

THierry Lagarde	EULOGY THE BETTER SHOT	2024,07,19

Where do clowns thrive? 
Kicking insomnias! 
Dangling from paper ceilings. 
Where lies the circus?
From sleepless nights. Dances to fights. 
Where are the arrangements for future arraignments? 
Muted jokesters, poison from the foe. 
Forward acrobatic flexes. Heads lock. 
I wing solo storms from exuded cardboard homes. 
Strings attached; puppets hailstorms tatter. 
From rags to riches. Allies in the gutter. 
Recon the absurd as I skate the curb.  
Owe me, owe you, omen of the dead lined up in boneyard. 
Don’t have much to say now. Don’t you? 
Spread outs await dust. Smoothen edges, clear cut fringes. 
Dig, burry, cave in.
Erase signatures inks. 
End of story.  Messenger boy!
Aren’t you hungry? 
Tequilla and fries. Harissa, citrus, ketchup.  
Pepper your butt to the versant of disagreement. 
Eulogy the finest remedy. 
Another shot? 
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