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A NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR:

Here’s a collection of rhymes during crazy confusing times. 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:

These poems are a based on real dreams and inspired by some life moments, but is overall a work of fiction. If they mirror real people or events, then it is just coincidental.
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​Stabs of Busted Tabs
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Nothing hurts more than running out of things to pour — on the cork floor.

I feel nothing more.

Nothing hurts more than a locked door — tasting tears —  fetal position like before.

I must solo explore.

Nothing hurts more than losing your better half — can’t erase time math.

Everything bubbles a dividing shiver — multiplying hurt — like a cold bath in a river.

Missing is an equal laugh.

Loss doesn’t fit in any graph.
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Without family,

I face a broken wing.

I keep every worn

fallen ring.

I cannot drive a dream

nor steer to capture

anything.

There is only

a scream;

I toss in this rickshaw

and cling.

Each and every feather

has a familiar sting.

Alone I cannot

navigate to sing.

My heart now beats

with a faint ding.

Stop this

flying thing.

Last Things of Final Wings

She saw a woman she wanted to be friends with who never replied.

She saw a hummingbird in a box that died.

She saw everyone she loved —  beak cried.

She saw all those who helped her over the years and created no more singing chirps — only drawing tears.

She saw regrets nosedive from over the hemorrhaging years.

She saw the talons of pain —  faced her clawing fears.

Misdiagnosis stopped the sliding cheers for more rounds of fruitful beers.

No one used their ears — another tombstone nears.

No one used their eyes — grave history repeats — no bloody surprise.
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It’s getting harder to see — spilled the coffee.

The tank is almost to — the letter E.

I left behind those who would never believe.

I birthed my truth without slaps — I did conceive,

yet they went back to their news apps.

I cannot reverse my engine of tears — racing are barbaric fears.

Do you know what to do when people do not use their running ears?

Do you know the twisting key —

how to save a family crashing

that’s part of me?

I beg of thee.

Pass me the antidote directions.

Now.

Stop the traffic skid marks —  cone fueling pain injections.

Tell me how.

Steer me away from a flattened heart.

Be my magic wrench — disengage this story denting my start.

Share your finished map — to repair my wing flap.

I wish to fly with my loved ones again on the roads.

I don’t want to drive alone — in circles of sad modes.

I don’t want to get on the tiring highway.

I am searching for a new avenue — a different pathway.

Help me stay in this state — in my backseat never go away before it’s too late.

I pray — to wheel around today.

I pray — to find a new way.

I pray.

Help me muffle smoke — fade it to gray.
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​Red Fright Night
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There’s a cricketing pause — no one gets up to applause.

I performed and froze — never was I thrown a kiss nor rose.

I froze.

I froze.

No encore for the show.

No second chance window.

I hear a violin bow crying with the slowest strings in my head — my act dropped dead.

This night was a flop — even the pigeons agree — from above they gift their daily plop.

Outdoor and live — I feel my heart growing sore — the air took a dive.

O’ stage fright.

O’ stage fright.

Why do you drown the red curtains on this night?

Why does this costume now feel so sweaty n’ tight?

Why are my cheeks burning iron bright?

How will I ever show my face again in the light?

Close this playing scene so my heart may once again fly — like a kite.

Get it out of my sight!

TONIGHT — TONIGHT!
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How can you move on?

I am gone.

I didn’t get the chance to say so long.

I wrote this poem as a truth gong.

How can you play our favorite song?

Where did I go wrong?

I thought with you,

was where I would belong.

How can you move on?
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​What Did You Say?
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There are people who never stop steering to say hi.

There are people who never wave a last goodbye.

There are people who never hug — silent sigh.

There are people who speak fake — lie — never see heartache through either eye.

On the verge of a murderous cry.

Had you said something else — would I still have to die?

Tired —  shouting in agony every day.

Your snoring words hit me in my dreams anyway.

What did you say?

Hey — Hey — what did you say that day?

For years we shared the same house boat, but not today.

I didn’t want to float away.

I didn’t want to sink — just play.

You watched me rot — stink — decay.

You never listened to me — not here today.

Away.

Away.

Down.

Down.

You cannot remove a cursed stone frown.

No one would help me stay.

You thought my pain was fake.

Alone — sit by a deserted lake.

No green to be seen.

Can’t get up.

Can’t see my pup.

No one there for a lean.

Part of this world spins around flooding — saliva sea — spitting mean.

Rotated ocean love is a jelly bean.

Come clean.

Come clean.

Truth must rise — at sunrise — ashes intervene.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Sick Liquid Tick
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I am running out of time.

The hands keep poking at my mind — this ought to be a crime

The days are a dripping headache — like the ceiling.

My dry skin is peeling — losing all feeling.

I cannot defeat such winding sadness — ticking is reeling.

My hours are robbed — such a horrid stealing.

Remaining are always dropping minutes of heartache.

Remaining is a bucketing wake.

For heaven’s sake — pause the gears by this house on the lake!

Can no one hear my heart quake?

Nothing will be left,

but a memory theft!
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