
maša seničić 
a meal of one’s own   
 
in the beginning was the dining table 
and the dining table was with family,  
and the dining table was family.  
then I grew older and recognized  
that the cutlery has been inherited 
and that the tablecloth has been flattened. 
that someone had, surely, ironed it, 
and that this someone is a woman 
seated closest to the kitchen, her hands 
must bake and serve, bring, and take. 
then I grew older, and this woman became me 
– the table decides where I should stand 
and which conversations are not 
to be opened.  
 
still, I never learned how to bake.  
I sway on the edge of the chair, halfway 
into my role, my other leg inside this body 
of text. on distant shores I learn that the smell of the sea 
is the smell of death; what about the salt, I ask, 
and my hand is stretching from the castle 
over the muddy harbour, across all the dishes, 
reaching for the seasoning. 
the birds’ voices take over the sunset and the tower 
is on fire shortly before becoming stone again,  
a spectacular corpse, diet for visitors  
who are food for the seagulls,  
as is gulfweed abandoned at low tide. 
sea salt is the bedrock for both landscapes I inhabit.  
 
miles away from home it is finally hunger  
who invites me to dinner: hot air  
in the small kitchen appliance obeys  
by moving particles of a precooked meal,  
ding! I open its door and eat using a fork  
familiar with countless strangers’ mouths.  
 
what I’ve always known is that the smell of death 
is the smell of the feast; of all concerns this one is crucial.  
if I am not the one eating then I must be the one  
being devoured. it is only through accurate verbs 
that I can see clearly: at whichever waterfront I arrive  
I remain reduced to my family’s silverware  
in all the languages,  
with all my tongues.  
	


