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Moksha Moo [A Poetry Collection]: A Wild Cow Confession (The Jazzy Hummingbird Project)

<1> moo see − moo no

<2> utter badness

<3> I’m missing moo!

<4> hay, it’s not okay

<6> UN ST | AB LE

<7> burger over

<8> dress up

<9> dear bachalo ji (gee) - save me)

<10> the whistle (Sīṭī)

<11> aaja, change the menu (come on)
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A NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR:

Here’s a collection of poems, rhymes, and messages to inspire or relate to. My pen name is Vevna Forrow, though my real name is Jasveen (Jazz) Marie Kaur, pronounced (Core) which is quite common outside of the USA. I am a self-taught cartoonist, IT Professional, nerd, and writer. My poems spawn from my heart, feelings, and experiences over the course of 26 years. I wrote most of these poems within a few hours on the fly, but nearly each one has been sitting in my mind unshared for such a long time, so here we are...I hope you enjoy the read. 

A WORK OF FICTION:

This is a work of fiction to raise awareness on senseless slaughtering and food waste. If these events or names mirror real people in life it is just coincidental. 

Thank you for reading!
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<1> moo see − moo no
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You wish to eat me.

You no longer wish to feed me.

You break my heart on this farm.

After all we’ve been through,

how could wish to harm?

I thought you loved me on this barn.

I thought our story would spin forever like infinite yarn.
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<2> utter badness
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There is something wild in the air.

There is something fishy happening over there.

I do not wish to be here.

I do not wish to see her.

Yet, still I do not wish lose her.

There is something smelling on this land,

it is no chicken and is done by your hand.

There is something wrong with my band.

Our numbers are the same

after your walking seeking game.

I do not wish to disappear.

I do not wish to hold such fear.

I do not wish to see a kill here.
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<3> I’m missing moo!
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Two more are gone now, 

and all you do is milk another brother cow.

I need to take action; 

this sadistic consumption must end now.

You raised me as a calf,

now are eager to saw up everything I have right in half.

Think about what you’re doing.

Think about the pain you’re ensuing.

I have a heart like yours.

I should not be part of your Wild West slaughter chores.

I was your friend and now you want this to end.

I know you save my showdown for last

for you to hold onto  the Milky Way past.
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<4> hay, it’s not okay
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I am not okay after what I caught a glimpse of again today.

You let your father whistle and shred my friends up as if they were nothing.

I thought I could trust you.

How could you?

You used to read Animal Farm — a book to me.

You used to sit down and watch an outdoor Bean movie.

You never understand what I try to say.

I am talking to you.

I am not just saying, “MOO!”

You are treating this place like a gunslinger zoo.

Can’t you see that my patched face is nearly blue?

I ask thee, stop the blood this farm is drawing.

It’s like dropped dung and ruining our grazing view.

There is no undo,

take caution and stop to think before you do.

You used to look at me.

You were my best friend

and now you betray me in the end.

You’re hurling my head and making me sad.

Stop this nonsense, 

I plead.

Find another way to harvest and feed.

You’re tangling my heart up in tumbleweed.

<5> seattle cattle

You always told me you never liked the city.

You found the grass to be your home

and loved seeing cows like me roam.

How can you now turn your back on such a natural dome 

and produce T-Rex foam?

I may be considered a mere cow,

but I have feelings higher than the barn ceilings!

I recall a kiss on my nose

and I froze.

O’ my, how could
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