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Claire heard the commotion and raised her head from scribbling on the parchment. She frowned at the whirl of red robes hustling from one end of the alchemical workshop to the other. “I thought you were going to make my life miserable for the next few hours. Did that change? Have you gained a heart?” Claire said.

Ethan stopped so abruptly in the middle of the room that it looked like he had run into an invisible wall. He swept his hand through his mat of auburn curls that looked like a dried mop after a windy day. He squeezed his curls together at the back of his head as if he was going to tie them into a bun, but let go of them before doing so. He always did that when nervous. 

“I have an important meeting with Arcanist Myrris and Arcanist Naimon.” Ethan was paler than usual. No doubt he had forgotten about the meeting. Claire loved to see Ethan’s worry. He deserved to worry.

“Who have you appointed to ensure that I don’t make any mistakes with this oh-so-difficult and exciting task of weighing ingredients?”

His eyes swept over the uneven piles of dried herbs scattered about the table, none of which contained properties to create the types of potions that interested Claire. 

“You will be on your own.”

Claire hid her smile behind a curtain of her golden hair. “I thought I’m too careless to be left alone.” 

“You will have all of those ingredients measured before I return.” 

“What? All of that?” 

“Yes,” he said, but his attention was on the alchemy set in the middle of the room.

“Do not touch the alchemy set. Do not boil water. Do not distill. In fact, do not even look in that direction.” 

“I’m an alchemist! With so many no’s, how can a girl know what she should do?” 

He faced Claire with a stern expression locked on his face. “I’m serious, Initiate Claire. You are on thin ice with the Arcanists. I’m counting on you to be able to supervise yourself today.” He swiped Claire’s lab journal off the desk. 

“I need that!” Claire complained.

“The Arcanists want to see it. Besides, you only need that logbook today for recording.”

Claire looked at the thick book which was open to a blank page waiting for her. She shivered.

Ethan slapped his Phrygian cap on top of his auburn curls. The fold sat crookedly to the side, making his oversized red robes look even more ridiculous. But, Claire didn’t find the need to waste words on correcting her mentor’s outfit. 

At the doorway, Ethan paused, one hand gripping the edge of the door. Standing at full height, he struck an imposing figure. He opened his mouth, about to say something, then closed it. 

“Behave,” he growled as if she were his pet dog, pointing at her with a straight index finger jutting past his loose red sleeve.

Even as Claire flinched, an electric shiver ran down her back. Ethan hardly talked to her in such a commanding tone. By the time she thought to respond, the door had already closed. 

Claire stared at the door for a long while, her quill still hovering above where her lab journal had been. Ethan often returned with some forgotten item, usually a quill, his cap, or a scroll of parchment.

When a few minutes had passed without Ethan returning, Claire leapt from her seat. She had a whole day free to herself. 













