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Foreword 

“The nuance is the last state of a color which can be named, the nuance is the Intractable” 

-Wayne Koestenbaum (In the foreword to A Lover’s Discourse) 

 

Maggie Nelson writes in, Bluets, “There are no instruments for measuring color; there are no 

‘color thermometers.’ How could there be, as ‘color knowledge’ always remains contingent upon an 

individual perceiver.” That Nascent Hue is culled from my own individual perception of color goes 

without mention, but with these poems I aspire to articulate a “color knowledge” dependent on facets of 

chromatics such as the relation of color to fragility, loss, and desire. Along with Nelson, the idiom of 

Nascent Hue is informed by a concept of chromatic particularity derived from 19th-century American 

authors such as Dickinson, Emerson, and Thoreau. This dossier, in turn has led me to the forms of 

chromatic experience explored in modern and contemporary poets such as Marianne Moore, John 

Ashbery, and Elizabeth Willis. I started this project after being diagnosed with bipolar disorder because in 

an unquiet mind all that seemed to bring relative peace was poetry and colors. I started to embrace that 

part of my getting better would entail working on a thesis that addressed both aspects of my inner peace, 

and I began to write poetry that could convey the words I struggled to express in my daily life. To say that 

Nascent Hue is a project that is solely based on the facets of chromatics would be to undermine the part 

that colors have played in my own healing. Nascent Hue is a project of healing, one that wants to create a 

safe space for my mind in a world of colors and language.    

In Emerson’s essay “Nature,” he asks, “Why should not we have a poetry and philosophy of 

insight and not of tradition, and a religion by revelation to us, and not the history of theirs.” My 

investigation of color’s relation to certain concepts—such as how a color describes displacement, or how 

a color takes on the characteristics of pain—seeks to move beyond conventional metaphorical and 

metonymic collations of color to particular qualities, moods, or emotional states of being. To use 

Emerson’s word, this project is one of “insight”: by moving away from those aspects of color that literary 
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custom has reduced to cliché, I hope to move towards aspects of color that are less discernible. The 

Emersonian disposition of my project is guided by his observation in The Poet,” that “the poet did not 

stop at the color, or the form, but read their meaning; neither may he rest in this meaning, but he makes 

the same objects exponents of his new thought.” Emerson’s line affirms the central role of the object’s 

movement in generating newer “forms” as constitutive of the task of the poet; the poet conveys the 

movement of multiplying the same thoughts to become newer ones while simultaneously creating a 

movement by becoming an “exponent” of these thoughts. My poetry aspires to display the same kinetic 

movement in building upon each other to become “exponents of a new thought” that begins with the 

understanding that color plays a crucial role in literature exclusive of its role as a signifier. The three 

sections of this manuscript are “Fragility,” “Loss,” and “Desire.” Each of which will address color as a 

product of my grapple with bipolar disorder. These poems strive to convey feelings of fragility, loss, and 

desire through colors, and connect the inner workings of my mind to the world that I inhabit. Through this 

project I am attempting to create a “color knowledge” in literature that addresses more than just a color’s 

role as a signifier, I am trying to create a “color knowledge” that addresses the sensitivity chromatics 

plays in my life.  
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माता, पिता, गुरु, देवम् 

The Sanskrit adage: Matha (Mother), Pitha (Father), Guru (Teacher), and Deivam (God) describes the 

people in my life that I would like to dedicate this work to. Although I could easily take up many pages to 

thank them, I hope the following few words will suffice.  

To Amma: This manuscript would not be possible if you hadn’t saved my life time and time over. Both 

physically and mentally. Your strength gives me hope; your love gives me courage. I love you.  

To Achu: Over the past year we have created a bond that I thought I would never create in this lifetime. 

You have taught me that anything is possible, that this world is boundless, but most of all you have taught 

me that following my dreams is the greatest good I can do in this world. I love you.  

To Michael: I am blessed to have you in my life as a professor, as a role model, and as a best friend. 

You’ve taught me how to love American Literature, Poetry, Latin, and most of all, Myself. In a way, if I 

hadn’t met you this poetry manuscript might have never come to existence. It all started with a 

conversation about the color of your book The New York Editions. Thank you for loving me and believing 

I could do things that I thought I could only dream of. I love you.  

To Ganesha: You are safely tucked against my sternum and inked onto my arm and stay in my heart and 

mind. I pray to you, have the courage to cry in front of you, and walk around your altar hoping your kind 

heart will take away my obstacles and struggles. I continue to revere you and all you stand for. Thank you 

for your everlasting existence in my life. I love you.  
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Introduction 

 

My therapist, an old, stern southern lady tells me, “Ketaki, normal is a setting on a washing machine.” I 

believe many of the things she says to me, but this one I take away with a bit of hesitation because the 

definition of normalcy has changed for me and I still remember the day I truly felt abnormal. I cried 

clutching the steering wheel of my car, refused to go to work, and spent four hours under the covers until 

my mother came home and asked what was wrong. What was wrong? I didn’t know. I had it all, but I felt 

depressed beyond comparison. I felt like a shell of a person, simply living for the sake of being alive, and 

not living to live.  

Nascent Hue came about in a time when my brain had failed me, but as clichés go, my heart had not. I 

began my grapple with mental illness with a misdiagnosis of clinical depression, and some unknown 

illness that had to do with psychosis—it started with a “c”—this much I know. As far as experiments go, 

Nascent Hue was as much as experiment to me as I was to my psychiatrist. As a project that started out as 

a literary analysis, Nascent Hue became a poetry manuscript after I was forbidden from over-exerting my 

brain. At the time, a literary analysis as abstract and ambitious as the one I wanted to embark on was 

simply not an option. The medication I had wasn’t working and my mind was failing me day in and day 

out.  

Poetry is something that I have always used to express myself, but something that I was not comfortable 

with because of its many complicated and beautiful nuances. I considered myself a reader and admirer of 

poetry, not a writer of it. But I was not ready to give up on Nascent Hue as a project. Around the same 

time as I started the first draft of the prospectus, I was diagnosed with Bipolar 1 disorder with Generalized 

Anxiety disorder. Even though my psychiatrist had diagnosed me, the medications he had given me had 

not begun to help me get back to daily life. To normalcy, whatever that means. In the mean time I decided 

I was going to write my poetry. It was a way for me to acknowledge my mental illness and live with the 

fact that my life had changed, and it would probably continue to change. I wrote when I was happy, 
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melancholic, exuberant, whenever bits and pieces of words would pop into my mind, and like that 

Nascent Hue was born.  

My psychiatrist was working as hard as I was to get me back on track and he and I had to face the 

challenges of titrating medication and patience. Through it all Nascent Hue was my escape, my light at 

the end of the tunnel, so to speak. However, my illness caught up to me on September 12th, 2018 when, in 

a fit of mania I overdosed on 60 clonazepam pills. I was about five complete poems, and bits and pieces 

of many others into Nascent Hue. While barely conscious at the emergency room a social worker asked 

me if I would attempt to commit suicide again and, in my haze, I simply answered, yes. My next stop was 

a rehabilitation hospital in which I was put in the Meadows unit, the unit for high risk patients. There, 

once I regained consciousness after two days, I realized I wasn’t allowed to have pens to write. On the 

third day I pleaded for anything to write with and they gave me crayons. I started writing more poetry 

with crayons on the back of a coloring book my best friend had given me. The friends I had made at the 

unit, my friends and family who called me and visited me at the unit, and the restrictions upon which I 

lived in for a week greatly influenced Nascent Hue. The many temple visits afterwards would also 

influence this collection.  

I had another chance at life, and Nascent Hue was going to document all of it. Nascent Hue is a collection 

that views color as a part of, a cure for, and a reaction to living with a disorder that is just as much of a 

spectrum as color itself. Poetry, for me, is a way to express my grapples with self-love and mental illness, 

and Nascent Hue had created a chromatic language of its own along the way.  

While I hesitate to call myself a poet, I do not hesitate to call Nascent Hue a collection of poetry. In the 

past year, working on Nascent Hue has brought me closer to the world, has helped me accept my mental 

illness, has helped me grow as a writer, and has truly taught me the meaning of self-growth. One of the 

greatest outcomes of deciding to not give up on this project and embark on a poetry manuscript despite 

the fact that I wasn’t confident, is learning to love my poetry and accept it as just that.  
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Fragility 

 

Vital Orange  

 

Orange is the color that screams at the lady who smokes on the ledge of an apartment 

labelled “bird conservation.” The lady has no birds and the smoke that spreads its wings depends on the 

orange to conserve it, to preserve it. As if the orange-not-brown bottle of words hands her a cigarette and 

says— 

Danger! 

                                                   Contaminated equipment 

Avoid inhalation and skin 

Contact. 

She could not open the clonazepam bottle today  

So her brother opened the bottle an acrid orange  

irritation staining opalescent moiré on his young hands that she feared would light a fire. Her breathing is 

too apparent, there’s breath too close to her, and breath on the couch and breath where she squints out the 

corner of her wilted green eyes, that breath is air and oxygen fuels fire: kinetics of a young girl 

too aware of wanting to jump off the branches of an oak tree that all the pinstriped, boat necked, giddy 

boys jumped off but feared breaking— 

 

A branch that isn’t working 

Whose arms            are connected to these prismatic amaranthine fingers 

Dissolving among the          minnows or tadpoles 

she’s painting in tiny brush strokes— 

 

Vitality’s orange vanguard opens the bottle on a day like this when acridity 

stings the spaces between his toes guarded by some shoes long found in this closet 

containing shoes and redemption like this city that has one too many  

buildings and far too few trees to jump from 

But while her brother agrees  

It was he who slipped 

     On burs  

                             Not far                    from  

The tree she swings upside down from. 
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Rappaccini’s Circus  

 

You’re walking on a tightrope where your arms often extend outwards in a T-formation.  

You take one step after the other feeling the weight of your feet  

On the wire that’s barely, just barely holding you up. It feels like you’re walking over a garden of  

nightshade where toxicity reigns purple in shades of eggplant and tyranny.  

You’re teetering on an edge, not the edge, but an edge of a purple rope that’s all the more hypnotizing  

And you realize, 

 

that this is the difference between venomous and poisonous, the difference being you  

coated in the slime of tens of thousands of murex snails that reek  

and you can’t quite balance yourself on  

this line any longer without smelling the rank smell of yourself above a garden of alkaloids—solanine  

You’re not ingesting the toxins, but if they touch you they’ll get sick  

thank god you’re on this tightrope where they can’t touch you  

you’re afraid of them getting sick.  

Can’t they smell the purple? 

 

You’re not venomous, rather poisonous the difference being a passive one and yet the flowers that  

bloom on this tightrope where you place your feet are all the same shade of purple.  

At the end of this line, this rope, is an antidote 

How silly, an antidote for being lonely,  

you’re getting closer, but you cannot see yourself die in dreams  

so, you take one step off.  
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Horatian Hydrangeas 

 

Often when I give hydrangeas   away  

I ask the florist to wrap their stems in brown paper that crinkles at the touch like the uncertainty of not 

knowing  

Whether someone has time for you in a world where time   is a construct of wanting and  

Wanting both implies a desire to possess something—one, and a lack, lack of a construct that fully 

Defines the future tense. 

magna professis purpureus.  

When I give these flowers away, my fingers will have indented the brown paper leaving lavish purple 

patches that glitter and gleam in the sunlight like flowers that crave the sun. I crave these words. I will 

crave these words, I will need these words.  
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Non-Homogenized Threadwork  

 

 

Our kisses are purple in the way they feel and taste  

Not of primary connections, strings of blue and red  

Weaving in anomalous ways that are not trademark of threadwork. 

 

Weaving through phases of mania I often dream of eating blue acrylic paint 

I dream of swimming in a lake of paint and ingesting the paint in place  

of oxygen. 

When I awake—still manic—it occurs to me that a lake of acrylic in its opacity  

Would prevent me, as Thoreau says, from measuring the depth of my own nature.  

Inimitable as it is, a lake of blue acrylic is a lake like all the others  

A lake all the same. 

 

Mania feels like threadwork—purple as in the common knowledge that blue combined with red make 

purple 

But yarn does not homogenize. 

 

Our kisses amalgamate purple into purple in their repetition of making each purple spot bleed  

A little deeper, and while ink does not feel wet  

It stains all the same.  
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Vincentine’s Whited Dress 

 

In Wallace Stevens’ “Apostrophe to Vincentine,” he describes Vincentine’s dress as being “whited 

green.” “Your dress was green/ was whited green/ green Vincentine.” I think about Vincentine’s dress 

when I sit in the waiting room of my psychiatrist’s office. These days, he likes to say that I’ve brought the 

rain with me. When I first started visiting his office I had waited anxiously for the rain. These days it 

pours Emerald similar to the taffeta that I imagine Vincentine’s dress initially was. Many summers ago, 

on the terrace of my grandmother’s chalk blue house I felt a rain not dissimilar from the one that hammers 

down on the roof of the Solace Center. At the Solace Center they live up to their name, but the rain that 

washed me in shades of green had me soaking it in, much more like solace, next to the pale pink Antigone 

growing freely between the pastel blue pillars of the terrace. Those days I didn’t have a psychiatrist, but I 

suppose I was not yet whited green. These days, I feel whited green in that I take my taffeta and brush 

over it repeatedly in acts of sheer panic that I feel on days the sun is too bright for my unsightly mind. I 

wear this diagnosis as a dress that’s painted gouache. My dress is awfully opaque in contrast with the 

glimmering emerald of the rain that I bring with me.  
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George  

A man I met in a time of need  

Here at the unit there’s a man by the name of George 

Who is thirty years older than me—the same age as my father.  

But George calls me blue partially because of my hair  

Dyed blue, dying cobalt in seams of cerulean  

But George, he calls me blue partly because the heart 

Of my world is blue, and he knows it.  

 

It’s written in my eyes as it is on my arm 

One more tangible than the other  

The word tangible comes from the Latin 

Tangere (to touch) but to also  

(elicit an emotional response)  

George elicits an emotional response in me  

One that is true blue, true blue, true blue, true blue  

As he touches my arm in kind gesture  

To say  

Blue, things will be alright.  
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Frail Gold  

 

It is simple 

This project is all the safety I need in a world  

 

Where safety is the furthest away from this realm 

I abide in  

coated in colors  

 

This spectrum is not found in the  

Blues, reds, greens, yellows, pinks, purples, whites, blacks, oranges 

Solid Golds. Melted silvers.  

  



 

10 
 

The Queerest Green  

 

It is my first day back to class in a month and the classroom feels, if not looks, queer.  

Everyone seems to be dressed in some shade of green—it’s strange, and there’s a boy who I call the  

 

valedictorian who is always dressed in a hue of forest green. The forest after all is dressed in shades and 

hues of green, so perhaps to declare, “forest green” acrimoniously and objectively one single shade  

 

without giving it the option of being part of a plural, a set, would be reductive altogether. Today the boy 

sparks my curiosity because he is part of a crowd and I wonder if he loves the forest or if he just thinks  

 

the green upon his pallid skin is a contrast worth making every two days—I don’t see him the rest of the 

time so who’s to say he wears only forest green. I can only state what I see with my own two eyes and  

 

these two eyes behold a green that belongs high in the mountainous ranges. But it’s quite unfair that I’ve 

only given him two options when I can think of one too many—too many like the greens of this class  

 

that I’ve stumbled upon so curiously dressed in white. It tickles my insides to know that I stand out here 

in this class where green is the stated lifestyle and I am the one clothed in white   

 

Like snow that coats the top of the highest pine trees 

this fragmented metaphor seeps down after melting away in the sun.  
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The Shadows of Pottery  

 

These shadows are black        in their stillness  

 

They are black          in their silence  

 

These shadows are black       in their imitation 

 

Of objects that have         the opportunity to move 

 

If pushed or pulled         off the shelves  

 

They infiltrate          black  

 

These shadows are black        in their identity 
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Cantata II  

 

This blue ephemera quite paradoxically stays printed onto my eyelids.  

It is rustic.  

I travel to Ireland with my mother and we stay at a hotel 

Where the sheets are blue, but the air is bluer.  

It is altogether an intimate affair.  

Dublin is not like Scarborough,  

it is warmer.  

I am reminded of my mother’s warmth in Dublin the feeling 

is blue.  
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Grey Burlap  

When the clouds grey their movements, it is as if pieces of grey burlap are being  

Torn off of one larger piece and pasted onto a giant white canvas.  

 

There are certain areas with more than one piece stacked looking like one after  

The next to illuminate the intensity of the shade.  

 

For the passerby caught under this effervescent affair the grey seems to be a water color masterpiece  

If not for the rough texture of the grey burlap.  

 

It appears this artist does not wish to induce the clichés of affective monotony that grey would seem to  

Inspire, rather it would seem as if the hope lies in the motion of the range of grey.  

 

Ranges of emotional content that are developing into something like an advertisement for seasonal 

Depression would seem grey in their hues, but on a day like this when the burlap is just the  

 

Perfect shade how can one think about the bottles that are  

Piling up in the medicine cabinet.  
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Verdigris 

Perhaps I am entranced by pink because  

as a child I would climb onto my  

grandfather’s pallid, cotton-clad legs and sit there  

expectantly while he broke off a piece of his pink 

Marrinu. Pink Medicine.  

I don’t remember why he took his pink medicine  

but now I would imagine it gave him the effect of  

forgiving himself for all the harm he inflicted on 

his wife and the neglect he showered upon his  

children. I imagine when he ate the medicine  

it conjured up seven spirits that could not make him 

forget the injuries of his past. This I do not know of  

my father’s father but what I do know is that when he placed  

a tiny bit of his pink medicine on the tip of my tongue and smiled at me 

with rosy cheeks and a silvering mustache I did not digest the air of  

abhorrence nor did I cut the redemptive qualities of our games into shards of  

hatred. I held his nimble fingers with grace and prayed clutching that this tenderness 

of a father would never leave my grasp. There was no pink with my father. His colors were 

always concrete walls upon walls that held me out of a life that I knew  

so dearly with my grandfather. I never understood the meaning of ignorance until  

my pink medicine melted away on my tongue and I found that everlasting was not  

meant for daughters that flew far from loosened finger tips and tight grips on palms  

with lines that sunk deep and prominent like varicose veins that my father  

never showed me on his arms. I spent days clutching onto a hope that engulfed me in pink 
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medication. It was never given a reason to be placed on my tongue other than  

its sweetness fulfilling me with some sense of validation. This is your time and you 

are spending it with me. Time spent with me in a way I adored until  

I had to go back and pretend that a son struggling to be a father was better  

than no father at all. The pink pills disappeared slowly but surely, and so did my  

father’s father who would lay me down upon his bed and watch  

me as I slumbered. He who would shed tears I imagine angered my own  

father who never felt a warm embrace from the figure that fulfilled the title  

father for me. He would shed the tears that my father never shed until  

the day I left for the hospital his hazel beautiful eyes swelling up with  

salinity that I could not see but that stories helped me recall.  

My grandfather was not there the day I swallowed sixty pink  

pills not stopping to taste them and realize that these were not  

sweet, but my father was. He was there to watch his daughter struggle  

to hold onto life, and with every wipe of my unconscious forehead his hands trembled 

and forgiveness became the droplets of sweat that connected my being to his. 

 

  



 

16 
 

Behavioral Disengagement 

Or reducing efforts to actively deal with a stressor 

 

Stop. Ponder. Realize the entire world is not blue for you. Say no. 
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Unhinged  

I’m supposed to be looking through dead verbs 

Filling in charts to the brim with ghastly verbs  

But I find myself staring at feathery eyelashes and  

Cheeks that are alive with wonder and it seems my  

Heart craves the deepest of blues.  

 

The blue that knows the comfort of laying one’s  

Head down on a chest that is not flat, and knows the  

Vulnerability of crying softly, almost non-existent in  

A bustling coffeeshop. 

This is the pain the deepest of blues brings with it 

 

The pain of not knowing where or when to begin 

But simultaneously knowing the sharp pain of picking up where you left off once  

Only to find everything has changed and the real-life  

Decision of whether it is a change for the better  

Is yours and only yours  

When in reality you fear the second person future perfect.  

 

Amaveris this blue that disguises itself as a slash of blue in the  

Mourning sky. There is no real “we” to mourn because the violence of  

Slashing into you has depleted the “you.” 
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My Aunt’s Student 

 

I recall my aunt leaning against our black marbled kitchen countertop recalling a story from her early 

days in the English department. Her student, a nameless boy grappling with depression wrote a short story 

in her class and she told me that she was struck by my poem because both of us associated depression 

with the color orange. The fact is that I associate depression with various colors because depression 

manifests itself in various manners in me on different days. In different moments. But she’s not wrong in 

that I associate depression with the color orange partially because the color orange unnerves me. It leaves 

me feeling on edge, unhinged, cut open guts sprawled on the side of a table like a messy c-section. 

There’s nothing beautiful about depression, nothing to be romanticized, and that’s how I view the color 

orange. I find myself seeking beauty and orange just isn’t a placeholder for me. I’m sorry to those who 

love orange, I hope they will forgive me for seeing orange as a reason for me to bundle up under covers 

and be silent and still. A reason for me to cling onto my aunt and mother and cry because I wanted to 

push everyone out of my way when I went for a walk. My aunt is sitting at the table now, she’s holding 

my orange bottle of pills and whispering something about how one day—and it’s coming soon—the 

medications will all be in order and therapy will finally begin to seem like it is doing something for the 

benefit of my brain. But today everything is orange, and I empathize with my aunt’s student who wrote 

the short story. I, too, abhor orange.  
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Streaks of Shrillness  

 

Today when I picked up the phone  

The voice on the other line asked  

 

If I called for a reason and part of me  

Wanted to say, why yes, of course I did. 

 

Uncertainty is pink in hues of magenta  

And the voice was so pink in its paramountcy  

 

It left me reeling with questions that I  

Only could answer in whispers of pink noise that sound 

 

Calliopean like a tap left to gush magenta  

on stark white porcelain  

 

The voice dripped a sharp pink, it left a puddle through the phone  

And I slipped on it so comically it induced  

 

A type of laugh in me that I don’t often laugh  

When I’m not certain of why I am calling  

 

A person who does not know if I am calling them  

For a reason that I do not have 

 

  



 

20 
 

The Ganges 

Temporality is a funny thing when it comes to cross-country flights on airplanes. 

Whose time do I follow? America’s or India’s?  

My pale green pills sit in a box waiting for nighttime clothed in ascetic orange, 

The color the swamis wear sitting quietly, still, on the altars  

Next to the river Ganga.  
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The Wind Chimes 

We step on bones to break them because they have been 

Frail for too long.  

 

They bleed red, puncture wounds from the shards of bone 

Shattering the silence of our brains. 

 

It’s too loud in here and we can’t see the road clearly ahead 

The hues are all red as if we’re wearing glasses with  

 

Red lenses, half of a 3D dream we had where our aunt  

Was missing an arm and our other aunt had whispered to us  

 

It’s because you haven’t forgiven yourselves yet. Forgiven  

We say is a hefty word, and blood is too thin, as we  

 

Gulp down gallons of red oil paint our intestines a canvas  

Made for blood spatter evidence and abstract art.  

 

We dream again where hues cause the trees to color red 

The streams to color red.  

 

Like wine or blood or both mixed together in a homogenous  

Blend of danger. Do not drink it we think  

 

Because out of all the dreams this is the one that causes  

Sleep paralysis and the figure we see at the end of the bed  

 

Is missing an arm. We scream but all it hears is  

The sound of bones snapping like branches in the wind.  

 

The figure wants to leave us because there is a difference between  

Being scared and being frightened, and we are the former.  

 

Ultimately our brains are wounded, scarred, and squished  

Between our fingers like wet, wet, clay.  

 

Wrung out like laundry dripping blood into a bucket  

And we think that  

 

Perhaps the bones we crushed would make  

Beautiful wind chimes.  
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Loss 

Benzodiazepine Coagulation 

In April when I was prescribed klonopin the tablets poured out daffodil yellow contained only in 

translucent orange plastic.  

I place emphasis on the daffodil yellow because at the time I believed, quite naively, that those pills 

would remain that color.  

But flowers grow, don’t they? 

Until the next prescription in mid-May when the pills poured out a chalky cantaloupe orange. In those 

days, I took two pills a day and was prescribed thirty pills in orange translucency.  

Mathematically speaking, from late April till mid- May it was only a matter of time until I had to be 

prescribed the cantaloupe orange pills.  

Those cantaloupe pills lasted me a while, lasting me two a day as needed.  

My brother once asked me what “as needed” meant and I curled my fingers into my palm, coursing 

pressure throughout the fingers rather than placing pressure on the palm and said “this.”  

My klonopin sat, and it sat as it went from “take one as needed,” to not needing to take one. 

 In illo tempore, I wondered what would happen if I ground up the daffodil yellow and the cantaloupe 

orange pills into a fine powder.  

Would the mixture be more yellow or orange?  

In illo tempore, I did not need to ponder upon that thought any longer because by the time I was next 

prescribed klonopin it came pouring out the bottle in a color somewhere in the middle of rouge and rose.  

A color not as vivid as bubblegum but muted in its opacity all the same.  

Those pink pills collected in my communal—as I had grown to call it—bottle and they collected until 

they became dangerous.  

An aid to my impulsive mind that controlled, or rather lost control of my hands, and in all but a minute 

the opacity made its way down my esophagus and in about fifteen minutes into my bloodstream.  

In illo tempore, did the colors combine in my body?  

Did the daffodil, cantaloupe, and rouge or rose paint tiny sunsets on my blood cells as I lost 

consciousness?  

In illo tempore, was that art?  

An art carved out of sixty benzodiazepines turning me into an artist like no other.  

I didn’t have to grind the pills or dilute them in water to make a paste.  

All I had to do was coagulate my yellow, orange, and pink klonopin into the very sunsets I try so hard to 

avoid.  
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For Balabhaskar  

 

It has been three days since he passed, and my mother won’t stop listening to his violin renditions  

Of familiar songs that sound extra familiar because it is all that she has when she says that she no 

longer has the opportunity to meet him in the summer 

 

His songs sound incandescent, iridescent their movement as rapid a dragonfly blue as I first imagined  

A blue could be 

Success is as blue as my copy of Emerson’s prose and poetry—a book that is never further than it is  

these days  

 

My garden is dilapidated, so I don’t read there anymore, but I always feel a sense of repair in Emerson’s 

words. Repair cannot happen when death is finality.  

He died in a car accident, and for days people have been washed in an incandescent blue, a fast blue. Its 

rapid movement exacerbated by the silence of a violin that’s being repeatedly played somewhere  

somehow like magic.  

 

He was successful in his life as he is in his legacy because when my mother plays his songs and smiles  

that blue smile that we all smile in the presence of absence I am reminded of Emerson who once wrote 

“that to know one life has breathed easier because you have lived. This is to have succeeded.”  
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10th Grade Art Exam 

 

This evening is grey static upon muted green waters it is  

Black leaves stranded by identity crisis  

where is our north star on a canvas of green ensnared by fingers dripping a cosmic black  

to make it a shade—this we learned in a time  

when leaves looked green and grey static was noise  

in the background 
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Incarnadine 

 

Post-suicide attempt I always feel the flames of incarnadine when I talk to someone I haven’t talked to 

since before I tried to kill myself. 

The questions that burn deep in my stomach are such an intense red they match my candor that is 

vivaciously incarnadine. A deep burn cannot be ignored. That is the third degree.  

Surely, they must know, but they don’t ask me. If they know, why won’t they ask me? These flames that 

consume me consume my inner and outer surfaces burning bright red with the desire to know 

Why are they not asking me. They know I attempted to do something that I fortunately enough failed at. 

They know that I am fortunate enough to be able to write these words today. It burns pellucidly.  

I fear this strain of red more than I do the others. 
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Cantata III  

 

I cry often.  

At movies, in my room, when the rain pours lightly.  

My mother does not.  

She recalls crying the day she dropped me off at the unit.  

Our oxytocin was brimming that day.  

Our travels cut short.  

This is my road to take, and it is not intimate blue.  

There is no intimacy in this ephemerality.  
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The Ocean Floor  

I took a trip to the middle of the ocean 

Afloat on a giant pink inflatable flamingo. 

I knew I wouldn’t last too long not with  

air seeping out the Band-Aid patched hole on the left wing, 

But I opted for a propeller hat, 

instead of an oxygen tank, 

And went down slowly 

My blood-pink index finger spinning the tiny blades in movements 

like the merry-go-round I broke my arm on in grade school. 

My nostrils burning in saline 

Pink hued vision focusing in on the sunlight glimmering through the waves 

And on those celestial bodies floating through the water. 

I remember that I ate pink glitter once to see what the stars tasted like—plastic, 

Who cares if it was pink, it was plastic all the same, no ease to it  

And drank glue as a child 

Which clogged up my throat then caused me to cry at the doctors. I still do with 

tears staining my face as sea shells replace my teeth, 

bones molded by carbonate 

my spine a coral reef, I sink 

pink plastic floating above me 
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Helplessness in Hues of White  

Helplessness blooms white at first touch.  

My eyes are closed but they are fluttering rapidly in their movements.  

I cannot see for when I open my eyes I can see nothing but the white sky.  

This white is blinding me, and I wonder if it is burning my corneas.  

I’m starting to worry that my life will become devoid of colors.  

I’m starting to wonder if I will see a world that is only frighteningly white.  
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What the Starbucks Barista Who Knows Me by My First Name Doesn’t Know 

Is that somedays I am a numb white. That on days like this one,  

I come from phone calls of activism, from pleas to just be more active.  

Just get up and do something, anything.  

The world wants me to be active, and activity like my psychiatrist says  

is the cruelest catch-22 there is in a mind like this.   

The world awaits, and all you have to do is find the right combination of medication. The word “all” struggles to 

escape my mouth in anything but pure cynicism.  

What the world doesn’t know is that to find that witch’s brew—the right concoction—it could take one to two years. 

In the meantime, just get up and work, walk, breathe, breathe, breathe.  

Breathe white, and choke on it until you’re forced to get up and drink water.  

Your throat is too dry for this apathy, this is life or death,  

and it’s relentless and a motion ultimately. Ultimately and objectively you have moved.  

I have moved. That’s what’s supposed to cure me of this depression.  

I’ve always thought white would be the color of depression.  

A color so motionless and stuck in a time that doesn’t know time.  

White whispers sweet nothings deep into my mind.  

That’s just what it sounds like—nothing sweet. Just ask Anne Carson.  

Pick up a copy of Eros the Bittersweet. Read Sappho. Do something.  

Anything. Just do something because White is the color you have to fight,  

struggle against, for you to climb into the car, all groggy and limp  

because your mother needs to pick up her dry cleaning and in a situation like this, 

how on earth can you be left alone.  

It’s ridiculous how much energy white drains out of you. It’s cruel and relentless.  

So cold, but you’ve left the house and you’re on your way to get the dry cleaning  

because even if it’s nothing great, it is something.  

These are the baby steps you’re aiming for.  

Stop being a misanthrope and realize that these umbilical relationships are worth holding onto.  
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Clutch onto the white and don’t let go. It’s relentless. I know, but you have to fight it.  

That’s what they say anyways, and you’re starting to think that yes, Gertrude Stein had a point. Convoluted, but isn’t 

it strange how that word rhymes with polluted.  

We’re all just words, and birds are most themselves when they’re in flight.  

Flight rhymes with white. This world is connected isn’t it.  

We’re back to umbilical relationships and holding onto them.  

It’s worthwhile, so do it. It’s a step when the only word you can muster is—no.  

I understand the worth of my mother and her patience, it helps add droplets of color to the white that is slowly 

brush-stroking my brain.  

Be gentle on my brain, the texture of the paintbrush could puncture the surface and then white would seep inside. 

We don’t want that.  

It’s too much to handle. Too much to deal with when you’re depressed.  

White really is a troublesome color, and that’s only evident when none of the medication seems to be working. 

Patience really is a tiring thing.  

How am I supposed to be active when patience is the treadmill, I am running full speed on.  

I think, when my patience runs low and I run relentlessly and endlessly mentally  

that I am sad today because I have been sad for so many days.  

This sadness is becoming a way of life for me, and I can feel melancholy being engraved deep into my white bones. 

My white, white bones.  

The Starbucks barista doesn’t know how white my skin is becoming but she knows me by my first name, and on 

days like this one when human interaction seems like a chore (what doesn’t feel like a chore though) hearing my 

name from the mouth of a stranger feels like adding droplets of color onto the white. Into it.  

This, too, is an action.  
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Complacency in Shades of Purple  

 

At Mary’s store she sells discounted vitamins 

Adjacent to her store is a run-down gas station that sells discounted Marlboros  

I walk into Mary’s store not to buy her discounted vitamins but to have a conversation in which she asks 

me, hey what’s the color of your hair.  

If I assumed any previous form of my former self I would sigh, giddy, but sigh and say well one can only 

account it to Wisteria but what does Mary care. I’m not there to buy her discounted vitamins, I’m just a 

discounted version of myself (not a discounted Marlboro yet) but, Mary it’s supposed to be purple. 

Forced smile. Exit.  
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Dreamsicle—Orange and White  

Today I read a logo on a shirt that said: eat glitter for breakfast and shine all day. Besides the kitschy 

element of that logo that read loud and clear I couldn’t help thinking to myself that today, for breakfast I 

had nothing but Klonopin, Lamictal, and Trileptal, what with everything else seeming unsafe to ingest, 

but I struggled to shine much less survive all day.  
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Twenty Laps Around the Lake 

 

Today I am depressed. 

I let the wind bite my legs and fingertips. 

I let a deep, fiery black that congregates above my shoulders fade into a serene backdrop for the moon. 

I let the red whites of my scleras pierce the waters and verdure. 

I let the faint hum in my ears become a cacophonous symphony. 

It hurts because today I let my depression consume me.  
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Best Friends  

My bones are not brittle 

I am breaking 

Slowly, loudly, heartbreakingly  

Moon setting sun upon horizon 

Covering myself in plaster of Paris  

Dyed pink  

You are still a part of my life  

The moon speaks to the sun the stars  

Spectators as she claims this color to be  

Her own  

This pink is hers, not mine  

Words that breath fatality  

Silver fish in a bathtub kind of discomfort  

But because this anatomy is mine  

Do you feel good when you hurt me  

Pink, pink, pink is unstable  

Restless against a table leg shaking  

Words on paper until you  

Break my bones harder  

Dip them in plaster of Paris dyed pink  

Soak them in goop  

Then laugh  

Sardonically 
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Desire 

 

The Clock Ticks Lucidity 

 

as we ride our bicycles towards pink not just the place but the city of palaces and forts. Jaipur, a place we 

have always wanted to visit, but have not had the time nor the resources 

 

But we’re running out of—pedaling towards—excuses at highspeed, tires skidding, skid marks leaving 

desire on the concrete that’s washed over pink in desire as desire is as desire will be.  

The clock ticks one by one, dial churning as Rajasthan awaits its queen who’s riding on the front of a 

pink, not red, bicycle her uncle gave her. 

His wife says this bicycle is good luck, and she should know as it is she who waited and waited and 

prayed for a baby to come—as the queen prays for Jaipur, she prays in pink—  

Her uncle’s wife had told her this bicycle is of good luck, and in a city where pink is the color of the dirt, 

sky, and moon, she needs luck to become a queen—the kind of good luck that blessed her uncle’s wife 

with a baby in her ample belly just three days after she had received the bicycle.  

Who says this bicycle isn’t fit for a queen when the earthiest of colors is the color of the vehicle she has 

chosen to ride solo in, she’s in for a ride, and that ride is in for the pinkest pedaling it has ever pedaled. 

This queen of the earth is queen of the pink land.   

This city of pink palaces and pink forts, and water reflections that reflect back pink all tickle her soul pink 

and she’s convinced to become queen of this place all it will take is to ride that bicycle back to its spot 

under the sun before the clock ticks one.  
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Intimate Green  

A favorite feeling of mine is the sheer chameleon green intimacy of fingers    

      

Tracing their delicate tips over the tattoos on my arms   green  

green gossamer floating      down 

Down upon the skin I cannot      shave off floating  

Down upon the humanness of      the hair that has started to grow 

In between and over the words      in my grandmother’s handwriting. This 

Intimacy is only advantaged by      its cedar green edges which cause me to  

Shiver at the        touch.  
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Ukulele Lessons 

 

My aunt takes a red-eye flight  

On a tiny airplane to see me after my attempted  

Flight to heaven. 

 

That wasn’t a red-eye flight  

But all metaphors aside it left all of us 

Bleary and red-eyed. 

 

Among the things that leave me red-eyed are  

Attempted suicides and bowls of acetone at the nail salons  

I frequent. Today the acetone was particularly mild because 

 

Diane, my technician turned neighbor or neighbor turned technician  

Covered the bowl soaking my fingers with a dark 

Blue towel. The cotton of the towel traps the smell of the acetone  

 

That wafts up to my eyes and coaxes the blood vessels out of hiding  

Today my eyes remain free of redness  

Today Diane cuts my nails extra short and paints them periwinkle blue because  

 

After my suicide attempt I’m learning how  

To live my life again and somewhere along the line it occurred to me that long nails 

While beautiful are not optimal for picking up and playing a ukulele 

 

And this time around I’m living my life in dreams of taking red-eye flights to Manhattan  

With my book in hand and ukulele in my backpack dreaming of meeting my aunt  

Somewhere in the middle and I imagine that this is what the luster of moondust does to your soul. 
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La Vie En Rose  

 

On long car rides back home, the stereo is set to Edith Piaf and I sing along to La Vie En Rose until my 

voice gets hoarse. I’m actually starting to view life in hues of pink which is only inconvenient because of 

a slight discrepancy between the voice I hear and the color I picture.  

I learned about synesthesia a while back when my best friend’s cousin and I were in the waiting room of a 

pristine hospital where discomfort could be cut out of the air in chunks and served on fine china. He said 

that when he heard music he could see shapes with his mind’s eye, and I replied that when I listened to 

music I could see colors.  

We determined that the song playing on the PA system that day was a forest-green square. It is an 

interesting memory because I don’t quite remember if the square was filled in or just outlined in forest-

green. If I had it my way, the square would be outlined. The hospital was just too sanitized for the square 

to be filled in.  

It is curious though because when I listen to Edith Piaf her voice is always a very full carrot-orange. She 

sings of rosy-colored glasses and I picture the dozen orange roses I once gave my professor from my 

favorite florist’s shop down on West Alabama street. All these memories tickle my curiosity because as 

far as flowers are concerned, roses are certainly not my favorite, but I think about them often because I 

listen to Edith Piaf often.  

It’s like that—all these colors, primarily oranges and pinks remind me of roses and I find myself in the 

flower aisles of stores pretending I’m Edith Piaf singing songs with rolled R’s searching for the perfect 

color that’s somewhere between the pink she sings of and the orange I see when I close my eyelids 
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Lying Fuchsia  

 

There’s a corner house on the intersection of West Alabama and Attucks that is painted seafoam as if I 

stopped there on my way back from first grade and colored it in like I would a coloring page sitting at my 

desk overly protective of the Crayola seafoam I always took from the marker bin. I did not stop there, and 

I know it only because the bougainvillea spreading from hardy plank to hardy plank is fuchsia and fuchsia 

both sounds like nausea and makes me a product of it all at once. But who was there to see me think these 

thoughts and think “liar” as I travelled down West Alabama and beamed with gleaming wonder at the 

neon fuchsia of a tree in the courtyard of a bar with hammocks. Liar. Liar. Liar, for not thinking I planted 

those bougainvillea of the house that surely, I colored, but who was there with me on West Alabama and 

Attucks as I passed a house I never knew as my own. 
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Clitoria Ternatea 

 

 

blue garden, my love  

stays illuminated in a manuscript of  

pea flowers  

leaving butterfly dust  

if you touch the wings 

of one of these entities they will leave 

their essential colors along 

the pads of your  

fingertips beget  

blue, my love 

beget blue in this garden of  

anthropomorphism where these flowers  

become the blue  

water that enkindles a love 

so blue, my love  

in this garden of blue, we forget our blues so to speak  

 

in hushed whispers  
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Being in Love at Walden Pond   

 

 

“All of Concord waters are said to have two colors—one when viewed at a distance  

and the other when viewed close at hand.” 

It is the day after Christmas, and you are in love with a boy you dream about in Paris.  

 

This love feels colorful and yet you hesitate to come up with colors to describe your love for him 

all you think about is that it is certain that this love is one fixed color 

A color you call celadon for it lies between the earth and the heavens—partaking in the color of both.  

 

This love is delicate, too little iron dioxide and it blues. Too much iron dioxide and it gradually deepens 

to a uniform dark green. You think that perhaps theobromine is far too dangerous a substance for you to 

stay a sated celadon. The presence of other chemicals has effects on this glazed look you are sporting in  

 

the middle of a Paris winter. The yellowish tint of this celadon could be because you have viewed it at 

close hand—too close—or because there is too much titanium dioxide present, but you think that purity is 

overrated in any case because he plays the drums and celadon besides being a color can be used as a  

 

percussive instrument. You are comfortable with this crystalline dichotomy that melds and molds the 

color taking the space of an equal quantity of air  

This is love in the cool December air.   
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At Ganesha’s Altar 

 

 

 

The first time I cried at the temple it smelled dusky yellow. 

I walked around Ganesha’s altar transforming transparency into Sandalwood. 

Every ounce of the yellow got wet with the steps I took. 

The sandalwood turned a deeper and darker yellow with the salinity that it soaked up. 

It smelled holy.  
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Piroozi (Victory)  

My first day at the unit I am told I scream “abandonment” over and over again until my throat is sore, and 

my eyes are dry. My anger is turquoise, and it has drenched me from head to toe. My being is assimilating 

a form just barely familiar to me because it is neither blue nor green, but if I had to choose I would always 

establish that it is blue.  

I am angry because the only familiar faces are those of strangers that pass me by in the cold hallways. 

There is a girl who sings at the top of her lungs because she is constantly manic, and I think that my 

mania has not broken out of its shell yet.  

When this illness started I was constantly green, in the unit I am green, but later on I know I will turn 

blue. Somewhere in between is this turquoise. The eye of the hurricane is turquoise, I will do anything to 

get out of this unit, so I remain in the eye.  

My sense of willpower is incredible for a person diagnosed with a disorder it almost feels like a facsimile 

of my illness. This area of disillusionment has infiltrated my being, but I am turquoise in my vengeance.  
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Cantata I 

 

Intimate blue sounds like Debussy dancing against a velvet sky.  

Us children of the blues view the world as female, 

every hiss the sound of a mother’s intimacy as blue takes over in  

a form that we know to be our own.  

This dance is rustic.  

It is oxytocin emitted from cacophony,  

hands gripping at hands in solidarity  

you are mine even though it is incomprehensible now.  

This is also intimate blue.  

Our vices are forgiven in an act of love  

Afterall, we are just blue children in a world where blue  

is the written word spoken with confidence,  

our mothers know when a hum will become a hiss,  

they know it all too well.  
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Tere Bin/ Without You 

 

It is said that there are different types of rain. This I believe for the one that is reminiscent of the rain  

That falls on the tin roof of my grandmother’s kitchen in India is the softest type of rain. My little brother 

would say that’s a juxtaposition, and truth be told I have always loved juxtapositions.  

 

It is a pale green coated in a soft sheen of gold. Here this rain doesn’t fall often, but on days like today 

when it is cold and leaves droplets on my hair and shirt and wets my feet in all the right ways it feels  

 

like that rain which feels like a pleasant but ephemeral conversation with a gentle glimmer and looks like 

the gold trim around a beautiful tumbled jade bracelet. A gentle gleam.  

The beautiful thing about this shade of green, this pale but shimmery green is how delicate it is. A 

delicate yearning for this rain to never end. Not on this day. 
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Genda Phool  

 

In Kerala, outside of the temple of the Devi there are vendors with ashy grey hands and portable stalls 

selling articles like camphor, incense, betel leaves, and a wide variety of flowers. There are pearly white 

jasmines, red roses, blue butterfly peas, pink hibiscus—Kerala after all, is tropical—and yellow and 

orange marigolds. I stare at these flowers when I pass by on my way to the temple, little lime lamp in 

hand. Every time I pass by I can’t help but to think that there is a certain kind of confidence in the color of 

the freshly picked yellow marigolds. It’s very different with the orange marigolds. The orange marigolds 

sport the confidence of young Tamilian girls wearing them in their long, braided hair, that smells like 

jasmine but looks of orange genda phool. The yellow marigolds sport the confidence of my voice when I 

promise my psychiatrist that I will call him if I ever feel like taking my life. The garlands a repetition of 

flowers like all the times I have promised him—I will call you. When the time comes however I am 

reminded that sometimes the vibrancy of promises makes them harder to keep. To see. The vibrancy is 

what attracts me to the yellow genda phool. The exuberance of the yellow marigolds is the exuberance of 

the manic part of my mind that causes me to forget the promises I have made. Mania is vibrant in the 

many thoughts and visions that flood my head, filling my brain to the brim with a yellow that is so 

pungent it can only be marigold, and marigolds, while beautiful in their own right, are used to keep 

insects at bay from the other flowers. 
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Stressed is Desserts Spelled Backwards  

You often think the color blue is one that you wish to taste, but not as you would taste an hors d’ oeuvre, 

but in the manner of licking ice cream, you wish to lick an initial impression.  

Goethe says of blue “Rooms which are hung with pure blue, appear in some degree larger, but in the same 

time empty and cold.”  

As you pay for your ice cream, extra-large, imploding with sprinkles and mini-marshmallows the cashier 

says, “you smell nice, perfume?” and though you can only wait so much longer to turn glutton you lick, 

nod, perfume.  

Blue is reminding you of just how deeply you were indented against another, as you held onto emptiness 

in a room not covered in blue and when you turn, slightly in repose of holding blue in your hands and 

simmering blue on your tongue and feeling blue in your soul it tastes like soft, warm, peppery, chewy 

amber. This is a true blue. 
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The Bongos 

 

The best kind of music is gold  

With bongos that beat a rhythm into your heart  

It feels like a trip where your head is out of the window 

And the luster of gold looks like a reflection of the wind in your eyes. 

 

The lyrics aren’t quite clear, they’re a bit hazy and honestly and truly in a 

Beautiful juxtaposition with the raw gold that is the music in a silent disco 

Only you would know.  

 

They say that souls are gold, and who’s to say they aren’t. 

Afterall, you’ve been dancing on your own for too long  

And at some point, your limbs are aching to hold  

Onto something.  

 

A jubilee of time is golden isn’t it? That’s what they say too long 

Feels like. It feels golden, like time.  

Time where your shoulders move back to back, blades cutting through  

Sunlight pouring out the blinds in a room you don’t know to be  

Your own.  

 

Strangers don’t feel golden but when this music is playing  

And percussive instruments are drumming into your breaths, strangers, they seem  

To be golden.  

 

Catch the gold in your own eyes when you spin in front of a  

Mirror, slowing down for no one in particular.  
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Peonies 

 

Nowadays I tell myself that if I had known my brain would blossom so beautifully in the way pink and 

white peonies slowly unravel their petals. Slowly spreading outwards and onto life in a motion that can 

only be called self-growth, I would have learned or at least attempted to learn how to be self-

compassionate early on in life.  

 

I once gave pink and white peonies to the mother of a friend who I had never told about my illness. It 

never came up in conversation and I saw him so ephemerally in bursts of time that he only saw the good 

days. It might be subliminal, but I find myself distancing the illness from me with that word the. This is 

not my illness. It is the illness, and I just happen to be a bystander participating in the street show. And 

my, what a show it is. My friend’s mother who found the hues of pink and white as soft as I find self-

compassion would later tell me she loved the flowers. I told myself that I love you. The you being me and 

the me being an absolute being attached to an absolute truth.  

 

Cognitive distortions can often drain the color out of flowers—specifically pink and white peonies that I 

grow in my mind. They drain the color until the petals become translucent and veiny. But the thing about 

beautiful brains is that they’re full and opaque. Fresh and well groomed. Soft and compassionate. Pink 

and White. Some would say, like a garden of peonies.  
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Of Canaries and Self-Help Books 

I leave a voicemail to a friend saying, Hey I’m reading a really great self-help book that I bought from the 

shady bookstore by the coffeeshop we frequent. My voice quivers a bit, but I swallow the bit of 

humiliation clogging my throat and in a hushed, rushed tone say that I only bought it because its cover is 

canary yellow. You know I don’t like birds much, but canary yellow is my father’s favorite color. I 

always did have a habit of picking up books for their vivid colors, but this time I was just so lonely, and 

the cover reminded me of my father’s warm smiles. I tell you that he smiles a lot more these days because 

I think he’s learned to finally hug me and compliment me on the canary yellow shirts I wear so often to 

please him. You know I’m at a stable place in my life right now, but I tell you that today was my last day 

of needed therapy sessions, and I’m waiting for my father to get home so I can tell him. I want to see him 

smile I say. Now that I know I’m at a stable place I can finally start listing the pros to this dreaded illness 

amongst the never-ending list of cons. My father smiles a lot more these days, and because I love his 

smile so much, I am reminded that when you share a love for the same color, even if you’ve had to shift 

your viewpoint a bit, you become closer to your person. That’s the biggest pro. Close proximity. I finally 

hang up the phone but continue thinking that as a child I craved my father so much. I used to smile at the 

sun and wonder if my father loved it because it was yellow. As we think as children. I think of the page I 

painted yellow in primary school, and how much I cried after I gave it to my father because he didn’t 

smile after a long day at work.  Then I came to resent the color yellow because it reminded me too much 

of what I was missing. That yellow left a gaping hole in my heart and refused to let it close. I resent the 

resentment I carried around in my heart when I recall the first day of my illness when my father drove an 

hour to the only open pharmacy to get me anti-anxiety pills so I could sleep for just one night. Just one 

night. Just. Today I hold my self-help book a little tighter in my hands hoping that the canary yellow will 

brush off on my palms. I imagine taking the canary yellow on my hands and wiping it on my cheeks until 

my face looks vibrant and yellow. Yellow contrasted against my brown skin glowing with the same 

passion my father had when he stood up to my psychiatrist and told him that he would not have me 
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hospitalized a second time. That he would take care of me by himself if need be. Those times felt like a 

lucid dream crawling with the dark creatures of sleep paralysis. In times like that I wished my father 

would hold my hand, kiss it three times, and tell me that sleep is not as frightening as I thought. He never 

did, but I find myself beaming with pride because he saved me from a solitude that was suffocating me 

and I think that, now, when my father and I go to our shared vocal lessons that this feeling is truly the 

color of a self-help book that I bought in a time when I was too scared to be alone.  
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Umbilical Connection 

My brother and I sit in my car  

We’re going to a museum  

Where neon lights 

Are the norm, and that scares you  

when you are used to sitting in a car 

Listening to white noise. 

 

There are birds chirping in the distance  

From outside the window which I have left 

Open because the silence of my brother is suffocating  

And although I don’t fancy birds very much they distract me 

From my brother’s ignorance. 

 

There’s a faint smell of petrichor from our shoes  

It is connecting us and while he doesn’t want  

To be connected to me he is, but he is, ultimately  

He is.  

 

He’s listening to Japanese Heavy Metal and wears 

All black, I’m wearing black too 

But it is spotted with pink. 

Black is acrid and I can only wear it in this way.  

If it is speckled with other colors.  

 

I wear black to remind myself that self-love is not self- 

Love unless I love all parts of myself including the ones 

That are afraid to lose me. That’s what my therapist says.  

 

I promise her he won’t lose me. She tells me to tell him instead.  

I am too afraid to tell him, I fear his words will cause  

Acid to climb up and burn a pathway in my throat.  

Of guilt I say. Of guilt.  

 

So, I wear his favorite color instead, in my own way.  

We can’t change it all.  

But it is in solidarity.  

I am sorry you are afraid, but I am too.  

Solidarity.  
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Bluebonnets 

There are bluebonnets 

sprouting from the crevices in 

between my brain. I see them 

as slightly purple but as they 

sway, roots tangled in axons 

and dendrites firing, any 

misnomers are forgiven and 

forgotten.  

I am in this place now and I 

am becoming. Names are 

soaked in blue washing out 

purple. I am standing 

barefoot on milk carton crates 

until the plastic outlining the 

gaps allow me to paint 

diamonds on the bottom of 

my foot.  

Follow this diamond painted 

path, walk towards the 

bluebonnets growing on the 

side of the road that leads me 

to a land I once knew. Come 

back to a misnomer, breath 

hard, losing breath, breathing 

hardly against glass. Draw an 

arrow pointing to the sky and 

follow it to the bluebonnets.  
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The Color of Water  

What is the color of water you ask a restless  

Face cut into thirds by string wound tightly  

Around two fingers turning blood red.  

 

It is this, they answer holding up a palm  

Full of liquid life letting shards of crystal countenance  

Cut the cracks between their fingers  

Celerity.  
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Yellow Sunlight  

Writhe fingers grasping at larger palms 

There’s a rumor going around about Vincent Van Gogh eating yellow paint  

To make himself happier.  

I leave chaste kisses upon fluttering eyelashes  

The intimacy of it all reminds me of the people that held my hands when difficult was a presence and I 

was missing in its shadows  

Pick yellow sunflowers and eat their dichotomous petals not to feel happy 

But to taste a part of this earth a friend sent as a bouquet when depression set my heart a blaze and let it 

burn out  

I’m not there anymore so let me soften up these dreams, compress them into two arms 

Cradling my head so softly my breaths raise the microscopic hairs on my arms up 

I cry out powerfully, leave my strengths in the colors of sunlight pouring through the stained-glass 

windows of a cathedral whose bells toll for me  

These books have gathered into step formation for me to climb up and onto a roof where distance is not so 

far away 

I paint my hands yellow and press them tightly together, leave an imprint of each of them on the other  

It is all similar but not the same, this I know of a spectrum, this I am learning of myself 

The flowers have begun to rain on me, they’re smiling in colors I find beautiful 

I am holding onto a world too big to fit in one heart, I’ll gladly share it with others 

Leave kisses upon the doors of my soul, count them with confidence 

“solidarity” whispers yellow thoughts in the dark of an empty fire escape garden 

Me, the child of music made entirely of paint brush strokes on negative space am learning to dance with 

broken feet 

I am thanking myself for the breaths I take twirling in the sunlight, no matter how scarce it is, it is here 

I am thanking myself for the steps I leave behind on the kind soil of this earth I inhabit 

 

  

 

 

 

 


