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A PIGEON IN A WARM SWEATER BUT SICK AS ME

WARNING –  A SAD BIRD HIGH TEMPERATURE HUFF AND FEATHERS THAT ARE WITHOUT A FLUFF

MORE RHYMES AND STUFF

A DOSE OF INCOMING WINGS AND RANDOM THINGS

........
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A NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR:

Here’s a collection of rhymes. 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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Kabūtara Wasteland (pigeon wasteland)

Dried up are chirps of hope.

Beyond one desert window with a telescope

there is a masked woman caged in a home without metal bars.

She sees less zooming cars without spiraling stars.

She sees a purple sky bruised — like her boxed up heart.

She sees a lost rolling downhill shopping cart.

She sees a pimpled road filled with cracked potholes

—  above is a tumbleweed sea of fractured wings.

She sees fewer baby bird park swings.

She hears fewer breathing queens and kings.

She hears fewer turtle dove words 

—  a barbwire fence suppresses

these addictive stings.

Gone shared blings.

Missing love shaped things.

Missing things.

Missing things keep breaking jeweled things.
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Supanā Sink  (dream sink)
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One woman’s beak is dead,

a page has been torn from her frozen head.

Two men dine outside drop their menu,

a screaming bird has popped into the venue.

Three siblings with spaghetti cannot sing a traditional chirp,

at the table there is another missing slurp.

Four women’s talons are painted black not red,

a memory of the nonsense bloodshed.

Five.

Six.

Seven.

Eight.

Nine.

Ten

billions nosediving not just inside my own walls.

Shredded feathers from losing familiar calls.

Pointless pecking shots —  two-way street brawls.

Relentless pigeon dropping falls.
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