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I can be iambic when I want to
be. Another day, another dolor…
The forgotten man has been: forsaken.
The forsaken man has been: forgotten.
For heaven's forsake [n]. Looky, looky,
everything's très mystique. Usury for
you? Misery for me. Agita for
breakfast? Telos for dinner. What price, tag?
Wake me when the narcoleptics arrive.
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