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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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HOW IT ALL STARTED:
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I never met my wife’s dad until she passed. He never was invited to our wedding either, but I realize now he was that man in the limo watching from afar. She always said she hated where she grew up, it was too noisy and not her style. I didn’t know he was Crupert Vathshire, a multimillionaire; owner of two jets, one boat, five horses, one printing company, motion sensor toilets, and a castle-styled mansion. I didn’t know why she had grudges against him until now.

He mistook me for a butler on the day he was searching for a replacement. He did care about Rhey. I found photos all over his mansion and newspaper clippings about her first big hit, her book series publication success. 

Like father, like daughter, the love of writing and the power of words passed down, but her dad’s money spending habits never sat well with her nor his short fuse after Crupert lost his wife out of the blue. I see the sadness in his eyes matching mine. He thinks my name is Alfred, but it's Alfaeus. My name is Alfaeus Wasollon. Rheyley had changed her name to Thane the middle name of her mother so people wouldn’t treat her differently because of the weight it would carry around. The name was a target on her back.

She didn’t take a dime from her family because we met 12 years ago in a retro diner — it had black-n-white checkered floors and I was the lucky man who had dropped my wallet inside on Halloween night. It was a party I was invited to and one of the best days of my life. She was kind enough to track me down and return it to me in person.

Rhey revealed during her breaks she was developing a whole world through her words and eyes, called Klowstaro — a planet where everyone is born with the inability to lie, but one day a young woman is capable of being Pinocchio unleashing a war between two cities she must reverse in order to save her true love and family.

Like my wife, I too write. I’m a poet, not a science fiction writer, and poetry is how I release what’s going on in my head and discuss the bad stuff being served my way. Rhey loved everything I wrote even if I knew or felt it wasn’t my best work.

Here are some of the poems I have written since working inside the Vathshire mansion. I work for him because he is family, in fact, I’m an only child and aside from a few distant cousins and Rhey’s brother, Jeorge I have no else left really:
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1.  AT YOUR SERVICE – UNDERCOVER BUTLER
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I am here because she used to be here.

I am here because you are a man who shares the same hidden pain.

I am here because I wish to help you no longer be vain.

You buy things to occupy your mind.

You pretend to be a brute and unkind.

You think if you stop acting tough,

that your true self won’t be enough.

You believe people only listen to a huff and puff.
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