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Mr. Koguto Attends the White Party
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Mr. Koguto receives an invitation—

a parchment of ivory, embossed in gold,

to a gathering where the attire is white,

and the champagne flows like rivers untold.

He steps into a realm of curated light,

where smiles are wide, and worries are few,

yet senses the weight beneath the mirth,

the silent stories that never accrue.

Amidst the laughter and rhythmic beats,

he ponders the masks that guests adorn,

the truths concealed in tailored suits,

the silent cries of the world forlorn.

Mr. Koguto sips from his crystal glass,

tastes the sweetness, feels the sting,

contemplates the cost of such grandeur,

and the emptiness it might bring.

As dawn approaches, he takes his leave,

the white attire now tinged with gray,

carrying questions without answers,

from the party that fades away.
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Mr. Koguto at the Easter Truce
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Mr. Koguto walks through the village of Lukashivka,

where the Ascension Church stands in ruins,

yet the faithful gather, baskets in hand,

seeking blessings amidst the debris.

A ceasefire declared, thirty hours of supposed peace,

but the sky still echoes with the hum of drones,

and the earth trembles under distant shelling—

promises made, yet trust remains shattered.

He observes President Zelenskyy,

clad in traditional vyshyvanka,

speaking of resilience, of evil’s fleeting hour,

and the enduring day of justice under God.

Mr. Koguto contemplates the paradox:

a truce proclaimed, yet violence persists;

faith celebrated, yet lives remain at risk—

the human yearning for peace,

constantly challenged by the machinery of war.

As the Easter sun rises,

casting light on both hope and despair,

Mr. Koguto reflects on the indomitable spirit

of those who, despite everything,

choose to believe in a dawn of genuine peace.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Mr. Koguto and the Tariff War
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Mr. Koguto observes the rising walls,

not of stone, but of levies and duties,

erected in the name of sovereignty,

yet casting shadows over global unity.

He notes the numbers climbing high—

145% tariffs, a staggering toll,

as nations trade barbs and barriers,

each move deepening the fiscal hole.

In the marketplace, shelves grow sparse,

consumer choices dwindle and fade,

while industries grapple with shortages,

and the common worker feels betrayed.

Mr. Koguto contemplates the strategy,

questioning the wisdom of such strife,

pondering if protectionism’s embrace

justifies the economic knife.

He sees alliances strained and tested,

as partners become adversaries anew,

and wonders if the cost of isolation

is a price the world can truly eschew.

Yet amidst the turmoil and debate,

Mr. Koguto holds a cautious hope,

that dialogue may bridge the chasm,

and guide nations down a cooperative slope.
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Mr. Koguto and the Tariffed Tomato
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Mr. Koguto stands in the grocery aisle,

eyeing the once-affordable tomato,

now adorned with a sticker: “Tariff Applied.”

The price has doubled, yet the fruit remains the same.

He recalls the promises of economic strength,

of self-reliance and national pride,

yet wonders at the cost borne by the common shopper,

whose basket grows lighter with each passing week.

In Canada, a “T” marks American imports,

a symbol of strained alliances and shifting loyalties.

Consumers turn to local goods,

not out of preference, but necessity. 

Dynamic pricing screens flicker,

adjusting costs in real-time,

responding to policies made far from the produce section,

yet felt intimately at the dinner table.

Mr. Koguto contemplates the global web,

where a decision in one capital

ripples through supply chains,

altering the contents of his plate. 

He ponders the essence of value,

not just in currency, but in connection—

between nations, between neighbors,

between the farmer and the fork.

As he places the tomato back on the shelf,

Mr. Koguto questions the price of independence,

and whether the cost is one

that society is prepared to pay.
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Mr. Koguto and the Passport of Truth
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Mr. Koguto stands before the mirror,

a passport in hand, its data unyielding.

The ‘M’ or ‘F’ etched in ink,

a letter that denies his being.

He recalls the decree from on high,

an executive order, rigid and cold,

erasing the ‘X’ that once offered solace,

a recognition of stories untold.

In Boston’s halls, a gavel resounds,

Judge Kobick’s voice, firm and clear,

declaring the policy likely unjust,

a beacon for those who live in fear. 

The State’s argument, steeped in tradition,

clashes with lives lived authentically.

Mr. Koguto ponders the weight of a letter,

and the freedom in being seen truthfully. 

He dreams of a world where documents align,

not just with bodies, but with souls.

Where identity isn’t confined to boxes,

and recognition is the ultimate goal. 

As he steps into the day, passport in pocket,

Mr. Koguto carries hope anew,

that justice will continue its march,

and authenticity will shine through.
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Mr. Koguto and the Campus Silence
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Mr. Koguto walks beneath the oaks,

where laughter once danced in midday sun.

Now, echoes of sirens and sorrow linger,

as shadows stretch where joy had begun.

He sees the candles, flickering low,

each flame a name, a story, a face.

Robert Morales, guiding students with care

Tiru Chabba, bringing warmth to this place.

The shooter, a youth with a borrowed gun,

carried more than metal and lead.

He bore the weight of twisted beliefs,

ideologies where empathy had fled. 

Mr. Koguto ponders the paths we tread,

how words can wound, how silence can kill.

In halls of learning, hate found a voice,

turning knowledge into a weaponized skill.

He questions the systems, the unchecked rage,

the ease of access, the ignored signs.

How many more must we mourn and bury,

before compassion redefines our lines?

As dawn breaks over a grieving campus,

Mr. Koguto vows to remember and see,

to challenge the darkness with deliberate light,

and nurture the seeds of humanity.
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Mr. Koguto and the Echo of the Drum
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Mr. Koguto stands at the edge of the stage,

where rhythms once flowed like a river’s rage.

The drummer’s seat, momentarily bare,

now filled again, yet the silence lingers there.

He recalls the beats that stirred the soul,

the cadence that made the broken whole.

A legacy passed from father to son,

a journey of sound, never truly done.

But even in harmony, discord can rise,

misunderstandings veiled in disguise.

A moment’s lapse, a misplayed note,

can sink a ship or keep it afloat.

Mr. Koguto ponders the fragile thread,

that binds the living to the dead.

The weight of names, the burden of fame,

the quest for self beyond the acclaim.

In the end, the drumbeat resumes,

echoing through the concert rooms.

A testament to bonds that bend,

but in their bending, do not end.
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