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Introduction:​ 
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This is a book for those who’ve misplaced their seriousness—and found something far stranger in its place. The Laughing Lobotomist is a collection of poems that giggle in the face of logic, pirouette through pathology, and stitch satire into the folds of the cerebral cortex. Here, absurdity is not a symptom but a cure; laughter is both scalpel and salve. These verses explore the mind’s back alleys, where socks debate philosophy and spoons elope with dignity. Read on if you dare to lose your head—and find your sense of humour humming in its place.

Scene: The Clinic of Cognitive Whimsy

The book opens in a sterile hallway that smells faintly of antiseptic and punchlines. Fluorescent lights flicker in Morse code, spelling out forgotten jokes. A sign on the wall reads:

"Welcome to the Clinic of Cognitive Whimsy. Please remove your expectations."

Inside, the receptionist is a taxidermied flamingo wearing a lab coat and humming Bach backwards. Patients shuffle in wearing mismatched socks and existential dread. One man carries his frontal lobe in a jar labelled “For Reprocessing.” Another insists he’s a metaphor for bureaucracy and refuses to sit unless his chair has a thesis.

The Laughing Lobotomist arrives—top hat askew, scalpel holstered like a quill. He doesn’t speak; he giggles. His laughter is surgical, slicing through delusion with precision. He performs procedures with poetic flair: extracting cynicism through limericks, rewiring despair with spoon metaphors, and prescribing absurdity in rhymed couplets.

The operating theatre is a stage. Curtains rise. The audience is made of coat hangers and half-written manifestos. Each poem in the book is a case file—diagnosing the human condition with satire, treating it with surrealism, and discharging it with a chuckle and a bandage shaped like a question mark.

This is not medicine. It’s mythic malpractice. And it works.
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Clinic of Conceptual Collapse​
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1

The waiting list is full of half-formed thoughts,

Abandoned theses, and opinions tied in knots.

A clipboard hums, “Describe your core belief,”

While ticking boxes under “untreatable motif.”

They weigh your doubts, record them in a graph,

Then charge per unit of inappropriate laugh.

2

A sign reads, “Please declare all hidden fears,”

Then offers bulk discounts on midlife arrears.

The triage nurse assesses your critique,

Declares it “borderline subversive, but unique.”

She fits your mind with a fluorescent strap,

Branded “property of Conceptual Collapse.”
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