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This is a book for those laughing on the brink. Ha Ha Ha (Help!) is a collection of poems that teeter between hilarity and despair, stitched with manic giggles, existential shrugs, and the sacred art of cracking jokes while quietly unravelling. These verses don’t ask for rescue—they perform it, one absurd metaphor at a time. Here, socks mourn their twins, spoons elope with cotton, and the void gets heckled from the back row. It’s comedy with a limp, tragedy in a clown nose, and catharsis disguised as nonsense. Read on if you’ve ever laughed too hard to cry—or cried just loud enough to laugh.

Scene: The Echo Chamber Café

The book opens in a sparse room with one flickering lightbulb, a cracked mirror, and a jukebox that only plays canned laughter. A sign taped to the wall reads:

"Welcome to the Echo Chamber Café. Laughter is mandatory. Meaning is optional."

A sock with a thousand-yard stare sits at a table, sipping tea from an empty cup. Across from it, a flamingo in a trench coat reads a newspaper titled The Daily Panic, its headlines written in palindromes and sighs. A spoon lies on the floor, face-up, as if waiting to be useful again.

The poems in Ha Ha Ha (Help!) are short. Brutally short. One is just the word “fine” repeated until it isn’t. Another is a single line: “I laughed so hard I forgot what I was laughing at.” They’re punchy, like emotional Morse code—each beat a gasp, each silence a scream. They don’t explain themselves. They just sit beside you, twitching.
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