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This is a book for those who’ve seen through the simile and found satire beneath the silk. The Emperor’s New Metaphors parades poetic pageantry with nothing on—each verse a cheeky nod to the grandeur of nonsense, the tyranny of meaning, and the sacred silliness of saying something that sounds profound but might just be a sock in disguise. These poems strut, preen, and occasionally trip over their own enjambment, daring you to applaud the invisible cloak of metaphor or call it out for what it is: delightfully absurd. Read on, noble reader. The parade has begun, and the metaphors are gloriously unclothed.

Scene: The Palace of Poetic Delusion

The book opens in a grand hall lined with mirrors that reflect not the viewer, but their metaphors. A sign above the entrance reads:

"Welcome to the Palace of Poetic Delusion. All imagery is strictly self-flattering."

The Emperor stands at the centre, draped in verses woven from vanity and stitched with illusion. His robe is a sestina about his own brilliance, his crown a haiku that rhymes “power” with “flower.” Courtiers applaud each metaphor he utters, no matter how nonsensical—“I am the sunrise in a spoon,” he declares, and the crowd swoons.
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