
 

 

 

 

 

It’s always annoyed her ever since, 

To this day it makes her wince. 

It’s not that she hadn’t other clothes, 

It’s just that day it’s red she chose. 

 

Now forever it seems to be set in stone, 

Her choice of colour no longer her own. 

Though green or blue are just as good 

Yet forever she’s Little Red Riding Hood.  
 

 

 

Seeing Red 


