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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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1\\aerial prison break \\

1 AM — My heart feels like an earthquake.

2 AM — I hear dad’s voice, 

remembering the messages —  warning of the weather; about making a smart choice.

with a goosey bump shake.

3 AM — The twisting snowflakes outside the aerial lift.

put me to sleep.

4 AM — Broken memories wiggle in,

nightmares of snowboarding downhill 

and out of control, begin to peep.

5 AM — I borrow from Tobi’s coat, a sleeping pill.

6 AM — I hear the winds rustling higher now, 

the lift sways side-to-side,

my heart plummets to my stomach and I feel ill.

7 AM — I should have chosen the circus instead as 

our next hangout place to chill. 

8 AM — Holli splits her nutty trail mix bar into three.

9 AM —  Rub a window in a Karate Kid circle — I see nothing, no one, and we’re still not free.

10 AM — I decide to start writing poetry.
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Tobias says he’s hungry and tired.

We’re nearly out of food and the whistling outside makes our brains fried.

Holli’s nose and cheeks are pink as hell.

I never should’ve prayed for adventure with that Italian wishing well.

It hasn’t been even a day and we’re losing our BLOODY minds.

All three of us have frozen behinds.

Trapped in an aerial lift causes maddening internal shift.

Thoughts start to drift.
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Tobias says he wants to split.

He just wanted a fun trip and was only then going to quit.

His timing for Holli is beyond poor.

Holli buries her face in her gloves and curls up on the floor.

The truth is, he told me secretly before.
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