I have included various versions of the poem ‘Red’ that we workshopped. As we discussed in the session, I was not completely happy with the structure of Red. I felt that the writing could be tightened up to more effectively carry the weight of the metaphor. My feeling was some of the imagery was getting lost amidst the ‘faff’.

It was great to workshop this poem to garner the experience of a readership, in this case the module group. I came away feeling the group had understood the theme and content of the poem on their own reading but felt the session exposed my own dissatisfaction with elements of structure or the lack of it and the way this could lend itself more effectively to the narrative. 

It was helpful to receive the groups advice on the poem’s final stanza particularly, which I felt needed the most work, and this, led to getting rid of it altogether. Although, it may return in a later longer version perhaps?! 

Last week, a friend made me aware of a Christmas micro poetry journal looking for submissions. I took this as an opportunity to develop Red. The publisher had asked for four-line poems on a winter/Christmas theme. I edited Red to this end, (you can read the four-line version below). This process, although difficult was helpful in forcing me to pull out the key components of the poem. What could I afford to lose, what was I unwilling to cut? 

The editor was interested and asked to see Red in full. We agreed that a slimmed down version was needed for the journal, but it could be an extension of the four-line poem. A middle ground. I went away and reworked the poem again. This time extending it, rather than shortening it. I found this working backwards, very helpful in refining the poems necessary parts. 

The version included at the start of this document is what I landed on as a final piece. I am happy that it conveys effectively throughout, the paradox established by colour symbolism in the title. Christmas and blood, joy and loss, grief and hope. I took on Paul’s comments regarding the “hope” line in the original. Could I convey this sentiment without outright stating it? 

I felt that the phrase “my love”, although loaded, manages to soften the poem and interject this hope spoken of. A pained and reeling hope perhaps but, hope none the less. I ended on this phrase to end on that sentiment. My feeling is that this poem may well lengthen again but the process of slimming it down was helpful in refining the narrative. It is interesting that the grief took centre stage and perhaps that is an important discovery in and of itself. 



(4 Versions of poem included below)








(Micro version for publication)

Red     
  
I think of you, my love,  
late at night on Christmas Eve.  
Let empty arms hang-heavily. 
 
The sofa is a warm-dull-ache 
that holds red bones. And carols  
sing, always of birth. 
 
Beneath my woollen jumper,  
folds of skin. The crevice,  
where you should have been.  
  
I could not knit you whole this time 
but dropped a stitch. Know this 
that I think of you, my love.   
 
(Original version from workshop)

Red

I think of you my love. In the reflection
of the tree lights. Red. A haze of warmth.
and dancing there, all the things that could
have been.

The sofa is a warm dull ache that holds red
bones. And carols sing, always of birth.
I think of you my love. Late at night 
on Christmas Eve. 

Let empty arms hang-heavily from their sockets.
Wrap presents to distract my fingers from their 
loss. I think of you my love. Beneath 
the woollen jumper-folds of skin. 

The crevice where you should have been. 
I could not knit you whole this time, but  
dropped a stitch. Know this, that I think
of you my love. 

As I put these finished garments all to bed. 
And leaving  a stocking out, as I do them. 
I fill it to the brim with hope. And notice, 
it is red.

 (Original shortened)

Red

I think of you my love. In the reflection
of the tree lights. Red. A haze of warmth.
and dancing there, all the things that could
have been.

The sofa is a warm dull ache that holds red
bones. And carols sing, always of birth.
I think of you my love. Late at night 
on Christmas Eve. 

Let empty arms hang-heavily from their sockets.
Wrap presents to distract my fingers from their 
loss. I think of you my love. Beneath 
the woollen jumper-folds of skin. 

The crevice where you should have been. 
I could not knit you whole this time, but  
dropped a stitch. Know this, that I think
of you my love. 



(Four line version)

Red

The sofa is a warm-dull-ache that holds red bones and carols sing, 
always of birth. Beneath the woollen jumper-folds of skin, the crevice, 
where you should have been. I could not knit you whole this time, but  
dropped a stitch. Know this, that I think of you my love. 




 







