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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, but is overall a work of fiction. If they mirror real people or events, then it is just coincidental.
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“Golly, look over there guys — a parakeet on a mic, I’m going get this livestreaming on video....”
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Not an Easy Start for Any Heart
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Love you more.

I did also say, “adore.”

You repeated to explore,

yet you flew out the door.

You hated that I was an author — pages selling poor.

Losing more.

Drunk on the sidewalk — no indoor floor.

There is no Monday — no more...
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Timer, Thinker, Homeless Eye
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He sits on the cardboard alone.

He awaits for someone to help him find a new hearty home.

His English bulldog is all that is left.

He has no company,

no recognition of his name

no understanding of why people think hes playing a hustler‘s con game.

He doesn‘t know why no one stops to ask

all he receives is a pound,

but a conversation,

his story among many is never heard no found.

In the eyes of some he is nothing but a bloodhound,

a failure who fell of the train tracks.

But that‘s not his story,

Though sad, his is different.

On the sidewalk, all he can do is scribble,

write this poem on a piece of rubbish

that it was a shattering family robbery,

cheated out of true love

and out of his own home

after signing a dotted line,

his wife gave him a hellish shove.
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