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For every student who ever moaned in quiet pain behind cruel and unforgiving teachers and parents—

For every student who ever groaned at a flashcard—

May these stories make the words stick, not sting.
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Preface
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Welcome to SAT Word Crimes II: Rhyme and Retribution – 45 Poems That Commit Vocabulary Mischief, the poetic partner to our original collection of short stories, SAT Word Crimes: 18 Stories That Commit Vocabulary Mischief.

––––––––
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This book is built on a simple but powerful idea: when words come alive through rhythm, rhyme, and story, they stick. Vocabulary doesn't have to be boring lists or endless flashcards—it can be mischievous, musical, and memorable. Each of the 45 poems in this book is carefully crafted to showcase high-frequency SAT vocabulary in context, letting students feel the tone and grasp the meaning intuitively.

––––––––
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Across the two volumes, you’ll find the same set of 496 essential SAT vocabulary words, now presented through a different lens—one that's lyrical, humorous, and just a little criminal. Think of this collection as a poetic playground where serious words learn to loosen up.

––––––––
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So step inside the courtroom of verse. The rhymes may be playful, but the learning is real.
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How to Use This Book

[image: ]




Each of the 45 poems in this book is packed with boldfaced vocabulary words—these are the culprits you’re here to investigate. Each word is one of the 496 SAT-level vocabulary terms also featured in our companion storybook, and they’re placed deliberately to highlight their tone, meaning, and usage.

Here’s how to get the most out of every poem:

––––––––
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🔍 1. Read First for Rhythm

Start by simply reading the poem aloud or silently. Let the rhythm and imagery guide you. Even if you don’t know all the boldfaced words, try to get a general feel for the speaker’s attitude, the mood, and the meaning.

––––––––
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📖 2. Focus on the Boldfaced Words

Each poem contains about 11–12 boldfaced vocabulary terms. Don’t skim them—study them. Ask yourself:


	What do I think this word means here?

	Does the tone seem serious, sarcastic, silly, formal?

	What clues does the line give me?



✏️ 3. Look Them Up, Write Them Down

After guessing based on context, verify the definitions in the glossary (coming soon!) or with a trusted dictionary. Write a sentence of your own using each word. The more you engage, the more you remember.

––––––––
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🎭 4. Perform or Parody

Try performing the poem aloud or rewriting a stanza in your own words using synonyms. Better yet, write your own version with new vocabulary. This active creativity locks the meaning into memory.

––––––––
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🧠 5. Revisit and Reinforce

Poems are short but layered—don’t read them just once. Come back later and see if your understanding has deepened or changed.

––––––––
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📚 6. Use the Appendix for Deeper Insight. 

At the back of this book, you’ll find an appendix that provides explanations, thematic breakdowns, and vocabulary notes for every poem. Think of it as your detective’s case file: it not only clarifies tricky lines and words but also shows you how themes, devices, and tone fit together. If the poem feels mysterious, the appendix can unlock its meaning and give you strategies for how to interpret similar texts on the SAT.



Tip: Pair this book with SAT Word Crimes (Volume I), which features 18 short stories using the same vocabulary list in narrative form. Between the two, you’ll gain multiple exposures to each word—first through plot, now through poetry.

Remember: mastering SAT vocabulary doesn’t have to feel like punishment. Sometimes, it’s a little crime that makes the word stick.
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Section I. The Quiet Quandary: Internal Conflict and Ambivalence 
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This section introduces the core emotional journey of the collection: a state of indecision and inner turmoil. The poems here grapple with a sense of being lost, misunderstood, or trapped by one's past. They set the stage for the conflicts to come.
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The Anomaly of the Soul
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The hapless soul, a tentative breath,

Seeks to avoid a preventable death.

It lies dormant, an inactive form,

To restrain the coming of the storm.

––––––––
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A wily mind, a licentious thought,

With superficial promises, is bought.

It tries to simulate a truth untold,

A quantity of lies that will not hold.

––––––––
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The life we have, a jumbotron grand,

A prominent display in this great land.

We must demarcate the truths we find,

And leave the unoriginal behind.

––––––––
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The persistent search, we must determine to see,

The veracity of our destiny.

The probability of the soul's ascent,

Is a recognizable, great ascent.

––––––––
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We cannot circumvent the final test,

To replenish the weary, fettered breast.

In deciding our fate, we reach the nadir,

To find a future that is more than dear.

––––––––
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It is a calculation, ubiquitous to the soul,

A measured life that makes us whole.
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A Quiet Quandary
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A quiet quandary in a small,

Unintended room, where shadows crawl.

My soul in ambivalence sits, a quiet hum,

Awaiting the change I know will come.

From an abstract past, an accidental turn,

A lesson in forbearance to unlearn.

––––––––
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I overlook the whispers, offhand and cruel,

The neglect that makes my spirit feel

Like an old, inexpensive coat, worn thin.

But from a deeper place, a strength begins.

It will prevail, this truth I know,

A seed of self to plant and grow.

––––––––
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I will reciprocate the good I find,

A responsive heart, a resilient mind.

The inevitable pain, it will abate,

When I stand bold against a cruel, false fate.

I am a paradigm of strength, a new design,

My spirit corroborates this truth, this life is mine.

––––––––
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The antecedent of my being, a fragile thing,

Can no longer hinder the truths I sing.

The implicit lessons, I now highlight for all to see,

To span the distance from who I was to who I'll be.

This mawkish sentiment I can now repress,

And from this apex of my soul's great test,

I’ll find my home and relocate with grace,

To a better, truer, more expensive place.
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The Fragile Heart
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A neophyte in this great, weary world, I stand,

A deficient soul, with a fragile and trembling hand.

My quiet faith, a tangential thing,

Cannot foster the love songs that I wish to sing.

And so my thoughts, a dynamic and confused discord,

I cannot retain the grace of a single word.

––––––––
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My heart is sturdily built, but my love's a fruitless quest,

I contradict my own desire, I put myself to the test.

I cannot oust this sorrow, nor conceal my pain,

And I find myself, a beggar, in a manageable rain.

I am an observant fool, to approximate a truth,

A winsome and innocuous dream from my youth.

––––––––
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I will not delegate this sadness to another's care,

Nor will I dispute the truth that I must bear.

I must indicate my brokenness, for all the world to see,

A redoubtable foe I have become, against a false identity.

I will find a neutrality in a silent, empty space,

And find the linchpin of my truth, in this impecunious grace.
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The Conflated Heart
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My father,

a demagogue

of obsolete truths,

––––––––
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does

announce

his warranted lies.

––––––––
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an earnest boy

derived

from his maudlin dream,

––––––––
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a negligent truth

that an extensive sadness

cannot conceal.

––––––––
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he represses his tears

( an undeniable grief )

––––––––
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for he acknowledges

the way his past

is analogous

to his.

––––––––
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an intriguing lie

he tries to compose,

––––––––
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a spurious smile

to hoard his sins,

with evidence

already obsolete.

––––––––
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his words:

an intricate web

that discourages hope.

––––––––
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his candid soul

is stymied

by his father’s

arcane rules.

––––––––
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his pragmatic ways,

conflated

with a false sobriety,

––––––––
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will not

transform

his heart.
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The Unwritten Word
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The sun, a

sensitive coin,

a half-moon,

did not

accommodate

the cloud's slow passing.

A shadow,

an inadequate thing,

it held the light.

––––––––
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This

catastrophic dark—

I could not

interpret its intent.

––––––––
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It was a

legitimate act of nature,

a sky’s own way

to surrender.

––––––––
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I stood,

a pariah in my own home,

a representative

of a failed pact.

––––––––
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The wind,

adversarial,

cold on my cheek,

a critical whisper,

a disagreement on the rise.

––––––––
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My past,

an elusive shape,

a congruity

I try to preserve,

but I am

committed

to this moment.

––––––––
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The memory,

a heterogeneous crowd,

I cannot

rescind its voices,

its amusing truths.

––––––––
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They proclaim

and distract,

a notional largesse

in my mind.

––––––––

[image: ]


I have come

to encounter this stillness,

a sanction

on my past,

––––––––
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and I will not let

a supplement

influence

the way I see.

––––––––
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The

advantageous quiet

is enough.
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Section II. The Adversarial World: External Forces and Social Critique 
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Moving from internal struggle, this section explores how the outside world and other people can cause distress. The poems here examine societal pressures, deceit, and the pain caused by others.
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The Misunderstood Heart
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From hills and dales where breezes blow,

And universal streams do flow,

A quiet quiescence does comprise

The earth and sun and endless skies.

The silence can an eloquent soul evoke,

A sacred trust, an ancient yoke.

––––––––
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The misanthropic man, with soul of gray,

Will refuse the light that shows the way.

With fractious spirit, he will agitate

Against the peace, and incite all hate.

This peripheral despair we feel,

A wuthering wind, a knell that's real.

––––––––
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For hearts of complexity, and minds secretive,

A simple faith they cannot live.

Their impenetrable darkness starts

To saturate the simple hearts.

They postulate a rudimentary despair,

And yodel sorrows on the air.

––––––––
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And so we produce a wodge of lies,

To withdraw from truths before our eyes.

But peace and good can still prevail,

If we will encourage virtue's trail.

––––––––
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For every ill is explicable and plain,

And every good shall cleanse the stain.
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The Recalcitrant Heart
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All things bright and beautiful, the little creatures too,

The jacaranda in the sun, of brilliant purple hue.

The Lord made all the flowers, each leaf and every stem,

To conform to his own law, to regulate them.

––––––––
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How man, with mendacious heart, and spirit torpid, so,

Does seek to bilk his neighbour, with perpetual lies below.

He will distressed his soul with strife, with words pejorative and cold,

And leave the world precarious and all its grace unsold.

––––––––
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But we must not succumb to the debauch of foolish ways,

Nor let them inhibit grace throughout our mortal days.

For we can see his wisdom in all that we perceive,

A wondrous synchronization, if only we believe.

––––––––
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The recalcitrant of heart, to foolishness adhere,

And underscore their will to bring a constant doubt and fear.

They invent a simple theory, and discount the truth they hold,

And think they can foretell the future, as if all is bought and sold.

––––––––
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The ineffectual mind will find no rest, but only fret,

And with imaginative schemes they will compound their debt.

They will never find their peace, their souls will be so tried,

For lack of simple deliberation when they cast their faith aside.
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The Drover's Disappointment 
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I met a chap whose ostensible aim

was to abate the drover's simple lot,

he offered deals, no two of them the same,

and spoke of wealth that wasn't worth a jot.

––––––––
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He'd postulate a truth, a novel way to live,

and talk of wealth's great zenith he could see,

his methods were a predatory thing to give,

and were the very cause of his own perfidy.

––––––––
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He promised help for my impecunious state,

with gratuitous advice that seemed to shine,

he'd highlight flaws and invalidate my fate,

with an indisputable lie, a disastrous sign.

––––––––
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My resolve began to prolong, but it was weak,

this egregious fraud I had to concede,

he had a tangential tale that was unique,

that would invalidate and discourage any need.

––––––––
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He would assemble his own crew to mimic a truth,

and would impersonate a friend with ease,

and I could not disagree with his words, for I was a youth,

and he would take my money in all he sees.

––––––––
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The probability of my return was a slim one,

as the embezzlement was not an explicable thing.

It was all inexpensive talk that would get the job done,

and leave me with an empty pocket, and no ring.

––––––––
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It was an expensive lesson I had to learn,

this implicit feeling that I should have known,

that I should have been more cautious and not so young,

when I trusted a man who was all alone.
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Jones’s Red Wheelbarrow
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The Red Wheelbarrow

by the gate,

a small garden

bereft

of a solid reform

––––––––
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My neighbor, Mr. Jones,

sanctimonious and cold,

is bereft of his wife’s attention,

a paucity of love, a regrettable

truth that I can only hypothesize

––––––––
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He tries to exemplify

the virtues of his life,

but I dismiss his intangible

cause

it is just a subtle way

to upbraid the world

for a questionable

happiness he sees

in others.

––––––––
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He is trying to redress

a wrong, a notional pain,

a hurt that is insignificant

in the grand scheme of things.

––––––––
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The onset of dusk

is the zenith

of a day acquired

by a regrettable exaggerate

of the truth.

––––––––
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He has been uberized

by his own mind,

a maudlin soul

who wants to be seen

for his regrettable choices,

––––––––
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haunted by the commercialization

of every virtue, every deed—

and I can only

validate his pain

––––––––
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And find a way to obfuscate

the true meaning of his words,

to remember the rare camaraderie

we once shared,

––––––––

[image: ]


And find a way to occupy

my time with other thoughts,

for it is a paramount goal

to avoid his sadness,

and zap away his thoughts.
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The Demagogue 
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The man is a demagogue.

A knave from some story of yore.

––––––––
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The talk is garrulous,

a sound that is elusive.

I am receptive

to its imperceptible hum.

––––––––
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He would denigrate the world.

His lies buttress the wall,

a diaphanous lie.

––––––––
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The complexity is ornamental.

The premeditated innocuous smile.

The impending truth he tries to restrain.

––––––––
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He is a maverick, he says,

but his strength is ineffectual.

I underscore my need

to be impartial.

––––––––
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I must not let him distract me.

I must corroborate the facts.

To recant is to lose my very form.

––––––––
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The overtly false word.

The peripheral promise.

I need to surpass it all.

––––––––

[image: ]


This quiet resilient thing.

I must find an accuracy

and let nothing distract me.
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The City’s Jabber
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My dreams, a novel thing,

have an impending fear.

I feel the city's jabber,

a prudent kind of sneer.

––––––––
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They cajole you into their kind of life,

A deceptive unintended strife.

Their unpredictable nature

is a concerning kind of fever.

––––––––
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I am a yokel in this city's eyes,

A man who wants a truth,

not another one of their lies.

Their impartial justice is a hegemony

of a truth that I repudiate.

––––––––
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I surmise their power,

their unimportant kind of fame,

their fruitless attempts to relegate

my soul to a life of shame.

––––––––
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I will not presume to play their game,

their victories are hollow, their praises infrequent,

their paths diverge from honesty,

and their kindness is scarce, a dearth of sentiment.

––––––––
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I have a latent zeal inside,

a passion that will exceed their reach,

I will not repress this truth,

I will not let them hinder my speech.

––––––––
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I am a compelling soul,

my heart is jubilant,

I will not succumb to their ways.

I will have my reprieve,

though their imminent threats surround me,

and their boasts sound competent but hollow,

still I will find my way home.

––––––––
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They try to borrow my courage,

to put a kibosh on my flame,

but their schemes are impractical,

their power is only a name.
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City Testament 
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A zealot, so intransigent, will vilify and dispute what he cannot own;

this sophisticated hatred, dormant yet so close to being found.

––––––––
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These winsome voices supplement the lies, a seed so deeply sown;

they popularize what they criticize in hushed and scurrilous sound.

––––––––
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We waive the right to see, and only surmise what we predict to be true,

the uncontroversial face they show us hides an undeniable and nuanced core.

––––––––
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This conspicuous betrayal is not something new,

a noisome and idiosyncratic ache, always at our door.

These vicissitudes we upbraid are just how they exploit us,

the redoubtable system trying to uberize our pain into a commodity.

––––––––
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As a representative I feel umbrage and distrust,

but I waive the right to be silenced. I will not.

––––––––
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The winsome words, uncontroversial, and upbraid are not the same,
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