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A NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR:

Here’s a fun short story. 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. I hope you enjoy the read. 
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This work contains fictional names and events, therefore if they match or mirror real people it is just coincidental. None of these names reflect actual people in real life. Some of the feelings coinciding with the fictional characters are real, but in no way are the people nor emergency event poems real life situations that occurred. ONCE AGAIN FICTIONAL, AND NEVER CALL 911 FOR NON-EMERGENCIES. LIVES ARE ALWAYS ON THE LINE THANKS FOR READING. TAKE CARE.
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Do Nothing: 111

HELLO 111...MY NAME IS LILY DUVALL:

Why did you run to pause?

Why did you not 911 for my cause?

Why were you hesitating?

Was my scream,

and were my tears not resonating?

Was me falling on the floor bawling to you a silly acting dream?

Why did you sit down and keep eating Gelato ice cream?

Why did you do nothing?

Why didn’t you stop chewing bubblegum and say something?

Why were you still listening to music while your silence was causing my choking?

I was never joking.

I was your wife.

I was part of your one life.
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HELLO 211...MY NAME IS RAYVEN ROVAHN:

CPR My Life’s Car: 211

You were abandoned in the middle of the road.

You were sitting there thinking about your love code.

You letting everything;

both of our lives explode.

We wouldn’t have veered into that family,

you shouldn’t have looked down.

We were headed to get a tattoo into town.

But you let your attention span once again drown.

You thought you had to always maintain 

a social media crown.

Now you cannot go back to turn the wheel around.

It happened in a winter flash and everything became blurry.

Now the cold bars have fell on our story.

Now my heart will be alone and always worry.

You cannot resuscitate their fate.

You can no longer be anyone’s best mate.

You were destroyed by a message online showing hate.

I told you not to reply.

I told you not be that type of guy.

I told you to be a lightning butterfly.
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HELLO 311...MY NAME IS VERONIKA TOHNSON:
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Drown in the Elevator: 311
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She was standing there basically alone.

No longer did she have a full charge on her iPhone.

She was stuck on an elevator in the downtown building at work.

But to the right of her was her crazy ex-boyfriend, a berserk jerk.

She could hear her heartbeat being swallowed.

She was tired of bumping into him and being followed.

His presence felt like a sinking anchor in the ocean.

He could never even without his sun glasses show any emotion.

She often wished she was a witch and could whip up a wakeup potion.

When things got tough he always stared.

He had no courage and never cared.

As usual he didn’t say a word,

and until the elevator was fixed — everything would remain awkward.

HELLO 411...MY NAME IS ZACHARY ZREEN:
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Mistaken Fake Earthquake & a Bear by a Mountain Lake: 411
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She made a choice to leave him, hoping he would be eaten by a grizzly bear.

She plastered fresh honey on the bottom of his hiking boots as a texted dare.

She thought he had cheated on her on the way to the convention and Sinclair.

She assumed the worst, a hidden affair.

She was wrong and jealous of friendly talks.

She often mistook his conversations for more than catchup group walks.

She thought what they had was broken and fake.

She made an earthquake decision when he fell asleep by the lake.

She left him in the middle of a national park.

She always loved things that were dark.

She once made him tattoo her name on his arm.

She didn’t take the time to discuss with him further her heart’s ringing alarm.

She made a devastating error.

Now, he may face unnecessary mauling terror.

HELLO 511...MY NAME IS SKYLAR VALLEIGH:
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