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by	yes	I	mean	maybe	perhaps	possibly	could	be		
	 at	some	future	time	to	be	determined—	
	 	 who	knows—by	me	
	
after	the	runes	of	bills	with	gibberish	in	six-point	type	safely	shredded		 	
	 spam	messages	from	Mumbai,	Shanghai,	Lorelei	threatening		
	 	 prison	or	promising	a	f*ck	buddy,	all	deleted	 	 	
	 	
by	yes	I	mean	not	while	my	son	feeds	the	cat	Legos	a	$600	visit	to	the	vet	who	eyes	me	
	 suspiciously	while	fingering	the	phone	as	my	son	screams	
	 	 nonstop	for	his	special	blue	Legos	
	
by	yes	I	mean	after	Little	Bear	has	his	birthday,	Harold	finds	his	purple	crayon		
	 Good	Night	Nobody	has	finally	thank	god	gone	to	bed	
	 	 snoring	Ambien	sleep	
	
by	yes	I	mean	when	I	am	not	high—not	eyeing	whiskey	bottles	on	my	friends’		
	 counters	or	scoring	pills	in	their	bathrooms—	
	 	 tucking	Percocet	in	my	purse	
	 	 		 	
by	yes	I	mean	how	will	I	see	my	heart	by	yes	my	heart	unless	
	 I	mean	actually	I	don’t	think	ever		
	 	 my	heart	


