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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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24/7 I like to tickle your feet.

I love walking with you on the sidewalk

and running to the park across the street.

I dislike those odd strangers at the door you meet.

This plastic bird toy isn’t neat.

This dark collar makes it tough to holler.

This wood is like sweet spice.

Cold bath water isn’t nice.

Seeing others in a metal cage gives me rage.

I enjoy ripping into packaged mail.

I wish you wouldn’t tell me to stop chasing 

what’s called a tail.

I hate seeing you frowning and pale.

I paws up the crispy bacon in the air.

I do not heart you,

when from your breakfast bowl you never share.

There is something biting me while I crawl through a 

biscuit maze dream;

I awake

you see it too

and scream.
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What is that stuff you call poo?

Why does it smell like that time

you came back from the zoo?

I hate this indoor loo.
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