
I love you 
 
When you love me back 
your little world will ignite 
with the crack of hot timber 
 
that will emanate like a flaming double bass 
from Detroit 
and you will be a singing lute  
 
rescued from the fire. 
Now tell me: 
who loves you. 
 
Burn for me. 
 
 
 
james stone goodman 
 


