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IN LIFE HELP OTHERS AND REMIND YOURSELF TO SET ASIDE TIME TO GO OUTSIDE AND HAVE BUNDLES OF FUN. WORK IS IMPORTANT, BUT SO IS YOUR HEALTH. IT IS A CHALLENGE TO FIND THE BALANCE, BUT USE THAT PTO, PLAN SPOTANEOUS VACATIONS, CHECKOUT NEW TRAILS AND NEVER DEPRIVE YOUR HEART OF WILD TRAILS!
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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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NO. 1 THE LIQUID AIR CALLING
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Days turn into a porous sea sponge,

an alien vine that is never ending.

A succulent fruit cannot quench your thirst.

No person nor taste to your mouth besides

mountain shall vanquish what pains thee.
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NO. 2:  HAVE YOU, I SAY HAVE YOU OR NEVER?
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Have you listened to a heartbeat other than own?

Have you stopped to smell air in another exotic land?

Have you picked your fruit and squeezed into your mouth?

Have you lit a candle and pretend this world is the past?

Have you tasted such spice that your body begs for the torture to end?

Have you written a letter instead of always pressing send?

Have you hugged someone today?

Have you kissed someone instead of pressing play?
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NO.3: PRETEND SO YOU CAN LIVE


[image: ]


Pretend no worries way on a human back.

Smite the work of your sorrows and ignite a flame in your fun belly.

Lick the moon in the sky.

Release every trapped firefly.

It is not you who is stuck, but others

whose minds and hearts have yet to break from a prison.

You mustn’t drown in fickle electronic paper 

and dabble in self-destruction.

You mustn’t let time burn down your circus.

Never fret of the grey or the dark outside and inside.

Always pray for a lovely wild day.

Zoom up a trail to defeat any sickness.

Let the trees hug you with their viridian thickness.

You will smile in the sun and summon others to your call.

A worker bee’s anguish spawns from no fun at all.

You follow no one else’s path.

You waste no liquid time of this Earth.

It is the demise of pain that rips itself out of your heart.

The moment nature touches your face, fingers, and breath 

Nothing else matters but the next climb upon you.
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NO.4.  HEAR THE WAVES, HEAR WHAT THE HEART CRAVES
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The water flowing is what makes your heart feel everlasting glowing.

Running your fingers along the cavern walls is as powerful as fire

toasting every cold night.

You flicker on a flash light, but at times you close your eyes to hear the

crashing water, the reptilian danger, and the echoing bats.

It is not teeth that scare you,

for getting in lost in time is what excites all of you.

Oblivion strikes when there is no risk taken and no waves fallen upon.

The land of adventure is the wheelhouse you spin.

You captain a journey that of what does not require a medal nor trophy to win.

Everything is purely for a drop of joy and tsunami of love and childish play.

O’Belay.

Another belay.

Forever belay.
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NO.5. ALL THAT YOU DO, TAKE OFF THOSE SHOES:


[image: ]


The bare dirt calls for your feet,

your wiggling toes and flesh.

Men and women trapped in a suit,

do not shake their feathers as you do. 

You will show the others the trick to 

picklock such a trickster cage.
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NO.6. SWEET POISONOUS KISSES
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This air up here,

is sweeter than the city covered smog and hustling beeps.

This air is poison ivy’s cousin that doesn’t 

require treatment.

This air is the extinguisher of all worry that lies ahead. 

This air reminds you that your soul feeds on the beauty

in nature that surrounds you.

You are a magnet to every newfound mountain range,

with every new climb and near slip your feathers molt,

you change

you adapt

and you find the next rock to leap to
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