
Pride 
 
 

I. 
I gaze at the Pride flag hung up on my wall 
and I try to be proud 
of the colours 
I know that every colour stands for something; 

I start from the bottom, 
 
 

II. 
Violet is the flowers on my phone case 
the one my mom brought for me 
when they came to visit 
the same weekend my dad used 
get out of here, faggots! 

as a punchline 
I bent over to look at the floor  
to find the joke 
he must have dropped 
  
Violet is your pillowcase 
the first time I come over 
I almost look away when you remove 
your shirt 

the way locker rooms work, 
  
 

III. 
Indigo is the cover of the book I read  
in eighth grade 
where two boys fall in love  
in Tallinn 
I look up basic phrases  
in Estonian: 
tere hommikust 
'good morning' 
ma armastan sind 



'I love you' 
ma armastan sind ka 
'I love you too' 

I hide it under my math book 
when I hear steps on the stairs 
  
Indigo is my eyes 
as my dad changes the channel 
when they show too many colours 
people smiling, dancing, celebrating, 

I go upstairs 
it is the year I realize I have forgotten  
how to dance 
  
Indigo is the lake by our secret spot 
where we go to forget about time, 
about the rest of the world 
and to not talk about 
how I let go of your hand 

as soon as there is someone around, 
  
 

IV. 
Green is football fields and folded arms 
and me, just wanting to play  
because it's fun 
where winning doesn't matter 
but suddenly it does 
I don't know which side to be on 

or what team to play for; 
no one notices my confusion 
  
Green is the Aloe vera plant 
I keep in my room 
hoping that it will help me 
breathe  
through the night 
  
Green is the field we are sitting on 



after walking 
in our first Pride Parade 
and me still being afraid 
of sitting too close to you 
I look over my shoulder 

before I put my hand on yours, 
 
  

V. 
Yellow is the flowers I would collect  
with my grandma 
and the dresses my dolls would wear 
before I found I'd rather play 
with balls and dice 
because everyone seemed nicer  
then 
  
Yellow is the faded tablecloth I stare at 
as my dad asks  
who my new friend is; 
if she is going to be my girlfriend 

I don't reply 
he says he thinks she should 
I think dinner's ready 
  
Yellow is the traffic light I speed through 
I don't dare to stop 
barely breathing I whisper 
ma armastan sind 
you blink in response 
  
Yellow is the building we are looking at the stars 
from 
you and I; 
the man my family still knows nothing about 
the night we decide 

that you are a haiku 
and I am a forest fire 

who has never felt this warm before, 



 
VI. 

Orange is the half-peeled fruit 
in my mom's lap  
when I read them the letter 
that I have been writing and rewriting  
for the past four months 

my mom says they love me still 
my dad stays quiet 
then 
less quiet later 
  
Orange is on the TV 
and my dad is not changing 
 
Orange is the post-it notes I write 
and tear apart, 
finding the perfect lie 
about where I'm going 
telling you  
that to my parents 
your name is an anagram 

now a girl's name 
we go to cross the street 
hand in hand 
no cars, only streetlights, music  
in the distance 
  
Orange is the candy wrapper  
I stop to pick up 
you notice them before I do 
and tell me to run 

I hate myself for how fast I run 
if hate was a name 
that's who they were addressing 
as they knocked you over 
I don't turn around; 

I run faster, 
  



  
VII.  

It is November again 
I am still looking at the flag on my wall 
gazing slowly upwards 

at the top I look away 
I decide to go for a walk 

the sun has almost set, 
  
 

VIII. 
Red is his eyes 
when I tell him about you 
when I say that  
I don't want to be an engineer anymore 
he hardly puts up a fight 
he is already walking away 
  
Red is the string I tie 
around my wrist 
to remind myself of the colour  
beneath my skin 

so that I don't forget 
and need to make sure 
  
Red is the bouquet I bring 
to sit with you and watch the stars again 
leaning against the cold stone 
I whisper ma armastan sind 
over and over 
you don't respond this time either 
church bells do; 

I try to be proud 
but I only go here at night 
  
Red is blood on the pavement 
and parents  

not picking up. 


