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Introduction:​ 
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This is not a book. It’s a sock drawer of riddles, a spoonful of paradox, a poetic shrug wrapped in existential glitter. This Book Has No Meaning (But Do You?) invites you to wander through verses that refuse to behave—each poem a playful rebellion against interpretation, a celebration of ambiguity, a dare to find yourself in the nonsense. Here, meaning is neither given nor denied—it’s misplaced, mismatched, and maybe hiding in the laundry. Read on, not to understand, but to un-stand: to loosen your grip, to laugh at the void, and to wonder if the void might be laughing back.

Scene: The Library of Unfinished Thoughts

The book opens in a vast, echoing library where the shelves are filled with blank books, half-written poems, and philosophical footnotes that trail off mid-sentence. A sign above the entrance reads:

"Welcome to the Library of Unfinished Thoughts. Meaning not guaranteed. Identity optional."

The librarian is a sock with a monocle and a mild existential crisis. It speaks only in rhetorical questions and files manuscripts according to emotional temperature. Somewhere in the back, a spoon is giving a lecture on the metaphysics of toast, attended by a coat hanger, a teacup, and a man who insists he’s a metaphor.

The air hums with ambiguity. Lamps flicker in iambic pentameter. A drawer labelled “Purpose” refuses to open. Visitors wander the aisles, searching for answers in books titled Why Am I a Fork?, The Ontology of Lint, and How to Misinterpret Yourself in Seven Easy Rhymes.

Each poem in This Book Has No Meaning (But Do You?) is a mirror—sometimes cracked, sometimes fogged, always reflecting something you didn’t expect to see. The verses don’t explain; they provoke. They don’t resolve; they unravel. Meaning is not offered—it’s invited. And the reader, like the sock librarian, must decide whether to shelve their questions or wear them proudly.
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Office of Conceptual Collapse​
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In the Office of Conceptual Collapse, we file thoughts by weight,

Ideas under ten grams are deemed unsafe to circulate.

All metaphors require helmets; abstractions must queue politely.

Innovation is discouraged unless performed very quietly.
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