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My second chapbook, Afterthoughts, is the follow up and continuation where I left off from Food For Thoughts (FFT). So why did I name it Afterthoughts? After finishing FFT, I couldn’t stop writing and inspiration kept flowing on food related chapters that was happening in my life. So it is just so befitting to call it Afterthoughts as I do really have so many afterthoughts to write about after FFT. Even back before FFT was published officially on 18 May 2024, I had already written few chapters of Afterthoughts. A little backstory here is that FFT was written between January to April 2024 while Afterthoughts was written between April to September 2024. As you should know by now, I’m such a Swiftie, so for Afterhoughts, I will be having 22 chapters which is in line with Taylor Swift’s song “22” as I did came out with 15 chapters in FFT which was referencing Taylor’s song “Fifteen”. Half of the time, I felt crafting this piece of art here was like my lifeline while the other half of the time it felt like writing a lifeline for a friend. At one point I felt like finishing early just to cheer that friend up. But it all worked out for the best. I was so engrossed on the poetry world which I came to call the “Matthewverse” I have built back in FFT and so I expanded the universe in Afterthoughts. I am so glad I could have my own literary universe and would love to share it with the rest of the world. So without further ado, I now present to you my sophomore project in all of its glory.
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I have always eaten cake on my birthday

But my one wish I had for my special day

Was for my muse’s work to be the world’s shining ray

Be my beacon of hope that I always prayed

I don’t know how much more I can take

The lava molten but it’s not the cake

The passing of time of every weekday

Is it just me or are we supposed to work like zombie decay?

A passionless worker in his corporate suit

Lost his direction and dreams that should be on pursuit

The only thing closest to passion is his drink of passionfruit

Jumping off a plane but he forgotten his parachute

Is like I see the cake but I only eat the fruits

That was what I felt when I realised I forgotten my muse

They say don’t take true love for granted

I never did

My muse was in chains all enchanted

Down the pit

Never thought I would need it until I bleed

Now that the seeds of escape has been planted

My plans of bolting I kept it well hidden

I always did

They say birthday boy please cut the cake

I swept all my troubles into poetry with my conceptual garden rake

The workplace I once know it’s now a mental plague

Death by falling into Chrono’s trap, but my muse woke up from the celestial quake

Burnout is real, my muse turned up for my memorial wake

My body’s long dead

Shackled to the desk that I was enslaved

My head is still in bed

Building castles in the air that I wish were real

I refuse to believe that my fate was sealed

My imagination is the most priceless asset

My intangible real estate

My birthday wish encase in mythical jade

They say make a wish and blow the candles

I imagined myself on a beach with sandals

As I look beyond the sunset horizon beside my destroyed sandcastles

I’m glad I start to build real castles out of my dreamy pastels

Arise from the seas of voices with constant babel

If my foundation is gravel

Why should I grovel?

I’m neither soft straw nor paper towel

I dug up my muse along with my birthday gift from the grave with a shovel

My creativity awaken in an insipid coffin with mundane as the casket sculptor

It has been long fossilised in deep memory, an endoskeleton thesaurus raptor

Now my muse is shining bright on the razzle

My birthday gift let it dazzle

They said the chocolate birthday cake was vanilla

They haven’t tasted it but it was hella stellar

Like wine in a cask aging, down the cellar

You can’t rush it especially it comes to a storyteller

Or I dare you to upset an angry unionised bank teller

Unless you are the modern age oil tycoon like Rockefeller

If you ask me to pick my poison

I would rather not choose to be ashen

For as long as I know, writing is my passion

I literally put lit in literature like it is my fashion

I may not be Taylor Swift, a global sensation

But I can hold my own, behold your spectation

The birthday cake I’ve been saving for my birthday

This wish I had for this year’s special day

Let my muse be the guiding sun shining its ray

Be my dreams come true like I always prayed
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I have been searching for the dragon cheese

They told me it is only made believe

Some even say it is something ill-conceived

An abomination of an idea for the foolish

But that is not how I perceive

I had to read between the lines

To know the truth from the deceit

Three years ago I would have been fine

Apparently “fine” wasn’t even in the fine print

Gulp my troubles down like some intoxicating drink

But they come back and haunt me in my dreams

Took up thirty nine out of my forty winks

Broke me like a faulty hyperlink

So I set out for my journey to find the dragon cheese

They told me I don’t have to when there is already a feast

But you should’ve seen them hungry, they were insatiable beasts

That tore me limb from limb with their sharpened teeth

10 years of sufferings playing along with their made believes

It is time for me to explore outside of this village the very least

Magic quill in my hand, I’m a poet mage, waiting for the release

My 10 years past self would thank me from all the awaited torture relief

My teenage self would have been proud and my deceased grandma would be pleased

They say there is no such thing as dragon cheese

Dragon lays eggs so they looked at me like I’m diseased

But they don’t know for sure because to them ignorance is bliss

So I looked at them like they are having brain freeze

From all the lay-on-your-laurels drinks of cold fermented yeast

I left them when they were drunk sleeping with a note written like this

“I had enough of all of your fake frolics laced with animosities”
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