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FRIDAY EARLY OPENER 
There are old smells 

of stale ash and beer 

on fingers as they wind around the glasses 

at the harbour early opener. 

the lights are dull 

and cast deep shadows 
over the faces of the night shift. 

The quiet whispers are disturbed 

by the young man 

who enters, looking for the loo 

and leaves without buying a beer. 
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