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The Breeze The Locals Hate 

 

The breeze, heavy with sea dew, 

Swells the door jambs and 

Rusts the screen door hinges  

And patio furniture, 

Announcing to vacationers 

That paying extra, 

Is worth it to be 

So close to the water that 

Leaving the window open 

Makes the bedclothes damp. 

 

 
  


