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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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0100: GOLDEN HANDS
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einn gullenhendur

You have more than one golden hand.

You prefer the blue sky over land.

In the air,

your heart melts like butter on hot toast.

and every gust

doesn’t make you shutter.

Your navigational gut doesn’t lie.

You love every damn stomach butterfly.

You are in 

your natural habitat.

You will always be among heavenly

birds of this world,

and that’s that.

This is your true second home,

as lovely as ancient Rome.
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​0200: ROACH COACH
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tveir roach þjálfari

There’s nothing like a roach coach’s sizzling food.

Your hunger drowns, dude.

Food is a forever love.

Food powers you to sail in the sky above.

You sometimes wish to push and shove,

but know

everyone wants that 

warm 

full

feeling like a winter glove.

There’s nothing like a roach coach,

a break

from the windy waves

you must approach.
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​0300: PULL CHOCKS
þrír draga klossa
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I felt 

when you disappeared 

into the blue 

pull chocks

applied 

like superglue

to my heart.

The waiting,

the foul blast 

from not letting go

blew my brain apart.

This loss 

makes me scared

to once again start.
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​0400: TACKING ON
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fjórir slá á

You punch me,

I feel no alarm

just proud of what’s tacked on 

to the sleeve and shoulder

of my arm.

Every rank,

every level upwards

is as tough as the exterior

of an aircraft.

I had to face a treacherous

air shaft.

To get here,

I nearly died

I once got my buns in the sun fried,

nonstop I flied worldwide.

I learned that I’m strong

and now never hide.

I won.

I faced more than one great run.

I learned to just have fun.

I learned to work in a flock,

on a team.

I achieved 

at first what seemed like

an impossible dream.

I learned to solo fly.

I learned to not compare myself

to any woman or guy.

I learned that it’s okay to

say, “I’m not okay,”

and why it’s okay

to take a timeout to cry.

I found how to heal

my injured wing,

now I’m ready to fight anything.
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