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On Seeing Red 
 
Red 
Wash it separately. 
They called me carrots… 
I always wished 
my hair was a different colour. 
Kids made fun of us…about 1914 it was… 
used to make me 
all knuckles and teeth. 
Made me see red! 
I gave her the hardest kiss she ever had. 
The colouring does everything. 
Makes you smile a smile, 
makes you feel good. 
 
Red roses remind me 
of someone I love. 
Flowers remind me of death and sickness. 
When you feel it, you feel it, 
when someone you love passes away. 
My husband 
always gave me 
red roses at Christmas. 
I think 
we did everything 
together. 
Always had flowers in the house. 
I like 
every red I see. 
  
 


