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excuse me
i forgot your name again –
excuse me 
can i have a light
and what was that you said?

excuse me –
i think you dropped a glove –
excuse me –
you’re standing on my foot –
i’d like to move –

excuse me –
but i think i’m overrun
in excuses when i really
do not want
to be excused –

pardon me –
but have you got
a quarter
for three nickels
and a dime?
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