thought sometimes surfaced.

How well did you really know my father?

And then another question came immediately after it.

How well did I?

That one was more uncomfortable.

Matteo had avoided looking directly at it throughout the funeral.

He stood in front of the gas range and placed his palm above the leftmost burner.

Cold.

Of course it was.

Still, his hand remained there for several seconds.

When had Carlo last lit this burner?

The day before he went into the hospital?

Several days earlier?

According to Elena, their father had continued opening the restaurant even when he was clearly unwell.

“I kept telling him to rest,” she had said during the funeral.

“He said closing the restaurant made him feel more like a sick man.”

Matteo hadn't responded.

It sounded exactly like Carlo.

He hadn't meant that as a compliment.

The restaurant right up until the end.

Of course.

That had been Matteo's first thought.

He crouched and opened a cabinet beneath the sink.

Metal bowls and strainers were stacked inside.

Beside them sat a small saucepan with a worn handle and two plastic tubs nested together.

He shut the door.

The next cabinet held seasonings.

Salt.

Sugar.

Black pepper.

Dried herbs.

One container had SALT written across the lid in black marker.

The others had nothing.

Matteo looked from one to another and gave a small snort.

“Why label just one?”

Carlo, naturally, gave no answer.

Matteo crossed to the commercial refrigerator.

It stood a little taller than he did.

When he opened the door, cold air spilled against his face and the interior light came on.

There was still food inside.

Several sealed containers.

Half an onion.

Celery.

A zucchini.

Carrots.

A few tomatoes.

A piece of Parmigiano wrapped in paper.

Elena had cleared out some of the food while they were dealing with the funeral, but clearly not all of it.

Four containers sat on the top shelf.

Cooked greens.

Marinated vegetables.

A bit of leftover sauce.

And one square container with an opaque lid.

Matteo took it out.

It was heavier than he expected.

He opened it.

Inside were cooked borlotti beans submerged in their thick, brownish cooking liquid.

The smell was immediate.

Earthy.

A little sweet.

Starchy.

Familiar.

Matteo leaned closer, then quickly pulled back.

He didn't particularly like bean-heavy soups.

More accurately, he had eaten so much of them as a child that he had grown tired of them.

Minestrone had been one of the most common dishes at Da Carlo.

After school.

On weekend afternoons.

On days when Carlo clearly couldn't be bothered to make anything else for his son.

Beans.

Zucchini.

Onion.

Carrot.

Whatever vegetables were around.

At some point Matteo had begun slowing down whenever a bowl appeared in front of him.

“Minestrone again?”

He must have been thirteen or fourteen.

Carlo had put down the ladle.

“If you don't want it, don't eat it.”

“You make this all the time.”

“Then make yourself something else.”

“I didn't ask you to cook.”

Matteo had barely touched dinner that night.

Carlo hadn't tried to stop him.

They spoke very little for the next three days.

Looking back, it had been a ridiculous argument.

But at the time, ridiculous things accumulated.

A father who was late because of the restaurant.

Plans canceled because of the restaurant.

A man who smiled at customers but barely spoke once he came home.

When Matteo said he wanted to leave Bologna for university in Milan, Carlo hadn't tried to stop him.

“If that's where you want to go, go.”

To Matteo, it had sounded like indifference.

When Matteo got his first proper job, his father had said,

“You got it? Good.”

That was all.

When Matteo bought Carlo a leather wallet with his first salary, the first thing his father asked was how much it cost.

“Why would you spend that much on a wallet?”

He hadn't said thank you.

Eventually Matteo stopped calling first.

When he came back to Bologna for Christmas or Easter, he usually saw his father briefly at the restaurant.

If Carlo was working at the grill, Matteo would sit in the dining room with a glass of water.

“How's Milan?”

“Same as always.”

“You eating properly?”

“Yeah.”

That was usually enough to end the conversation.

Matteo closed the container of beans.

He started to put it back into the refrigerator.

Then stopped.

Instead, he set it on the worktop.

He didn't know why.

There was a small window at one side of the kitchen.

Through it he could see the neighborhood street beneath Bologna's old porticoes.

It was nearly noon.

Clothes swayed outside a laundry farther down the block. Across the street, customers went in and out of a bakery.

Only Da Carlo was quiet.

This would once have been the busiest part of the day.

When Matteo spent school holidays here as a boy, Carlo changed around eleven thirty.

He moved faster.

Checked the soup.

Opened pots.

Refilled vegetables.

By noon the front door seemed never to stop moving.

“Two lunches.”

“One sausage plate.”

“Another minestrone over here, Carlo.”

And above all of it, Carlo would answer loudly,

“Coming.”

His voice was brighter with customers than it ever seemed to be with Matteo at home.

As a boy, Matteo had resented that voice.

Why can he answer them like that when all I ever get is one word?

Back then, something so small had been enough to hurt.

Now the kitchen was silent.

Only the refrigerator motor hummed.

A low vibration.

Then silence.

Then the hum returned.

Matteo pulled out his phone.

There was a message from Elena.

Don't do anything today. Rest. You can start sorting the restaurant tomorrow.

He stared at the screen for a while.

He didn't reply.

There wasn't anywhere in particular he wanted to go instead.

And before he could return to his apartment in Milan, there were things that needed to be handled.

Close the business.

Dispose of the remaining food.

Clear the refrigerator.

Contact someone about the equipment.

Sort out utilities.

Check the lease.

Go through Carlo's apartment.

One thing at a time.

Matteo opened the notes app on his phone.

He made a list.

Business closure.

Food disposal.

Clean refrigerator.

Call equipment dealer.

Remove sign.

Return restaurant keys.

Seeing the tasks in a list made him feel better.

Lists did not require emotion.

You started at the top and crossed things out one by one.

His father's restaurant could be dealt with the same way.

Someone could take the tables.

The refrigerator might have resale value.

Matteo and Elena could keep whatever dishes they wanted and throw away the rest.

The old sign would come down.

Then this would simply be an empty unit.

Someone else might move in.

A café.

A real-estate office.

Another restaurant entirely.

Matteo tried to picture it.

He felt nothing.

At least, that was what he told himself.

The faint smell of the beans on the worktop remained in the kitchen.

Matteo closed the notes app.

He picked up the container and was about to return it to the refrigerator when someone touched the front door.

Click.

Matteo turned.

He hadn't locked it after coming inside.

The door opened.

The little bell above it rang.

Jingle.

Matteo had forgotten the bell was even there.

A woman with gray mixed through her dark hair leaned through the doorway.

She wore a padded black vest over a plum-colored sweater and paused as she looked around the restaurant.

Then she saw Matteo.

For a moment, her face brightened.

The expression quickly changed into something awkward.

“Oh.”

She remained with one hand around the door.

Matteo knew her face.

The name did not come immediately, but he had seen her several times.

She had been at Carlo's funeral.

“I came in without thinking,” she said.

Matteo wasn't sure what to say.

The woman slowly looked around.

Empty tables.

Counter.

Kitchen.

Her gaze remained on the kitchen longer than anywhere else.

“It was always open at this time.”

Her voice softened.

Then Matteo remembered.

Rosa Bellini.

She owned the little hair salon nearby.

Elena had introduced her at the funeral.

She had apparently been coming to Da Carlo almost since the year it opened.

“Yeah,” Matteo said.

Rosa nodded.

She looked around again.

“You're clearing everything out?”

“Yes.”

“Going back to Milan?”

“That's the plan.”

Rosa fell silent.

Matteo waited because she seemed about to say something.

Instead, her nose moved slightly.

As though she'd caught a smell.

Her eyes shifted toward the kitchen worktop.

The container of beans was still sitting there.

Rosa's eyes widened a little.

“That.”

Matteo glanced behind him.

“The beans?”

“You haven't thrown them away.”

“They were in the refrigerator.”

Rosa stepped farther inside.

She didn't enter the kitchen.

She stopped somewhere between the dining room and the strip curtain and looked at the container.

Her expression was difficult to place.

Something between pleasure and sadness.

“I ate so much of Carlo's minestrone in this place.”

Matteo said nothing.

“I've tried making it at home, you know.”

Rosa seemed almost to be talking to herself.

“Never works. Same beans, same vegetables—or what I think were the same vegetables. Still doesn't taste right.”

Matteo felt slightly uncomfortable.

He had heard too many stories like this since his father died.

Carlo had been kind.

Carlo had cooked well.

Carlo had helped someone.

Carlo had remembered someone.

People kept telling Matteo stories about a father he didn't recognize.

Rosa was doing the same thing.

Without thinking much about it, he said,

“There must be a recipe.”

Rosa looked at him.

“What?”

“My father's recipe. He must've written it down somewhere.”

The idea occurred to Matteo only as he said it.

A recipe.

If he was clearing out the restaurant, perhaps that was something he ought to find too.

If Carlo had personal notes or cooking records, it would be better to look at them before throwing everything away.

Rosa stared at Matteo for a second.

Then she gave a short laugh.

“Your father?”

Matteo frowned slightly.

“What?”

“You think Carlo wrote recipes down?”

He looked at her.

Instead of answering, Rosa glanced at the beans again.

Then she turned toward the door.

“I should go.”

“Okay.”

“Sorry. The funeral was barely yesterday and here I am walking into the restaurant.”

“It's fine.”

Rosa opened the door.

Then stopped.

“Matteo.”

Hearing her use his name so naturally felt odd.

He looked over.

Rosa nodded toward the kitchen.

“If you find it, show me before you throw it away.”

“Find what?”

“How he made the minestrone.”

Matteo took a moment to answer.

Rosa smiled at his expression.

“I'm just curious.”

The bell rang.

The door shut behind her.

Through the glass, Matteo watched Rosa walk slowly down the street and disappear beneath the portico.

Then he looked back at the container on the worktop.

A recipe.

He repeated the word silently.

Of course there would be one.

Carlo had run this place for thirty-two years.

There had to be something.

A notebook.

A pocket diary.

One stained sheet of paper tucked between ledgers.

Matteo began with the drawers beneath the counter.

Rubber bands.

Receipts.

Pens.

A few coins.

The second drawer contained bundled card slips, supplier business cards, and old bank envelopes.

The third held three thick account books.

Matteo opened one.

Dates and numbers covered the pages.

Beans.

Vegetables.

Rice.

Pork.

Mackerel.

Gas.

Repairs.

Supplier names and amounts.

Nothing else.

He closed it.

Then he searched the kitchen shelves.

There he found a small pocket notebook.

Matteo opened it.

Bianchi Produce — 051...

A phone number.

Next page.

Sharpen knives.

Next.

Rosa's salon closed Mondays.

Matteo stopped.

Why had his father written that down?

He turned the page.

Vittorio — late shift.

A circle had been drawn beneath it.

The next page was empty.

Matteo flipped backward again.

There were no recipes.

He checked the cabinets.

Shelves.

The narrow space beside the refrigerator.

Under the microwave.

Between the account books.

Behind an old calendar.

He searched several places where a folded sheet of paper might reasonably have been hidden.

Nothing.

Of course, he had barely begun going through the restaurant.

It was far more likely that he simply hadn't found the recipes yet.

Still, the absence bothered him more than it should have.

Matteo stood in the middle of the kitchen and looked around.

Pots.

Ladles.

Cutting boards.

Knives.

Seasoning containers.

Objects worn smooth by his father's hands were everywhere.

The evidence that Carlo had cooked here for decades filled the entire kitchen.

But Matteo could find nothing explaining how he had cooked.

He took the nearest ladle from its hook.

The stainless-steel handle was slightly bent at the end.

Matteo turned it over in his hand.

There was nothing remarkable about it.

It was just an old ladle.

He hung it back up.

Clink.

The brief metallic sound faded.

The restaurant became silent again.

The container of beans.

The open drawers.

The worn notebook.

A kitchen that refused to answer anything.

Matteo pulled out his phone again.

At the bottom of his closure checklist, he added one more line.

Find recipes.

He put the phone back in his pocket.

Then he opened the refrigerator and returned the container of beans to the top shelf.

Before closing the door, his hand paused.

They were only leftover ingredients.

Nothing more.

In a few days, he might throw them away with everything else.

Matteo slowly closed the refrigerator.

Click.

The low motor hum filled the kitchen again.

He pushed through the faded curtain and stepped back into the dining room.

The six tables remained exactly where they had always been.

Above the entrance, although there was no wind, the little bell moved once.

Very slightly. 
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