
Epistemology

It’s always about loss,
this kind of epistemology 
philosophers regard with dread.
And we can fool ourselves with thinking.
Like the grandfather 
I read about recently
who picked up his four year old grandson 
in two pieces on a Baghdad market street,
after a sudden car bomb there.
And then just yesterday grocery shopping, 
concentrating on which broccoli florets to buy,
out of the corner of my eye
a little blond four year old girl
is running to the side of my leg
yelling grandpa, grandpa, we saw your car
in the parking lot and knew it was you.
And my son and his beautiful wife
are smiling an aisle away,
near the potatoes and sweet onions,
she holding their year old daughter
on her hip the way mothers do.
And I’m so happy to see them all there
in one piece that I begin to cry,
like a foolish, foolish old man.
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