
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

OBSTACLES TO REVENGE 

by Edith Lyre 

  

Bitter shadows, 

Trace the anxio-tectonics of the terrace, 

Beam free two shapes 

Takable as feet, sounds of eyes, all a-clatter, 

Broken wire song, 

Thanks and all but don’t talk to me, don’t talk to me. 

 


