
 

 ISSN 2249-4529 

www.pintersociety.com 

 

VOL: 9, No.: 2, AUTUMN 2019  POETRY 

 

REFREED, INDEXED, BLIND PEER REVIEWED 

 

About Us: http://pintersociety.com/about/ 

Editorial Board: http://pintersociety.com/editorial-board/ 

Submission Guidelines: http://pintersociety.com/submission-guidelines/ 

Call for Papers: http://pintersociety.com/call-for-papers/ 

 

All Open Access articles published by LLILJ are available online, with free access, 
under the terms of the Creative Commons Attribution Non Commercial License as 

listed on http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc/4.0/ 
 

Individual users are allowed non-commercial re-use, sharing and reproduction of the 
content in any medium, with proper citation of the original publication in LLILJ. For 

commercial re-use or republication permission, please contact 
lapislazulijournal@gmail.com  

 

http://www.pintersociety.com/
http://pintersociety.com/about/
http://pintersociety.com/editorial-board/
http://pintersociety.com/submission-guidelines/
http://pintersociety.com/call-for-papers/
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc/4.0/
mailto:lapislazulijournal@gmail.com


2 | SHAMAYITA SEN                                                  POETRY 
  

SHAMAYITA SEN 

 

 

 

 

In the middle of a poem 

 

 

I think of you, 

 

mid-sentence. 

Like a broken spoon, 

my tongue still unwilling to let go of  

your taste. 

 

And then, 

I forget. You become a lost strain of thought. 

 

Mid-sentence, my mind meandering past 

Another spoon Another meal – 

 

I tell myself: 

 

I've bettered the art of giving up, 

consuming whole pieces, not requiring 

a fork, a knife, the cold steel of a spoon 

to taste delicacies graciously. 

 

You aren't a fish bone stuck in my throat 

anymore. 

 

I've mastered the art of eating – 

I don't fine dine, neither do I prefer  

road side dhabas. I cook. I cook for myself, 

exactly the kind of dal I like, the fish curry Maa  

cooks at home. And rice.  

The right consistency of each dish. 

 

You don't hurt like a fish bone out of place 

Anymore. 

 
 

 

*** 
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In Love, In Rage 

 

 

I 

 

 

If you tell me to love you 

I shall gift you a poem. 

 

A poem about a heart break. 

  

I fetch my heart out of my pocket 

and throw it 

like a stone hurled in a protest. 

 

 

II 

 

 

My heart is a stone. 

Not one that I've swallowed, 

not one that fills my pocket 

   to sink me in oceans of sorrow, 

but one, 

to be pelt in rage 

to enzyme a revolution. 

 
 

 

*** 
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