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CHAPTER 1
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THE GREAT OLD STORY dragon took his place and looked around. There were at least a dozen more children sitting around, waiting to hear a story.

“Well,” it said looking at the eager eyes. “What story do you want to hear this time?”

“The Story of the Goat Boy!” one of the children yelled.

“I don’t think you should hear that one,” it said picking up the book in its huge claws. “It’s not good to dragons.”

“Oh please!” another child pleaded.

“Let’s see,” the creature flicked some pages. “Here it is,” it said and it started to read.
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THIS STORY HAS BEEN told from fire-sides to palaces, from bed-sides to great halls. But such a remarkable story has an unremarkable beginning. It started one morning when our ten year old hero came downstairs for breakfast. Nathaniel and his family lived above Nathaniel’s Dad’s store. You see Nathaniel’s dad made clocks, all sorts of clocks, very good clocks. Even today it is known that the best clocks in the land are those made by Jeremiah Potts.

The unremarkable breakfast on this unremarkable morning was the same unremarkable porridge the Potts family had every morning. In winter they generally ate their meals in the workshop behind the store. It was warm there. This morning the porridge was special in that special way that a cold night makes anything warm seem special. The Potts family couldn’t afford enough coal to keep them warm in the night. But that was going to change. 

Nathaniel’s dad had been hired to make a watch for a famous magician named Sheldon. Sheldon often performed for King Rupert and Queen Isabella. He even performed for Princess Lucille. If the watch was good enough, then people would ask Sheldon where he got it. Of course they would be told, “From Jeremiah Potts. He owns the clock shop in the town by the river. Best watches in the country, or any country for that matter.” With enough famous people buying expensive clocks from the store, the Potts family would be able to buy all the coal they needed. 

“We just need to find some way to make the watch look as special as it’s going to be.” Jeremiah kept saying. He had been saying it for two weeks now, and nobody could give him an answer that worked.

“If it had a special pattern it would look special.” Mavis Potts, Nathaniel’s mum, suggested.

“Yes I suppose.” He answered, “But what sort of pattern? And how would we make it look different to all the other patterns used on watches?”

“Maybe you could make it from the strongest stuff in the universe so that it wouldn’t ever break, even if you it threw into the sun.” Nathaniel suggested.

“That would be special, but we can’t get any of that.” Mr. Potts smiled. “Besides, even if we could, how could we shape it?”

“With a dragon diamond!” Nathaniel’s younger brother Franklin said. “We could find some!”

“Don’t be so stupid!” Nathaniel said to his brother. “You don’t just find dragon diamonds dumb-head.”

“Nathaniel Potts!” Mavis Potts scolded.

“Well he’s stupid!” Nathaniel answered.

“No he’s not! But you’re rude!” she said to Nathaniel. “That rudeness of yours is going to get you in a lot of trouble one day. Now, you apologise to Franklin this instant!”

“I’m sorry dumb-head.” Nathaniel said to Franklin.

“That’s better,” she said putting her arm around the upset Franklin. “Besides, dragon diamonds are found by finding them. How else could they get found?”

“Franklin,” Jeremiah said, “it would be very special if we had a dragon diamond. I could set it into the watch face. That would make it special. But dragon diamonds are the most precious diamond in the world. They are very rare and very expensive. We can’t afford a small one, even if we could get one around here. It is a great idea though.” 

Nathaniel’s dad looked out the window. “Oh well, perhaps we will just rely on the craftsmanship of the watch. It will be finished soon. Sheldon will be picking it up today.”

“Dad?” Nathaniel turned to his father.

“What Nathaniel?”

“Where do you find dragon diamonds?”

“Well, where there’s a dragon I suppose.”

“Then I will get you one.” Nathaniel nodded proudly.

Laughing, his father said, “Nathaniel, there are no dragons around these parts. If there were, it would be too dangerous for you to try. But it is a nice thought.”

“I’m going to find one.” Nathaniel muttered finishing his porridge.

After breakfast, Nathaniel and his brother went behind the shop to play. 

“Let’s play pirates!” Franklin said excitedly.

“I don’t want to play pirates.” Nathaniel replied.

“Oh please!” Franklin begged. 

“No!” Nathaniel said. “I don’t want to play pirates, and I don’t want to play with a stupid looking dumb-head like you.”

“You’re so mean!” Franklin yelled as Nathaniel jumped the fence into the lane behind the shop and started for the woods.

Nathaniel didn’t see as Franklin looked down sadly, nor did he hear his sobbing as he walked away.

*****
[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 2


[image: ]


NATHANIEL EMERGED FROM the laneway determined to find a dragon diamond. The only problem was, he had no idea where to look.  He saw some boys in the park playing football and shook his head.

“If dragon diamonds were in town, then everybody would have one.” He thought. “So they must be outside of town. But where?”

One thing was certain. They weren’t anywhere near his back fence, so he started out of for the woods.

Not far into the woods, Nathaniel came upon a clearing. It wasn’t a very big clearing, certainly not big enough to play football in, but a clearing nonetheless. In the clearing he saw a girl. She was no older than he was with blonde hair in a ponytail and wearing what looked like a sheet. It looked like she was trying to run away from something, but Nathaniel couldn’t see what. She ran from one side of the clearing to the other and then back again, and each time with her arms stretched out in front of her like... well like something Nathaniel hadn’t seen before.

“What are you doing?” he called. 

Suddenly she stopped and looked at him. “I’m practising,” she said. “I’m practising my ballet. My name is Cynthia, Cynthia Mason. What’s your name?”

“Why are you practising out here?” Nathaniel asked, ignoring her question.

“I’m here because I don’t want to be bothered,” she answered. “Those boys in town are rude and horrible. I don’t want that while I practise my steps. What are you doing out here?”

“I’m searching for dragon diamonds,” Nathaniel said proudly. “It’s dangerous but I have to find some. So I will.”

“You won’t find them around here,” Cynthia told him. “You’ll have to go where the dragons are. I’ve heard they live in the Black Hills.”

“I know that!” Nathaniel snapped, even though he didn’t. “I’ve just finished my breakfast and I’m on my way to find them.”

“Without food or water?” Cynthia asked him.

“The Black Hills aren’t that far,” Nathaniel told her. “I expect I’ll get there, collect some diamonds, and be home by lunch time.”

“So you know where they are in the Black Hills? Dragon diamonds I mean.”

“There’s been millions of dragons in the Black Hills, all collecting diamonds for hundreds of millions of years. They must have dropped some. There’s probably hundreds of thousands of diamonds spilled all over those hills.”

“Then how come they haven’t been found?” Cynthia asked.

“Because nobody’s looked. They’ve probably been dropped around the openings of the dragon caves.” Nathaniel told her.

“Do you know where there’s a dragon cave?” Cynthia asked.

“No,” Nathaniel admitted. “Do you?”

“No,” Cynthia answered. “So I guess you’ll have to find somebody who does and ask them.”

“Do you know anybody who knows where there’s a dragon cave?”

Cynthia shook
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