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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.
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My blended skin reflects my family line. Hate messages online.

Mountains are better than TV. Bears who are not of honey jars and grizzly.

Hikes into the wild alone.   Cold hearts will not break down any skeletal bone.  Shutting off my phone to enjoy.  Social media will not eat up my family time and destroy. Poetry is my knight in shining armor.    Falls will be for no one fake nor a snake charmer.

The airport is my second home. Putting off my bucket list would make me feel 

like a stranded garden gnome
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Memories roll around,

I still see him spinning all over

the living room and grassy ground I miss the kisses on my feet

No longer does Roti walk with me on the sidewalk, nor run across the street.

I write poetry because I miss that rolly polly Roti.
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The oven is no longer switched on by the same person who poured the tomato sauce,

diced the onions like a samurai, charred the chicken,

and melted the cheese to bits.

The oven is missing crispy bread action.

The heart is a hologram without any mouthwatering 

glowing reaction.
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The floor produced a mama mia sign.

Out rolled the sausage logs on this Greek, Indian, and Italian twist.

The fluffy yogurt bled out  

along with the veggies

for strengthening my weaker eye.

FIVE - PUNJ
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I cannot stop to think I freeze in time,

holding back a blink.

I spilled my yellow curry in the sink.

Spills in life stink.
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You didn’t take a chance,

You never found that Bollywood romance. 

No one ever invited you to dance.

You have regretted no risk.

Your life mirrors an empty glass mixing  

bowl and lone whisk.
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You can no longer speak nor cook with Curry.  

Her heart was always in a hurry.

She rode her scooter rather take the train, it always made you worry.

Now she is gone because of the accident in the rain.  

She had a brilliant brain.

Without her your future is blurry; You may go insane.
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