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"Good morning ladies and gentlemen on this fine Friday morning the 12th of December 2015. We are expecting sunrise at 05-02 am this morning. The day's high is set to be 90 degrees with a low of 62 degrees. Current conditions are fair with some high cloud cover. Time to get up and at 'em," crackled the voice over the radio.

Matt rolled over and opened his curtains slightly, allowing the early rays of the sun to filter in and lighten up his room. His radio alarm woke him up at 5 am every morning, on cue for the DJ to give his morning weather report. Matt loved waking up on Friday mornings as it signalled the end of the week and he had a whole weekend of non-stop surfing to look forward to. This Friday was special; it was spring tide and the surf forecast was for unusually large waves. 

He had been surfing ever since he was a small boy and had grown up idolizing surfers like Shaun Thompson and Kelly Slater. Matt had hundreds of surfing magazines, from ZigZag to Curl, strewn around his apartment. There was no place you could sit that wouldn't have a magazine within reach. His had adorned his walls with pictures of Pipeline, Waimea Bay and other legendary surf spots. Matt's ultimate dream was to tour Hawaii and surf with the big guns. But today he first had to go to work.

Work for Matt was as a barman in a small restaurant called 'The Shack' that overlooked SuperTubes, the best surf spot in Jeffrey's Bay. Matt had tried many jobs but had never felt comfortable unless he could see the sea. He covered the breakfast and lunch time shift which meant he started early in the morning but also meant that he finished early too. He usually managed to finish work at 5pm which, in the summer, left him with two and a half hours of surfing time.

Matt rolled out of bed and jumped into the shower. He always enjoyed a cold shower in the morning. This got his blood flowing and kept him on his toes. After washing his sun bleached hair and shaving off some of the stubble that had grown during the night, he dried himself and got dressed in his work clothes. 

He tugged at his curtains, opening them fully and letting the full brightness of the sun stream into his room. Matt opened his window and let the fresh sea air blow into his face, his nostrils sucking in all the air he could get - he loved the smell of the sea air. He made himself a cup of instant coffee, black with one spoon of sugar. Matt stood next to his window and looked out at the sea, watching as the waves rolled in and wishing he could be out there surfing. He was hypnotized by the waves and the smell of the sea and had to shake himself awake to break the trance he found himself in.

Walking was the easiest method of transportation for Matt to get to work and it usually took him only a few minutes. He was always the first to get there and normally waited a few minutes for Henry, the owner, to arrive and open up. Today was no exception and Matt sat outside waiting for Henry. He continued to stare at the sea, watching the waves.

"They say they are going to get big today with the spring tide," came a voice from behind, giving Matt a fright.

Matt whirled around and saw Henry standing behind him, his arms filled with parcels of groceries.

"Yes, that's what they say," replied Matt, "and I hope they are right. I have been waiting to surf some real big waves for years."

"Can you give us a hand?" asked Henry, looking down at the keys that were hooked around one of his fingers.

"Yes sure," replied Matt as he grabbed the keys off Henry's finger and opened the padlock on the front door. As he swung the glass door open, he was hit with the stench of stale alcohol and cigarettes that still lingered from the night before.  Matt turned his head away in disgust, the smell making his stomach turn. 

Henry hurried past him, bumping him out of the way, "Sorry Matt but these parcels are heavy," he said as he almost dropped them on the floor.

Matt made his way through the restaurant, dodging some of the spilled beer and wine, to his bar counter at the back of the restaurant. He put on his apron and started to clear away the dirty glasses and ashtrays, placing them on a plastic tray that he could easily slide into the dishwasher. It took him just short of an hour to have his bar area clean and tidy. The rest of the staff had arrived and were busy getting their stations clean and ready for breakfast.

Next up for Matt was his stock-take, and he went to the computer in the back office to print a copy of the stock sheet. He grabbed a pencil from the stationary organizer on the desk and started his morning count. It took another hour before Matt had finished and added what stock he needed for his shift. He walked over to Henry and handed him the stock sheet.

"It must have been busy last night," said Matt as he handed Henry the sheet, "We need lots of stock. It looks like they drank all the Tequila - there is not even one drop left."

Henry took the sheet and looked at it, scratching his head while scanning through it. "Yes it was busy," he replied, "I think I had a few too many Tequila's myself. Can't remember though."

"One of those nights Mr. H?" asked Matt, well aware of the reputation that Henry had in Jeffreys Bay.

"I just can't say no," said Henry, still staring at the stock sheet.

"Do you want me to issue the stock?" asked Matt, offering to offload that duty from Henry.

"If you can that would be great," replied Henry, "I need to sit down for a bit, my head is killing me."

"No problem. Do you have the keys?" asked Matt.

"Yes, here they are," replied Henry as he handed over the keys to the storeroom that held all the liquor, "Please make sure you lock up when you are finished as we have had a lot of stock disappearing recently."

"Yes, disappearing down your throat," muttered Matt to himself.

"What was that?" asked Henry.

"Nothing, just checking which key I need to use," said Matt as he quickly turned around and went to issue his stock from the storeroom. 

Matt issued the stock and carried it to his bar. He packed all the beers, ciders and soft drinks into the fridges, making sure they would be cold once the lunch service started. There is nothing worse than a warm beer. He went through all the liquor bottles on the shelves, arranging each one so they formed a perfectly straight line. Once he satisfied himself that the bar was in perfect condition, he went to Henry to report that he was ready.

"Bar is ready for service," said Matt as he approached Henry who had remained seated, his head between his hands.

Henry looked up at Matt and replied, "Great thanks Matt. Can you help Tracey in the kitchen?"

"No problem," replied Matt, and he turned around and headed towards the kitchen, almost running.

Tracey was Henry's niece and Matt had fancied her from the first day he started working there. At first Tracey ignored him completely, but as time went by, she slowly started to warm to him and now she even talked to him. He burst through the service doors and into the kitchen, almost knocking her over.

"Watch out!" she yelled as Matt came through the door and swerved to his left, narrowly missing her.

"Sorry," said Matt as a he came to a halt, "I didn't see you."

"It's fine, just take it easy next time," replied Tracey.

"Henry said you might need some help, and I have finished preparing the bar. Is there anything I can help you with?" he continued.

"Yes, I need some potatoes peeled. There is a pile over there you can start with," she replied, pointing to a bowl filled to the brim with the largest potatoes Matt had ever seen, "I will help you when I have finished mopping the floor."

"Okay, I will start peeling. Where is the peeler?" he asked.

"Right there next to the bowl, under the dish cloth," replied Tracey.

Matt started peeling the potatoes. He had never peeled a potato before so this was a new learning experience for him. At first he found it quite difficult and kept having to move the potato around to get a clean shave in. Slowly but surely it got easier and when there were only a few left he had mastered the art and could peel a potato in a few seconds. 

As he peeled the last potato and put it in a bowl of water, he suddenly realized that Tracey was still busy mopping the floor. He had been too fast. He wanted to talk to her for a while, just hear her soft voice and smell that sweet perfume that she loved to wear. Matt would use any excuse in the book just to be able to spend some time close to her.

"Anything else you need me to do?" asked Matt as he looked around for another task he could help out with, desperately hoping she would find something so he could hang around a while longer.

"No thanks Matt, I can do the rest," replied Tracey.

"Okay, no problem," said Matt, and he made his way to the kitchen door, pausing just before opening it.

"Tracey," he called out.

"Yes Matt," replied Tracey

"I was wondering what you are doing this afternoon? I hear that that there is a big swell coming in and the waves are going to be huge - something to do with the spring tide. A few of us are going to the beach. Do you want to come with us?" asked Matt, sounding a little awkward.

"Thanks for asking Matt, but I am already going to the beach. Paul asked me yesterday and I said I would go with him," replied Tracey.

"Sure, no problem," said Matt
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