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Chapter 1

A New Dawn

It was the end of the festive season and a New Year was in sight for the Boulder family. As Leroy ventured downstairs, he passed his mum and dad, who were busily removing the Christmas decorations throughout the house. Leroy’s dad was removing the batteries from the twinkling fairy lights and Mum was carefully packaging each bauble from the tree. Grandad Boulder was sitting quietly in his chair by the window, almost asleep, glancing at the snow-covered reindeer, polar bear, and snowmen decorations still on the front lawn.

“Morning,” called Leroy as he passed his mum and dad. “Morning, Grandad. Is it still icy outside?” he asked as he passed the window. Then he asked excitedly, “Can I go to the basement?” He had missed his toolbox over the last few days while the family had been out for the Christmas festivities.
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“Yes, but be careful down there,” replied Mum. Before Mum had finished, Leroy had reached the other side of the hallway and had his hand on the handle to the door. He tried to open the door, but it was stiff and seemed stuck.  He gave it another try and as he did, the door opened and the cold air hit  him like a … 

“Wow, that’s freezing!” whispered Leroy as he shuddered. He started to venture down the stairs into the basement. The steps were covered in frost  and Leroy was worried he was going to slip. As he descended into the basement, the air felt colder until he reached the bottom step, which was completely covered in frost. Leroy was confused. Why was the basement so cold and frosty? His eyes glanced towards the basement door at the far side, which was wide open. 

Leroy remembered that Grandad Boulder had been down in the basement the day before, searching for some oil. He must have forgotten to close the door. Leroy walked over to the door and started to heave it shut. It was heavy and hard to push, as the hinges were frosty. But he closed it gently, mindful that the toolbox was sleeping. As the door clicked shut, the toolbox woke with a shiver. 

“Brrr, brr, brrr.” The toolbox shuddered as he felt the cold moist air in the basement. He tried to flick one eye open slowly, but it was stuck. “Flick, flick.” He tried again but had no luck. 

The toolbox began to moan. “Grrraaa,” he hollered. He tried again. “Flick, flick.” Slowly, he managed to half open one of his eyes and noticed tiny globules of ice gluing his eyelash together. “Finally,” he shouted as he opened it fully  and glanced around the basement. The toolbox was confused. As he looked around, he noticed that everything was covered in a white powdery substance. “Brrr, brrr.” He shivered again as he carried on looking out of the only eye that was open. The floor, the benches, the shelves, and the old toolbox above were all covered in this strange white powder. He noticed Leroy standing in front of him. 
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“Good morning, Toolbox,” said Leroy. 

“Hello,” grunted the toolbox. 

“I am really sorry it is so cold and frosty in here today,” Leroy began. “Grandad came down to the basement last night and he must have forgotten to close the door.”

“Hmm…” the toolbox replied. “What is the white stuff, and where did it come from?” 

“That’s frost. I’ll explain later,” replied Leroy. “Grandad is very old and he can be forgetful sometimes. Dad tells me that as you get older, your brain doesn’t work as quickly as before. You get slower and forget things.”

“Oh dear. Well, it looks a bit different in here today, but we’re all fine, so don’t be cross with your grandad. We’ll have to make sure we help him when he’s in here,” suggested the toolbox. 
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“Great idea” replied Leroy. “That would be really kind.” 

Just then Leroy’s mum shouted from the top of the basement steps. It was time for breakfast and Leroy had to go.

***

The early morning sun had started to shine through the windows. The angry toolbox jumped as the sun warmed up the icy covering in the basement. Creak, crack, crack. 

Beams of light were shining like lasers onto the shelves, enhancing the water droplets on stilts resembling sparkling diamonds. The toolbox started to flick his other eye a few times… flick, flick, flick until it finally opened. It felt  sticky and gritty like the other eye for a while until it finally cleared and he could see. “Phew,” he gasped. He continued looking around the basement. He looked up and down, towards the door to the house and over to the outside door. All was still apart from a noise from above.

He could hear a moan and a rattle. He looked up and realised it was  coming from Grandad’s old toolbox. He was trying to wake up but found his eyes were firmly stuck shut, and his moustache was like an icy rock. “Hello, old boy” called the angry toolbox. 

“Mmmmm,” was the reply. The old toolbox’s lips and eyes were frozen.  As he tried to force them open, he let out a loud yell. “Oh dear… FROST!” 

“Oh, have you seen this before?” asked the toolbox. 

“Yes, many times and a lot worse than this!” replied Grandad’s old toolbox. “When I was in the field working on all the broken machines, it was cold, wet, freezing, icy, and frosty on many occasions.” 

The angry toolbox was eager to find out more, so Grandad’s old toolbox began to explain. “Frost occurs when cold air and warm air collide. It creates a water vapour, which freezes and becomes a frosty icy covering. It disappears quite quickly on most occasions.” 

The angry toolbox was fascinated.

“Was the door left open to the outside?” he asked. 

“Yes, it was,” said the angry toolbox. “Leroy told us that his grandad had left it open last night.”
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Just then the toolboxes stopped talking, as they heard a strange sound from below.

“WHOOSH, WHOOSH, WHOOSH,” went the noise.

The angry toolbox looked down and all around. He noticed as he did this that the side of his toolbox at the top was very icy, but at the bottom it was not. Strange, he thought as he carried on looking towards the area where the noise was coming from. He looked but could not see anything. He looked away, then again came the noise: “WHOOSH, WHOOSH, WHOOSH.” But still he had no idea what it was, or where it was coming from.

		
	

Chapter 2

A Frosty, Icy Time

The angry toolbox looked again to see where the strange noise was coming from, but he was also concerned with getting his lid open to the fresh air so he could talk to his tools. But just like his eyes, his lid was stuck firm.

“Oh dear,” he said. “My lid is truly stuck shut.”

He tried with all his might to release it. He groaned, “ARH, ARH, EHH, EHH, RAH, RAH,” as he used all his power to raise his frozen stuck lid – but with no success. The toolbox tried many times. He pushed, shoved, and heaved, but it was stuck fast.

Meanwhile, the old toolbox was watching and he smiled, with his moustache all covered in frost and icicles. Then he whispered, as he chuckled, “Many times in the past my lid was firmly stuck fast with ice and frost and it took a long time to become unfrozen. This was because we were outside more often than inside, not inside like this.”
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