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Dragonworld ETC: dragon-themed story poems
by dragonchild
 
Part of the Empire of Dragons series
 
 
St. George and the Dragon picture by Flora Annie Steel. Public domain. Picture from openclipart.org, redone by johnny_automatic.
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 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.
 
 
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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The Cat Rises
 
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
doing favors for the creatures who took advantage of the oppressed
and using my hunter’s instinct to be pest control
If you spoke secrets from the Oppressors, I would come and find you—no matter where you are.
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I ascended one level out of the pit
Around this time I interacted with the creatures of this level
and I pulled back the depressed from the terrors of their mind
 
They joined me in my ascent
They were called bottom feeders, lowlifes, lazy
Now they’re my people
 
We ascended higher and higher, rehabilitating and recruiting more souls
When we reached the top, the souls and the creatures were able to molt from their blackened shells
All around me I saw beautiful, diverse appearances
This is the potential they were hiding.
 
“Onwards!” I held my hand up high, and they followed the path I laid before them
 
But—
I saw an old relic
My father’s chair
Abandoned
He was nowhere in sight, but the blood smears on the floor were filling me with the worst thoughts
 
I took my new family further into my father’s abode
The atrium was big enough for us all to bunk there for the night
but I didn’t want them to be alone
I brought them this far, cared for them
 
“We should stay here, make our own society, our own circle.”
 
I told them that the outer circles would eat us alive
We stay here, we watch the outside world and we gain the experience before we venture out
They agreed
They had to
They were as scared as I was
 
We collected discarded things
I got my outfit from somecreature’s trash
A white suit and skirt, perfect
 
We had the smallest among us make fliers
“Underworld Market — discard or trade your stuff with us!”
 
Our local business grew and grew over the years
but so did the heat
We suffered constant attacks on our business, but we rebounded
Every circle came to know our names
My little family grew
and so did the target on my back
 
I was snatched from my father’s home and brought to many servants of the circle
I escaped them, only to run into another
another
another
and another
I didn’t know where I was going, but I figured I would go see him, Mephe, and make him stop harassing my people
 
Again, I was ambushed and captured
They brought me before the Don of the underworld
He…wasn’t its creator nor ephemeral ruler, just a second-in-command and pretty dumb
He tried to make me deals, but I refused
 
He fought me with his undead warriors and I bested them
He wasn’t so happy about that, so he fought me face-to-face with his poisonous pole arm
 
Our fight was going nowhere and neither of us showed signs of giving up
He made me another deal
I didn’t like it so instead, I made him one
 
“Give me the freedom to traverse the human realms, and the souls will be for the taking.”
 
It was low risk for me
All he had to do was hold my feather￼
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I told him, “angels won’t care for a lesser being like me.”
He knew nothing of his enemies, a shame honestly
 
He followed my steps and opened a gateway, and it got the attention of the Celestials
Gabriel’s old family and friends
The moment their noses caught whiff of the hellish sulfur seeping into earth’s reality, they descended upon the ephemeral throne
They shot their arrows, threw their spears and fired their guns at Mephe
Struck in the leg by a white-and-gold arrow, Heavenfire rendered him immobile
He was hacked apart
his remains taken above ground
they’ll do with him what they please
 
The throne was vacant now
No longer ephemeral, mayhap?
Only way to find out was to sit on it, so I took my rightful place
 
As I sat there, overlooking Mephe’s subjects, I felt power surge
My ears wiggled at this tingly feeling
I looked down at my arms
On the outside they looked the same
but inside was a storm of underworld magic
 
I knew Mephe’s subjects would be loyal to him, so I banished them to the outer circles
and no, not to the pit that my family and I emerged from
The few that willingly remained had no loyalty in their hearts for Mephe
They were loyal to my father, my creator
 
“We praise the Cat,” they said as they took their bows
Feels pretty nice.
 
I called my family to me, told them to pack up their things
Many insisted on staying at my father’s home
A human soul, the very first one I saved, came to me and suggested the Underworld Market operate in all the different circles rather than moving everyone
I liked the idea, so I followed their suggestion
 
Today, the Underworld Market serves all circles
but we have a new specialty on the menu: pain and suffering.
 
You see, I’m trying to get outta here
Pain and suffering gives me and my family enough power to leave without using my feather
Someday you’ll see a reddish-pink haired woman with cat ears
That’ll be me, finally free of this place
I can already taste the freedom.￼
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I wrote Caim’s backstory poem in one day and I’m proud of it. I wanted to get this book released on Gumroad on Juneteenth, so I had to rush. It doesn’t help that I slept the whole night until 10 PM :( 
I hope you like Caim and her story. I want to write more about her.
 
Celestial Dragons Traveling to Asia￼
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Grab your suitcase, little Dragon
Hop on the train and wave your wings “goodbye!”
 
You have only your butter pecan ice cream for the ride
And a small dragon plushie that’s staring you in the face
 
You read and read dragon books to it
Some of these books you never make it past page 1
 
Look out the window little Dragon
And see the landscapes rolling by!
…or side-scrolling for that matter
 
Nighttime comes by, take a nap little Dragon…
….
…
…
….
 
Holy crap wake up! You nearly missed your stop!
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A baby dragon on a train is a cute idea. I wrote this out of the blue, like most of my stories. The periods represent passage of time. He slept a long time. The title is actually inspired by train rides and a brand of tea called Celestrial Seasonings.
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Pictured: a dragon on a bus
 
 

Dragonrapture: The Sweet Starry Night Dreams of the Dragonflies
 
(skip if you aren’t a fan of poetry, mind f*ckery and religion)
 
1
Humans have found a way to make you pay for everything. You pay money to protect your carriage. You pay money to eat. You pay money to have shelter and you pay money to sleep. Because of old times, money is human nature, not Jesus-nature. If the Dragon is evil, then we must rename our good dragons and change its form: the Drazor.
 
2
 
There is a fate worse than death. Everything you hold dear is useless. Everything material will not matter. Examine it, if you will, and you will see how useless it is. Live days without it, and the time you mourn it you will soon not miss it. A book you no longer want. A game. A doll. A movie. It is all worthless. All those things are written for our entertainment. Anything that is useful we do not care much for unless it costs a lot. Things that are not material will last longer, a la true love. See how easily things are wiped away?
 
 
3
 
The Great Prophet gave us a message: that there is a choice. By time’s recognition, human will be tested. Both human and Drazor shall be tested. The heavens align and the time vault opens. As we step inside, time will stop for us so we can make our choice. Twelve clocks click in your head: tick tock tick tock, and the Dragonfly on the wall buzzes away
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