Arthur Stanley Jefferson, 1890-1965

I visited Stan Laurel

who happened to be staying

permanently

at the Forest Lawn Cemetery in Hollywood Hills

I took him brilliant yellow sun flowers
so that he could eat the petals
one by one

A few comedy plots away lay Buster Keaton

There beneath my feet

in his homemade

pork pie hat

a cropped fedora with its hardened sugar water brim
angled askew atop a skull

with the saddest of eye-sockets

A hundred fractures to his funny bones

Stan had once said:

"If you cry at my funeral, I'll never speak to you again"
But Buster did cry, welling up as he said:

“Chaplin wasn’t the funniest, I wasn’t the funniest. This man was the funniest”

On leaving, I told them both I'd be back next year

Dead or alive



