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			A mere mortal whose marathon like Will caused him to 
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			Once upon a time in some common , typical place in the world of Now, a little colorless Boy closed his eyes to escape from the land of Hearsay, his mind had become weak after being constantly bombarded by disinformation. Slowly, robotic-like, he drifted away and ventured into the land of Awareness. There he met an old Sage that sat upon the very air, at least it seemed so; the hoary Sage was mumbling something, it sounded like a religious chant. The Boy thought it to be nothing more than gibberish, but he was too faraway to really hear anything. Not until he came closer to himself, and allowed his inner being to hear, listen to the Sage’s mystical voice… surprisingly, he began to understand what was truthfully being said.

			The small man kept repeating something about a Dragon, a fierce Dragon, no, not just one Dragon, but many Dragons.

			“Dragons, what’s so special… so evil about Dragons?” asked the colorless Boy.

			“Dragons are fomenters of mankind ills, little Boy,” replied the Sage.

			“How can that be so, old Man?” asked the Boy.

			“Rest little boy of the mind, and I‘ll tell you about the devious ways of Dragons. But, you must open yourself, your mind to the world of Nothingness,” said the Sage.

			Dragons were created by the God

			And Goddess of Want….
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			WARNING!

			DRAGONS CANNOT

			BE DISTINGUISHED

			BY THEIR COLOR…

			ALSO, THEIR PROFOUND

			PIGMENTATION WILL NOT

			DISCLOSE THE LATENT MADNESS

			THAT RESIDES IN THE SOULS 

			OF DRAGONS.

			A Dragon’s eye can see

			beyond the expansive sight 

			of the eagle in flight.
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			Dragon ears are larger, more aware

			of the Mythholders presence

			than all of Nature’s elephant

			ears put together.

			Dragons come in all sizes, 

			but nevertheless, they usually 

			come to conquer all mirages 

			of Nations that belittle themselves.

			Some Dragons are cute

			and cuddly, causing the Mythholders

			to melt in their sentimental

			Minds of self-foolery,

			until they realize the terror

			that lies within,

			SEE

			how hard and difficult

			it is to get along with the Dragons

			of NO SOUL…

			without sacrificing ,

			paying with their own soul.

			Dragons are edible,

			but it takes a mentally 

			strong Stomach to digest

			its rancid flesh.

			Dragons love control,

			total control,

			total control of the Mythholders movement,

			or they will die.

			Dragons

			are

			excessively

			greedy.

			Converted Dragons are more treacherous,

			MORE TREACHEROUS,

			MORE TREACHEROUS,

			than hereditary Dragons,

			for

			BANKRUPTCY

			in the financial 

			PLAYGROUNDS OF THE WORLD

			could

			mean

			a

			total

			demise

			of 

			their very

			existence.
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			Oftentimes, Dragons can be found wading 

			around in lakes of Personal Hell…

			inviting common, adaptable

			Mythholders to join them

			for a swim in the same hellish waters.

			Some

				Dragons

					are

						known

							to

								become

			DESTRUCTIVELY sick,

			when other Dragons of equal stature,

			decline to wallow in their sloppy

			puddles of ancient idealism

			of total Erde reform.

			Dragons 

			can be like Andre Maginot

			Line of invincibility…

			deceiving

			to

			those

			Beings 

			that

			develop

			a 

			dependency 

			upon

			it.

			Dragons believe in Liberalism

			in times of progress.

			The Dragon
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