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Dragonworld ETC: dragon-themed story poems
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St. George and the Dragon picture by Flora Annie Steel. Public domain. Picture from openclipart.org, redone by johnny_automatic.
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over art and Caim’s character design: https://www.artstation.com/kamoru

Caim and everything in this book is under my copyright.

(C) 2011-2021. All rights reserved.
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Update 3.0 change log

Added Caim’s story and updated the cover

Added a new introduction for 2021


2021 introduction: this collection is very cringe and I’m sorry. The cover is probably misleading but i needed a good picture and was short on time. Luckily I own the character depicted, Caim. She doesn’t appear in this book so i had to make a new poem for her.

As far as further edits go...I can’t. I cringe too hard, but considering people liked this, maybe it was a good collection after all.

2017 introduction: I remember when I first wrote this collection. I was very proud of it. I always dreamed of releasing Dragonworld ETC as a print book and now I can.

It is super short compared to most poetry books. That is because I like short books and nobody has time to read a full novel. Short poetry books like these are also called chapbooks (not chapter books). In the 1500s, chapbooks were an inexpensive way for poor people to read. They were usually filled with poetry, children’s stories, religious songs, short stories etc. They were made from wood (I think) and inexpensive paper and were very popular. You can read more here: http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Chapbook

A lot of them are handmade, specially made for special events or made for limited print runs and have a lot of quality to them (like those books from Subterranean Press).

I cannot read long books, so I make my books short for readers like me (readers whom cannot stand long books and novels). I also made this for the reader that will read anything (novels, epic novels, poetry, flash fiction, short stories, etc) and I also made it for myself. The first job of a writer is to write for yourself and enjoy it.

Lastly, NONE OF THE CONTENT IN THIS BOOK IS FROM MY POV/MY VOICE. Please enjoy this work of poetry.

Sincerely,

dragonchild

PS: I come in peace from 2021. To make sure something in this book matches the cover, I added a new poem story: The Cat Rises. It is the first poem and stars the cover girl, Caim.
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My Father sits in his chair, lounging like it was another day

I figured he said something like, “I’ll break all the rules and make a baby.”

I was created in the molten pits of the underworld—in his room

From the dust of the mightiest, long-deceased dragon

I was molded, bones, skin and fur

First, my cat body

My ears and my red-pink fur, perfectly fluffed

ready for hugging

and then I was given the wings of a dragon and the feather from Gabriel’s pristine wing

My soul came next

He took a piece of his own and the piece of a dead angel, Gabriel

Maybe thats why I can wear white?

After he molded my cat body, he crushed it and made a human body from the sinew

From marrow and dust

Finally, I was born

He brought me close to him and, with open arms, he hugged me

I heard him whisper, “be my revenge,” before shoving me away

I had been pushed, and took my first descent into the lower reaches of the underworld

As I feel, I didn’t understand why he pushed me, but I remember hearing loud screeches that faded as I fell
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I spent the first year crawling around broken souls

A prison for human souls that languished too hard

Nobody spoke to me because they were still busy languishing, but over a new predicament

“I can never go home. I’m here forever.”

Competent, sentient dwellers of the lower levels didn’t interact with me because I was different

I saw the long stares they’d give me

During my second year alive, I decided to ascend

It wasn’t easy; it meant doing favors for the depressed
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