At the dead comedian’s grave
remembering him in the city of light

blind as a bat without his specs
propounding blasphemies left and right

his head it was said holding several
encyclopedias the better

to busy professors a hundred years hence
wiping their glosses with what you know

supine after he’d been invested
with laurel and cup (thanks again

to all that offstage action
by the usual gadfly)

for his day in the life of an irish jewish
odyssean everygnoman

flat on his back drunk as a skunk
kicking at the chandelier.



