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Holi 
(inspired in the Hindi Holi Festival of spring) 
 
Fly 
Colour clouds soar: 
Orange, yellow, red, 
And blue, green, purple; 
Brown and Black. 
Fly! Jump over! Fall! 
 
In these colours, 
These pressed ashes 
Like roaring flames 
Holy and skywards 
Bathe the blessed 
And stain the evil. 
Blessing fire of ash and dust and colours, 
Come upon us! 
 
Hare Krishna! 
Come fair Radha, 
Smudge thy face, 
Bathe in these clouds, 
Bathe in communion. 
Hail my lover! 
Come fair loved one, 
Smudge thy face, 
Bathe in these clouds, 
Bathe in communion. 
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Bathe in colour, 
Colour bathes in me. 
Every inch of me is not me 
But the mass. 
Green-coloured 
Bright-coloured 
Smile-coloured face beside me! 
Pink-flash-kind-coloured chest in front of me! 
Yellow-screaming-mouth of me! 
Be you, be all, be me! 
 

 

Faces 
 
My lady is multi-coloured, 
She is rainbow-like. 
Rain lingers in her eyes 
And clouds hide under her mane; 
My eyes wet with her rain, 
My head full of her clouds. 
 
Yellow was my favourite colour, 
It still makes me excited. 
I crave citric faces 
I dream golden heads 
Her honey gaze I cannot stand. 
 
White is my colour: 
Over the sky, under the sky, across the sky 
Everything is white (I am white) 
Where I can’t see them. 
His face is white. 
Her blinding fire freckles I long to forget. 
 
Black is an accident to me 
A frame for beauty: 
I saw beauty around black 
And deep inside its circle 
But it was never beautiful to me. 
Neither is she. 
 
Blue I learnt to love 
From ink to print to the sea to the sky 
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Always pure, purest the deeper 
But I fear it only once, 
So deep it was 
Her eyes pierced my mind. 
 
Red I never had a chance to adore. 
It’s blood, it’s fire, 
And life and passion, 
Pulled hairs and the hand that pulls them. 
I’ve seen red faces and red in faces 
But she isn’t so alive. 
 
Rainbow-like is my vision, 
My passion, 
My lady. 
She’s the faces of my men 
But she is no man. 
 
 
 
The Nights 

Wonders 
Lustrous wonders 
Dance over the world. 
My Jupiter burns 
In the rainbow’s midst. 
 
Unseen god of gods; 
Among the wonders 
Behind the strobe, 
Stroboscopic lightbeams. 
 
My heart lies heavy, 
Slow as molasses. 
I die as heavy and slow a death 
As my heart is heavy and slow. 
No real death 
No little death 
Coming still by still 
Coming as a slow-motion film. 
It flashes ten times per second 
While I lie heavy and slow 
Under Jupiter 
In the strobe. 



Blue Gum, No.2, 2015, ISSN 2014-21-53, Observatori: Centre d’Estudis Australians, 
Australian Studies Centre, Universitat de Barcelona 

 

67 

 

 

 
The queer in me screams 
Lusting-desiring The Dick. 
That I whisper 
Lip-sealed, 
Teeth-clenched 
To silence. 
Words slow in the silence, 
Words grow. 
Every rainbow shot strips them. 
 
I tighten in the distance 
As the mass does 
Under Jupiter’s mass. 
I see them pack at every flash 
I whisper with my mind: 
Desire me 
Seduce me 
Supersede me 
Overpower me 
Kiss me 
Take me 
Any which way you can. 
 
Shock me and delude me 
And make me yours, 
But I remain slow and heavy 
And the mass remains 
Frozen 
Tight 
Oblivious 
Multi-coloured. 
I have no colour. 
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Downriver 
 
Engineer your self-destruction: 
Such is the purpose of life. 
I see your final fate 
Longing deep within, 
I feel my own fading-out 
Creeping through my veins. 
 
Prepare yourself for survival: 
It is your very last hope. 
Train to outlive yourself 
So nothing shall be left; 
I slowly vanish from sight 
To meet destiny. 
 
Can you not forego salvation? 
All this struggling is futile. 
Bliss is forgetfulness 
Where bitterness is despair. 
I will watch the world collapse 
In mute slow-motion. 
 
Rejoice at the final threshold 
Feeling your carcass decay. 
Let peace be destruction 
Pushing you into the dark, 
As I lose my last one sense 
Drifting to oblivion. 
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