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A NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR:

Here’s a collection of rhymes. 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. 
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IMPORTANT:

Although this book highlights drinking, I only love pasta. I act like a yeti around spaghetti. I do not support drowning pain with liquids nor is a drink a masterful solution. Poetry is a drink itself that is often tough to pour in front of others. Sip the truth without wine and whiskey — with someone else take the time to listen and dine. This a collection of poems based on real dreams and screams therefore sits on the edge of fiction and nonfiction. If the events mirror people in real life, then it is just coincidental. Thank you for reading my last floating rhymes through tough low oxygen times.
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POETRY DOESN’T SUCK

JUST BACK-TO-BACK BAD LUCK

NEVER BE A CHICKEN — ADMIT WHAT YOU FEEL AND CLUCK DO NOT USE WORDS THAT FLY TO HURT AND FEATHER PLUCK

​

Sky High Ear Ink

I am a poet — I have this escape pen.

You better not just run then.

Ink is fantastic danger — clears my hidden flaming on/off anger.

Ink is a closet hanger of skin peelings — lining my chameleon feelings.

I am a poet — my heart is a liar's punch.

You better join me for a flashback lunch.

Chat what is true.

My mind will enjoy the chew.

I am a poet — I am not afraid of blood, the deep blue or any dark clue.

Chat what you cannot — caw over

and undo.

Ink is a perfect fit — a lost Cinderella shoe.

Ink pops a world zit — my magic simple acne cream kit.

Ink is a PB&J sandwich — it feeds something delightfully new. 

I am a poet — I will listen under this roof — stick with you.

​= [image: ]

This poem sums up me.

This key master poem unlocks my calculator — so that I can be free.

This ticking poem is my hard math.

This waking poem is a cold shower — sometimes a refreshing hot bath.

Honest words make me whole.

Tough words fraction my adding soul.

Dead words carry my mind into a bloody sink hole.

I do love pie —  undivided words are tasty in each eye.

This math I have chalked — can never die.

I love what is equal.

I cherish my time to pen a sequel. 

I have my own solution.

I minus hate pollution.

Never do I subtract flying love.

I function — like a turtle dove.

​

IT’S OK TO TRY AGAIN 1-11-1995

We all have favorite calendar numbers under the winter or sun.

On our special day we all love a creamy slice of sweet fun.

Some decreasing numbers break homes in half.

Some increasing numbers in parks make others belly laugh.

Some numbers mean absolutely nothing to some.

Some wrinkly numbers stacking up like a Jenga tower make you feel numb.

Some munching numbers make you feel sad as no one shared a crumb.

Some numbers in wallets make people think they have you under their bloody thumb.

No matter what age you are

when you’re trying to learn and go far


— failing more than once doesn’t mean you’re dumb.



​

I met a divorced astronaut farmer pen

You committed a crime — quitting poetry in this viral time.

Your grass is spreading yellow on that side

because you water nothing — shrivel up — hide.

Never ride!

Runaway paper bride!

You feed no growth — you are without grain.

You no longer scatter seeds of joy nor pain — a blank brain — a pageless tank!

You tossed your pen away — now you windmill hours of decay.

Your words tractor no moving play.

How could you drop your pen?

I need you now — I needed you then.

Our bleeding words are not defined 

by shooting one stars of a spider web sting.

Our words are a buttery wing.

Have you forgotten how we defend everything?

You cannot put a price tag on the knife of truth.

A fallen pen tracks surrender mud in — you cannot flag a win.

I need you now — I needed you then.

Please pick this up — stop kicking the pen!

​

Electric Truth Ghost

I will flip the Switch of Know;

this may be the last time

I chirp peace

by the window.

This may be my final song To-Go.

This may be my last write in the glow of the moonlight.

This may be my last dark Robin Hood fight.

Will you write with me, be a backup bulb tonight?

Ink a call with me, be my second sight?

Put this world back on a cloud — join me to gift a feathered kite?

​

Crispy Red Torch 

There is something blazing red in this room,

it is not the wine my heart wants to zoom.

There is something growing — slaying charcoal doom.

I sense the ink fire nearly done — it’s starting to breathe a bloom.

Your paper dragon is our castle bridge.

When this fight is over, we shall share a rosy feast — more than a smidge.

Your crackling words from the belly of a gut

shall get us out of this towering divide rut.

Your scissoring words — shall cut — there is no rock.

Never again shall our eyes scale the stone sun dial clock.

Your paper dragon is the covering shield — our awakening knock.

We need no zipping arrow — no flying gun —  on this block!

​

Bee Bubble Bath

I don’t need to be a lawyer nor a famous star.

I don’t need a flashy car.

I have a pen shredding waves — I shall surf far.

I have my flowing mind.

Each light poem with wings is kind.

I only wish to set my words free — that is my party of high strung tea.

I only wish to be me.

I only need my sugary poems to be a rich fun bee.

Sweet words combed together — it is the hive mansion that I see.

I will live — like a buzzing prospector there.

I will sting no scare,

I will show care.

My words are my tank of honey air.

​

THE BOGGLING BOAT WAVE OF WAII

Why do I write poetry while in pain?

Why do people think my truth is insane?

Why as an only child am I the one who gets the false blame?

Why do some find history lame?

Why do some play a devilish mind game?

Why do people crack open canned lies and drink twisted words?

Why do some people still morph into unwise birds?

Why do I feel as if I am typing on an island alone?

Why are you still texting on that machine called a phone?

What has happened to everyone’s humanity

— has it all been abandoned

and why are more hearts still turning into stone?

Why can’t everyone stop ghosting and bookmark pages of love?

Why is everything becoming so dark 

with people jumping overboard

and some still are performing a revenge cliff shove?

Why can some swim through this mess by doing nothing?

Why do most think because they are not doctors nor scientists

they cannot provide a positive dose of something?

​

Human Bulbs That Shall Never Shatter

I’m a bulb and you!


A light, guides you to the truth

—  write and pull the switch!



Burn bright and fight this,

never turn off the voice press,

words can block darkness.

​

A Bulb Mistake

Bursting gold rays are blown out as mum tugs off the hallway light.

Under my bed, 

I always worry and hear about a fiend that will steal my secret poem journal and fear an eight-legged

shadow spinning over my rainbow dreams tonight.

Lying awake in my blanket which shields my eyes; 

though not a kid any longer, 

still cannot sleep 

without the comfort of a cousin lick of sun.

Broken silence emerges as I hear nails scrape 

along the floorboards and my heart wishes to run.

Bulb, oh, bulb please turn back on!

You fight all monsters as I age and say, “BEGONE!”

Peeking out,

I see a trickster,

ol’ Sonnet, the batty cat fly’s out 

and shall not receive a lil’ pat.
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LOST LAKE AND HEARTACHE

TEARS FROM THE SOUL ARE NEVER FAKE

NEVER LAUGH AT SOMEONE’S ACHE

PAIN CAN BE A NEVERENDING BLEEDING EARTHQUAKE

​

Thou Art a Bulb Catcher

These ideas flutter around me like a hummingbird

through the sounds across the street,

from the unique people I meet

from my skin that is always thick

against unkind words and never thins.

Sharing these bulbs are all A-plus wins.

They may switch on or mirror:

a crawling pesky insect,

a flower that uplifts the sour,

a clock that makes my wrinkles sag,

a saggy bottom paper lunch bag,

a climb that was most divine,

a shot that matched a cold bot,

a friend who is sly as a mountain fox,

and a secret in a shoebox.

I say, where does your bulb come from?

Who and what makes that poetic heart hum?

What keeps your mind beating like a ferocious drum?

Across the world, I sense bulbs floating inside and outside.

Some bulbs inspire me,

others spur utter darkness and perplex me.

I am proud that I release my wildest bulbs and never hide.

I write to always feel the warmth of light.

I write to be a part of a much greater fight.

I write to exhibit a wrath of fun and never push my passion out of sight.

I say, catch a bulb and release,

for that is how you’ll find true peace.

​

There’s No Mountain Over There Nor One Here

No lakes can be found,

just sticky mud,

hard rock concrete

—  air that is factory bland.

What have we
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This Window Has No Glow








33RD Coast Lake House Bird




















A SOFT BRUSH  &  THE FIRE










I HATE EATING QUAKES












S ES MIC RI S K

​What is life with a burnt risk?
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