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The espresso is hot and the truths are hotter.
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To the people I’ve met in the bakery— not just patrons, but characters, confidants, and catalysts. Each one distinct, each one unforgettable. From the quiet nods to the loud debates, from the espresso philosophers to the corneto comedians— you’ve all shaped this book in ways you may never know. 

To the owners, who kept the ovens warm and the doors open, and who made space for stories to rise alongside the bread.

To Catch (alias), for being a good friend well over the years— steady, insightful, and always a few steps ahead in relationships, in life, and in the quiet art of knowing what matters.

To the wonderful community of Woodbridge, whose rituals, rhythms, and resilience have nourished more than just stories.

To Michael Vincent Quattro, with deep thanks for the permission to include incidents based on moments in time in your life story— your generosity and truth added depth and grace to these pages.

To Sebastian Zeppieri, my lifelong best friend and moral compass, whose spark lit the first idea for this book and whose presence has been integral to its heart and rhythm.

“Le parole sono come il pane—vanno condivise.”  Words are like bread—they’re meant to be shared.

Italian isn’t just a language—it’s a melody. It sings. And so do the lives that inspired these pages.

This book is for you. For the stories we lived, the ones we imagined, and the ones we’re still shaping together.

With gratitude, a splash of espresso, and a cannoli crumb on my notebook—

for the characters who walked in for coffee and stayed for the story,

—Ozzie
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Worn but not broken--every struggle shapes a story.
















  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        The Bakery at the Edge of Forever
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        The Woodbridge Italian Bakery
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Red Ink and Olive Oil
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Bread, Espresso, and a Dash of Doom
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Espresso and other Emotional Disasters
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Buyer’s Remorse and Espresso Shots
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Espresso, Grazie
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        The Crystal Cabinet
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        The Ego at the Door
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        No Shovel in the Ground
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        The Blonde Awakening
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        Una Ventura
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        Unfinished
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14.
        
        The Cost of Leaving
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        15.
        
        Entitlement Café
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        16.
        
        The Envelope
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        17.
        
        Flash and the Match
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        18.
        
        The Cannoli Verdict
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        19.
        
        The Inspector
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        20.
        
        Hockey Teaches You About Life
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        21.
        
        The Hungry Hustler
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        22.
        
        The Feud-Off
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        23.
        
        The Gelato Doctrine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        24.
        
        The Franchise Offer
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        25.
        
        Oil-Stained Wisdom
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        26.
        
        The Parmesan Job
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        27.
        
        Lucky Legs
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        28.
        
        I Love You, Twice
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        29.
        
        The Pizza Formation
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        30.
        
        Taxed to Death
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        31.
        
        Smiley and the Asphalt Shift
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        32.
        
        The Measure of a Man
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        33.
        
        The Godfather's Seat
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        34.
        
        The Song That Never Dies
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        35.
        
        The Bitch Session
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        36.
        
        The Reflection Table
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        37.
        
        Stacks and Subtext
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        38.
        
        The Barber and the Breakdown
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        39.
        
        The Roar of the Room
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        40.
        
        The Return of Birdie
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        41.
        
        Corruption and Cannoli
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        42.
        
        The Price of the Wall
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        43.
        
        The Cappuccino Caper
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        44.
        
        Balls and Banter
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        45.
        
        How to Drink Like a Roman
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        46.
        
        Travel is a Trap—and a Treasure
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        47.
        
        The Weight of Memory and Silence
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        48.
        
        Table Banter
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        49.
        
        The Debate Chamber
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        50.
        
        Foreplay for Food
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        51.
        
        Late for Lunch, Right on Time
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        52.
        
        The Return of Mr. Mirror
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        53.
        
        The Hydromassage Incident
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        54.
        
        Diva and the Diagnosis
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        55.
        
        Espresso, Echoes, and the Weight of Grace
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        56.
        
        The Stapled Bag
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        57.
        
        Espresso and Backbone
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        58.
        
        Postscript — from Writer’s notebook
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also by Ozzie Logozzo
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    

  


  
  

The Bakery at the Edge of Forever
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Writer pulls into the lot off Woodbridge Lane and parks facing the bakery—a squat, sunlit building that smells like memory. The car hums with quiet voltage, barely a whisper. Just a silent glide into place, like a thought settling in. He doesn’t come often, but when he does, it’s always to see Catch. Today feels different. 

He doesn’t move. He stays seated, hands resting on the wheel, eyes fixed on the entrance as if waiting for a sign, or a ghost, or maybe just the right moment.

People come and go. A woman in scrubs exits with a paper bag tucked under her arm. A man in a windbreaker leans against the brick wall, sipping espresso from a tiny white cup. The bakery breathes in and out, like a living thing—flour in its lungs, stories in its bones.

Writer watches.

He spots Squiggly slipping inside, his gait unmistakable. A moment later, Diva arrives—coat draped over her arm, sunglasses perched on her head. She pauses at the door, glances back at the street, then disappears inside.

It’s lunch hour. No doubt Catch’s Corner is in full session—opinions flying, cups clinking, stories blooming like wildflowers in espresso soil.

Writer exhales.

He thinks about the novels he’s written. The characters he’s invented. The scenes he’s stitched together from fragments of overheard conversations and imagined lives. He’s always borrowed pieces—moments, voices, gestures—and scattered them across fictional landscapes.

But this place… this bakery… this table…

It deserves more.

Not fragments. Not cameos. A book.

A whole book.

A collection of stories rooted in the grit, honesty, and power of Catch’s Corner. In the Woodbridge Italian Bakery, replete with truth serum, espresso, and bodily sustenance—cannoli and pastries of marvelous assortment, exquisite to the palate and sacred to the soul.

He sees Armani now, holding the door for someone. Red’s voice echoes faintly from inside, unmistakable even through glass.

Writer smiles.

He reaches for his messenger bag, slings it over his shoulder, and steps out of the car. The September air is warm, touched with flour and roasted tomato. The door clicks shut behind him—still no sound but the wind and the low murmur of life inside.

He walks toward the bakery, ready.

Ready to listen harder. To write deeper. To immortalize the stories that flower in this place—stories of everyday, genuine, kind folks who speak volumes without ever trying to.

The bell above the door rings as he enters.

Inside, the bakery is alive.








  
  

The Woodbridge Italian Bakery
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The bakery breathes. 

It exhales warmth through the hiss of the espresso machine, the clink of porcelain cups, and the scent of sugar and steam rising from trays of cannoli and sfogliatelle. The glass display case glows under soft lights, filled with pastries so perfect they look sculpted. A long loaf of sliced bread stretches across the counter like a dare. Behind it, the cousins move with practiced rhythm—kneading, pouring, plating—while the front hums with life. Just beyond the counter, Table 5 waits—quiet for now, but gravitational.

TickerTape, in his signature black polo and pants, darts between stations like a conductor with flour on his sleeves and a permanent five o’clock shadow. Controller mans the register, bald and bearded, flashing his beguiling smile at every customer like a magician revealing a card. Warden floats from table to table, clapping backs, charming seniors, and barking orders to the staff with the flair of a maître d’ and the authority of a general.

At Table 5, the gravitational center of the bakery, Catch sits like a mountain—cannoli in hand, glasses perched low, white-trimmed beard dusted with sugar. He doesn’t own the place, but he owns the room. Around him, the regulars form a horseshoe of banter and espresso shots.

Writer, lean and composed, scribbles in a notebook between sips, occasionally muttering lines like “That’s a metaphor, not a memory.” Student, belly pressed against the table’s edge, laughs too loud and too long. He’s been retired longer than he was ever enrolled, but still eager to remind Writer of his classroom antics. Red, black-haired and bright-eyed, leans in with the warmth of someone who genuinely likes people, though no one can agree why he’s called Red. Armani, dressed in jeans that somehow look tailored by angels, scrolls through his phone, waiting for a call from a client who probably owns a yacht. Diva, perched like royalty, surveys the room with a raised brow and a voice that slices through nonsense like a knife through tiramisu. Maven, the outspoken server, balances plates and punchlines, chiming in with commentary that’s half sarcasm, half sermon.

Catch is mid-story, gesturing like a maestro. “So I tell the guy, ‘You’re not buying a house…you’re buying a lifelong headache with a mortgage.’”

The espresso machine hisses, perfectly timed. Laughter ripples. Red raises his cup. “To Catch,” he says.

A breath. A pause. The espresso machine hisses again.

Then the wall explodes.

A sound like thunder. Bricks shatter. Dust blooms. A car’s front fender punches through the side wall, absurd and violent, headlights blinking like stunned eyes. Plates crash. A woman screams. Chairs scrape and clatter, a chorus of panic. Cannoli tumble like dominoes.

Catch is already on his feet.

He moves through the front door and around the building, slow but deliberate, surveying the damage like a foreman inspecting a job site. The regulars follow, blinking in the sunlight. Customers scatter. The cousins shout, trying to herd people back. Inside the car, an elderly man sits slumped, dazed but upright. Blood beads at his temple. His lips move slowly, repeating: “I thought I was in reverse.”

Sirens rise. Red and blue lights strobe against the mural of Italy’s World Cup victories—1982, 2006, 2022—now lit like a crime scene.

Catch turns to the crowd. He claps once—sharp, commanding. “He’s okay,” he says. “Let the pros do their job.”

He turns to the regulars, dust settling in his beard like ash. “Back inside. We’re not letting one fender ruin a good afternoon.”

They trail him through the door, dazed but obedient, back to the glow of the bakery and the hum of Table 5. The espresso machine still works. Catch orders seven shots, extra strong. Maven nods, hands trembling. She whispers something—half prayer, half punchline—but no one hears it.

They sit again, the wall now a jagged wound behind them. Catch raises his cup. “To reverse,” he says.

The laughter is soft, uncertain—but real.

Outside, the crowd disperses. Inside, the bakery breathes again. The espresso is bitter and hot, grounding them. The mural still smiles. The cannoli still glisten.

Red leans in, eyes wide. “So... does this count as drive-thru now?”

Catch doesn’t miss a beat. “Only if he orders a panino.”

Laughter erupts—this time louder, freer. And Catch, unshaken, begins another story.








  
  

Red Ink and Olive Oil
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Aristotle leans back in his chair, swirling the last of his espresso like it’s aged scotch. “You know, I didn’t make this one up—it’s an old Soviet joke, but it still kills me.” 

He straightens, lowering his voice like he’s letting the whole bakery in on a secret. “So, this guy gets shipped off to Siberia. Before he goes, he tells his friend, ‘Look, they’ll be censoring my letters. If I write in blue ink, it means what I say is true. If I write in red ink, it means I’m lying.’ Simple, right?”

He taps the table for effect. “A few months later, his friend gets a letter written neatly in blue ink: ‘Life here is perfect. The food is rich, the vodka flows, the work is easy, and everyone is happy.’ Then, at the very end, he adds—‘The only problem is… there’s no red ink.’”

The laughter that follows isn’t just about the punchline—it’s about the slyness of surviving with a wink when the walls have ears.

Writer wipes his eyes, still chuckling. “Honestly, that’s how I feel reading some real estate listings. Everything’s perfect—except there’s no red ink.”

Catch raises an eyebrow. “Still bitter about the market?”

Writer nods. “I feel for first-time buyers. Some agents won’t share commission, so the buyer—already stretched—has to pay for their own representation. It’s brutal.”

Catch shrugs. “You should’ve kept your real estate license active.”

Writer snorts. “Not on your life. The last thing I need is acidity and toxicity in my retirement years.”

Armani perks up. “Have you ever tried a drop of olive oil or butter in your espresso? Kills the acidity. Boosts your health.”

Rosso, the retired baker and barista, leans in. “Wait—what? Is that a thing?”

Writer and Armani nod in unison. “Absolutely.”

Rosso stands up, grabbing his coat. “I’m going home to try it right away.”

Writer gestures toward the counter. “Why not here?”

Rosso grins. “Because no one makes better espresso than me. Not even the Woodbridge Italian Bakery.”

Maven passes by with a tray and smirks. “Careful, Rosso. That’s heresy in this house.”

Hex waves off a piece of pastry Catch is offering. “Can’t. Got a hockey game tonight. Beer league opener.”

Catch raises the plate. “Then you need the carbs.”

Hex shakes his head. “Nope. I need spaghetti. You know something—Leafs opener is only weeks away.”

The entire table groans in unison.

“Espresso!” they shout, like a choir of caffeinated skeptics.

Aristotle raises his cup. “Make mine a double. I’ll need it to survive another season of ‘This is our year.’”

Writer doesn’t blink. “The Leafs haven’t won the Cup since before espresso was invented.”

Catch adds, “At this point, I think the Stanley Cup is just a myth—like Atlantis, or punctual contractors.”

They all laugh, clink cups, and sip like it’s the only thing in Toronto that delivers under pressure.

The lunch rush rolls on. Outside, the traffic honks. Inside, the espresso flows—and the banter never retires.
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The lunch crowd has thinned, but Table Five remains lively. The regulars are deep in conversation, espresso cups half-full, laughter bubbling between bites of biscotti. The scent of fresh bread wafts from the kitchen, warm and comforting. 

The door swings open, and in walks a woman dressed in dark colors—black cardigan, charcoal slacks, and sensible shoes. Her gait is slow, deliberate. She heads toward the bread counter, scanning the shelves with the precision of someone who knows exactly what she wants.

Catch spots her immediately. “Signora!” he calls out, waving her over. “Come join us.”

She hesitates, clutching her purse, then walks over with a sigh.

Catch gestures to the group. “Everyone, this is Nonna Niente—because she minds her own business and asks nothing of anyone.”

She nods politely, settling into the offered chair. “I just came for bread.”

Catch smiles. “And now you’ve come for company. How’s your day going?”

She shrugs. “I’m getting old. My hip hurts. Maybe it’s best I die now and save everyone the trouble.”

Armani leans in. “What you need is friends to take your mind off daily troubles.”

She shakes her head. “My friends have problems too. I just came back from a funeral.”

Diva, concerned, asks, “Who passed?”

“My friend’s son-in-law.”

Red frowns. “From what?”

“I don’t know,” she says flatly. “I don’t ask.”

Student blinks. “Why not?”

“It’s none of my business. If they want to tell me, fine. But I don’t butt my nose into another family’s affairs.”

Student presses, “But you said she was your friend.”

“Yeah. My best friend.”

“So why didn’t you ask?”

She shrugs again. “None of my business.”

Catch waves over Maven. “Bring Nonna an espresso and a loaf of bread fresh from the oven. Put it on my bill.”

She protests. “No, no, I didn’t come to sit. I came to buy.”

Catch smiles. “Then consider it a gift.”

Rocky chimes in. “You know the best remedy for a sore hip is walking. The more you walk, the more the pain dissipates. Do you live nearby?”

“Just down by the corner. Ten minutes.”

“So you walked here?”

“No, no. I took my car.”

“But it’s a beautiful day. Why not just walk it? It’s great for your health.”

She scoffs. “Me? And have everybody see me? A crotchety old lady walking alone?”

Diva leans in gently. “I don’t think anyone would care. Didn’t you walk everywhere in Italy as a young girl?”

“Yes, but I was younger. I walked even here when my husband was alive. But now I’m...” Her voice catches, and tears well up. She dabs her eyes with a tissue.

Armani softens. “So how do you keep busy these days?”

“Oh, I go to funerals. I visit sick friends—on my daughter’s insistence. And I shop with her whenever she needs company.”

Catch raises an eyebrow. “What do you do for company? Do you go to the community centre?”

“I used to. But the woman I’d go with now stays home to take care of her invalid husband. La vecchiaia è una brutta cosa.”

Diva offers, “How about getting a dog to keep you company?”

“Sei pazza!” she exclaims. “Dogs scare me. Except my daughter’s little one. He goes nuts whenever he sees me. Shows more pleasure than either of my kids.”

She sighs. “They buy me things. Like a new TV. It doesn’t work. But they think that’s love.”

“My daughter does spend time with me. But my son... well. He’s a man.”

The men at the table exchange guilty glances.

Diva asks, “If the TV is new, why doesn’t it work?”

“I don’t ask.”

Catch chuckles. “Would you like a pastry?”

She checks her watch. “But it’s past lunch and not dinner time. You shouldn’t eat except three times a day.”

Catch teases, “There’s a pistachio cannoli to die for.”

She waves him off. “No thanks. I’m already dying.” She smiles faintly, like it’s both a joke and a truth.

She pauses, then adds, “Did you see the news? A young man—shot in the neck. Married. Two kids. And a girl—stabbed on the subway. What’s this world come to? Everybody killing everybody. Major chaos.”

The table falls quiet for a moment.

Then Nonna stands, smoothing her cardigan. “Thank you all for the nice chat. It’s good to talk to people who still have their teeth.”

She shuffles toward the door, bread tucked under her arm, espresso untouched.

Catch raises his cup. “To Nonna Niente—proof that silence can still speak volumes.”

Writer adds, “And that even doom tastes better with espresso.”
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Writer finally caves. 

“All right,” he says, setting down his pen. “I’ll take that espresso.”

Catch doesn’t say a word. He just winks at Mave, who nods and disappears behind the counter like she’s been waiting for this moment all week.

Red raises his cup. “Welcome to the dark roast side.”

The espresso arrives—short, hot, and unapologetically strong. Writer lifts it like it’s a sacred object.

“You know,” Catch says, “in Italy, coffee isn’t just a drink. It’s a moment. A gesture. A declaration of existence.”

Diva leans in. “Here we go.”

“In the morning,” Catch continues, “the bar smells of espresso and every ‘buongiorno’ is born next to the steam rising from the machine. It’s not a habit. It’s a ritual.”

Writer sips. “This is the most dramatic beverage I’ve ever met.”

Armani, who’s been quiet, suddenly speaks. “To say ‘we have a coffee’ doesn’t mean just drinking something together. It means giving ourselves time. Even if it’s two minutes standing at the counter.”

Red squints. “Is this a TED Talk or an espresso fest?”

Armani ignores him. “It’s a break from work. An invitation to confidence. Even the words change. A ‘black’ in Trieste. A ‘Neapolitan’ in Naples. Every region gives it a name. Every city interprets it. But everywhere, it remains a symbol of closeness.”

Diva raises her cup. “So what’s this one called? A ‘Vaughan Vortex’?”

Catch chuckles. “Coffee is also body language. The Italian drinks it distracted, takes it between his fingers, looks at it, inhales. Sips slowly. That gesture says, ‘I’m here with you now.’”

Writer nods. “I’m here with you now. And also slightly vibrating.”

Armani smiles. “And if you’re a guest in a house, offering you a coffee is the most direct way to say, ‘You’re welcome.’”

Red says, “Unless it’s decaf. Then it’s a passive-aggressive insult.”

Diva laughs. “Decaf is what you serve someone when you want them to leave quietly.”

Maven passes by with a tray and mutters, “Or when you’re out of patience but still polite.”

Catch continues, undeterred. “The strength of this little rite lies in its brevity. It doesn’t take time—but it creates it.”

Writer scribbles: Espresso—liquid time machine with a side of existential clarity.

Armani’s gaze drifts. He continues. “Have you ever listened to an Italian song and found yourself with tears in your eyes, without knowing why? With your heart beating hard, as if you were singing your own story?”

Red blinks. “I cried once during a pizza commercial. Does that count?”

Armani shakes his head. “Italian songs are not just words and music. They are poems. Fragments of soul.”

Diva says, “Fragments of soul and a lot of dramatic hand gestures.”

Armani presses on. “Take Caruso by Lucio Dalla. It talks about love, goodbye, destruction. Listen to these words: ‘I love you very much, but so much, you know.’ It’s Neapolitan. Sweet. Heartbreaking. A love so great it burns the heart.”

Writer murmurs, “Sounds like my last attempt at sourdough.”

Red raises his cup. “To burning hearts and boiling water.”

Catch nods. “To espresso—the only legal stimulant that comes with poetry.”

They clink cups. The steam rises. The moment holds.

And just like that, Table 5 becomes a little more Italian, a little more caffeinated, and a lot more ridiculous.
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