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Aftertaste is the third installation of the Food For Thoughts (FFT) series. It is another continuation from both FFT and Afterthoughts. What makes this chapbook unique is I personally went through a very world-shifting transitionary period in my life. Not one, but in several distinct phases. To top it off, I have been working on this chapbook even before Afterthoughts was published. After months and almost close to a year, it is natural but also remarkable for it to span over 40 delectable chapters. For these 40 chapters, I further categorised them in 6 distinguished eras of flavours that were different stages that I went through and where I penned my thoughts into poetry. At times, I did wonder whether I will ever get to publish this chapbook due to the hefty additional chapters compared to its predecessors. It is even almost triple the amount of chapters in FFT and nearly double the chapters in Afterthoughts. But I’m glad that I persevered under the circumstances and managed to add this treasured piece to my collection, and hopefully you will add it to yours as well in all of its glory.
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Chapter 1: Onion Head

How have you been lately?

It felt like a decade really

Although it is just about a week

Since you came back from your meditation retreat

From the land of smiles

It really has been awhile

Take me back to that week

When you weren’t around, it was our honeymoon retreat

Hit me on my head like “Wham!”

Your mental torture in the form of anguish linger

You took my smile away; Damn!

I’m too lazy to even look at you and bicker

You weren’t kidding when you go ham

All I could taste now is just bitter

Is it the calm before the storm?

You’re the kind of person who would crown themselves king and queen at prom

Self-declared yourself as a sorority queen hazing the local residents at the dorm

But you’re actually just a fraternity witch with unidealistic rituals you need to perform

But your sovereignty is over now, you should be long gone

My silent prayer is waving goodbye to you like this chapbook artwork cover drawn

I can see your contorted face now in soundless rage, burning red like a cooked prawn

You never wanted to listen to other opinion

You are your own corporal, sergeant and captain

Playing a game of chess with yourself as the opponent

So no matter who wins, you will still be bestowing yourself a victory medallion

Delusional over a toppled chessboard and wrecked made-up battalion

But if something goes wrong, who would you be blaming for your flaring bunion?

You might as well torture and punish yourself in your self-made dungeon

Dropping on the floor your mind is scattered like them chopped scallion

Your hair flailing like wilted leeks; your head is after all part of an unripen onion

The sight of you could make people cry from you being pungent

But your words so sharp making people bleed from the things you do so repugnant

How am I feeling lately?

I don’t even know anymore

Stole all the joy I have in a decade

And I’m not one to break easy

But you struck me to the core

A feat only achievable by the queen of spades

How much more I can take?

The water has dried up for my once beautiful lake

Beaten and battered, a bruised arm and a broken leg

A fresh out of the oven aroma from your bakery the lies were baked

Alas I took a bite and collapsed, it was poison bread

All this time, all you ever done was plotting for me to be dead

But you tattooed a smile on your face while hiding the real words to be said

Passing messages but more like instructions, they came from your mongrel mates

But your smile is gone now replaced by suspicions so you gave us the curse of dread

It should be reciprocal; I’ll give you something in return you will probably hate

A written poem about you, an onion head

A resignation letter in the form of poetry to the minion head

How have you been lately?

It has been a decade really

I can see you struggling with those wrinkles that says it all

Grey hair now replacing the concrete on your office floor

You’ll be telling me about the good all days when you almost had it all

But you only speak about those tales that seemed overly tall

Far-fetched I must say, I remember it all

Especially when you plotted me to take the fall

But I managed to leap the waterfall

That I was once too afraid to jump, and now I have it all

You told me if I ever require a loan just give you a call

As you passed me your name card, the fake formalities got me appalled

But I just smiled internally as I passed your name card to someone at a shady mall

I snatched the crown you once were prom king and queen of

The lake I once adored is now an ocean I can’t get enough of

I now have a literary bakery legacy I am so proud of

I’m not like you, a selfish toff

I produce them pastries with toffee

Drink them with coffee

Coffee clouds in the form of poetry

Hit them in the head with thoughts of bread and ham

The craving traps that they love, I set up for the people

They were shouting “Lamb!”

So I made pot pies that filled their bellies; this is what matters

I even made some apple jam

The aftertaste of leaving you is forever sweet and for the better
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Chapter 2: The Mochi Life
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If life was all peaches

You haven’t met the witches

Those who wear pretty skin and expensive purses

Over their wrinkled epidermis 

Gucci, LV and Hermes

Liquid gold dyed on their pyjamas

But the heart is stained dark from the malice

Concocted from the devil’s palace

Who only wish for bad things onto others

With their potent potions and unforgivable curses

So I fought them off with unforgettable verses

Piece my holy scrolls together so it could save us

Mend my broken self back in stitches

Life was meant to take me places

Winning races and dealing aces

But somehow it was always sticky 

Like my life was all mochi

If you want life to be all peaches

Stay away from the snitches

Who would slander your name for their own selfish reasons

They hate you for being different

Their devil tongues only know fiery lies that burn things to ashes

They itch to get you when they contracted the gossip rashes

Their googly eyes spinning wild around their bulging sockets

As they spy, they report, they lay there so still as the time passes

Every move you made is silently recorded

Only to be used against you, they were blasphemous preachers

Hiding in the dark and between the crevices

Worse than lurking starving creatures

Worse than flying venomous critters

Once they get you, your name and reputation breaks into pieces

Like a lone fish which was once a pair and it used to be called Pisces

Fended myself with good camaraderie as my strong basis

They will help you out when you find yourself in a crisis

At least they got your back when it comes down to a versus

When you are hurt, they will be your stitches

Life with them can take you places

Even when you don’t win races, they are your aces

Even when somehow situations are sticky

You find sweetness in them, your life is mochi

If you say life is all peaches
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