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MD 2008 It all began a very long time ago. 
There are lots of stories about how 
Holi began. One story tells us that 
the festival is named after Holika
who was the sister of the demon 

king, Hiranyakashipu. 

How did it 
all begin?

Why do Hindus 
have Holi?
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Hiranyakashipu was a very 
cruel, demon king. His son, 
Prahlad, was always very 

good and prayed to the god 
Vishnu. This made his father 

very, very angry. 
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It made him very angry because he believed 
he he he he was a god . He ordered all the people to 
worship him but his son, Prahlad, refused. 

The demon king was furious!
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The demon king decided to kill Prahlad 
by burning him on a fire. He believed that 
his sister Holika could not be burned by 
fire so he ordered her to carry Prahlad 
into the fire and hold him there until he 

burned to death. 
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Holika did as the demon 
king asked but the fire 
burned her to ashes and  

left the good and 
courageous Prahlad 
completely unharmed.
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Bonfires are lit on the eve of 
Holi to remember the story of 
Holika. Songs are sung around 

the fire and coconuts are 
roasted and shared.

The fire reminds people of the 
evil demon king’s sister, Holika, 

and how their evil was 
destroyed by the courage and 

goodness of  Prahlad.
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Light the festival bonfire,
Watch the flames leap high.

See the demon’s spirit
Fly into the sky.

Tomorrow will be Holi,
We’ll laugh and dance and sing
And throw our coloured powders

To welcome in the spring.

A poem by John Foster
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On the day of the festival, when 
people throw coloured powders or 

water at each other they are 
playing Dhulandi. That’s a game 
that came from a story about 

Lord Krishna.

But why do 
people throw 
colours at 
each other?Sa
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Some people think that throwing colours 
around at Holi started because Lord 
Krishna was a very mischievous little 

boy and threw coloured water over the 
gopis – the milkmaids he grew up with.

But who is 
Lord Krishna?
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To Hindu people, Lord Krishna is 
a very important god. There are 

many stories about him. 
The picture shows him with the 
gopis that he grew up with..
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Lord Krishna lived in India a long, 
long time ago. When he was 
young he got into all kinds of 

mischief and when he got older he 
still still still still got into mischief!
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He loved playing tricks on the 
gopies. Once he even stole all 
their clothes while they were 
bathing in the River Yamuna.
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One full moon 
night in early 
spring the gopis 
came to dance.
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Wearing their brightly 
coloured clothes, they 
danced and twirled to 

the sound of 
Krishna’s flute.

All at once Krishna put 
down his flute and 

disappeared but he soon 
came back, carrying pots 
of coloured powder.
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“Radha! See what I’ve got!” he shouted to 
one of the dancers and she ran towards 

him. Suddenly he took the red powder and  
threw it over her..

Then he took the yellow powder and 
then the green and threw them over her 
until soon, she was covered in coloured 
powder. Radha laughed and began 

to throw powder back at him.
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Soon it became a game and all the other 
gopis joined in. Coloured powder flew 
everywhere and the air was filled with 

colour and noisy laughter.

From that time on, every springtime, Holi is 
celebrated and people throw coloured 
powder or water at each other as a 

reminder of the fun that Krishna, Radha and 
the other gopis had long ago.
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On this day let’s play Holi 
with lord Krishna.

Saffron filled syringes 
are here for us to spray.
Let us today play Holi 
with Lord Krishna. 

What colour! 
See Lord Krishna 

with his friend Rhadha.
Oh what lovely colours!

What a fine pair!
Let’s play Holi now!
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I cannot see
the new crimson sari

my aunt has sent to me,
but I can feel its softness,

run my finger along
its silver edge.

I see the bonfire’s
red and yellow flames

I hear their fizz and crackle
and the cries of the people
throwing paint and water,

soaking each other in colour!
I can smell the roasted coconuts

and taste the popcorn
the dates and the lentils.
Holi is red and gold,

fire and spice,
the festival of colours

A blind girl celebrates Holi by Theresa Heine
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Mix the colours, stir the colours
What can be seen?
Mix in the yellow and stir in the blue
And all you can see is green.

Mix the colours, stir the colours
Tell me what you think.
Mix in the red and stir in the white
And all you can see is pink.

Mix the colours, stir the colours
Oh what can you arrange?
Mix in the red and stir in the yellow
And all you can see is orange
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Our Holi colours are on view,
A flash of red, a clash of blue.
Me and my crazy cockatoo!
We sometimes do as we are told,
A drip of green, a drop of gold.
Me and my crazy cockatoo!

We seldom care what others think,
A purple smidge, a smudge of pink.
Me and my crazy cockatoo!
Our Holi colours are on view,
A splish-splash mish-mash spludgy two –
Me and my crazy cockatoo!

Birds of a feather by Debjani Chatterjee
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