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            When truth is too raw to touch, satire picks it up with a bleeding grin.
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Introduction:​ 
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This book is a wound that laughs.

It is a collection of poems that grin through broken teeth, that toast the apocalypse with a chipped glass and a bitter vintage. Here, satire is not a clever wink but a scalpel—sharp, precise, and unflinching. These verses do not seek comfort or consensus. They are not balm, nor are they balm’s opposite. They are the smoke that rises after the fire, the ash that sketches silhouettes of what once stood.

In these pages, you will find bureaucrats who pray to spreadsheets, lovers who seduce with tax codes, and gods who outsource miracles to call centres in Milton Keynes. You will meet the martyr who dies for a discount, the revolutionary who sells branded T-shirts, and the poet who writes elegies for extinct emotions. Each poem is a mirror cracked just enough to show you the truth sideways.

This is not satire that flatters the reader’s intelligence. It implicates. It accuses. It laughs at the reader as much as with them. It is dark not because it dwells in shadows, but because it refuses to look away from the fluorescent glare of modern absurdity. It is poetry for those who have grown weary of sincerity as performance, of irony as escape, of hope as product.

If you are looking for redemption, you may find it here—but only in the form of a punchline. If you are looking for beauty, you will find it bruised and grinning. And if you are looking for truth, be warned: it arrives dressed as a clown, juggling knives.

Welcome. The stage is bloodstained. The curtain is already on fire. Let the farce begin.
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The Jukebox Only Plays Laughter​
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1

I laughed at the sock on the ceiling tile,

It blinked once, then filed a smile.

The flamingo served me “Why” on toast—

I tipped her with a ghost.

2

The spoon recited jokes in Morse,

Each punchline, worse than the last, of course.

I clapped politely, spilt my tea—

The silence laughed at me.

3

The mirror said, “You’re doing fine,”

Then cracked along its dotted line.

I asked for help, received a grin—

Stamped “Ha Ha Ha” on my skin.

4

So here I sit, absurd and proud,

Among the mildly baffled crowd.

This book won’t save me from the fall—

But it might explain the crawl.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



The Ministry of Smiles and Other Atrocities​
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1

They painted the gallows in pastel pink,

And called it “Wellness Architecture.”

Each noose came with a thank-you card,
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