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Chapter 1

On Christmas Eve, Ryan Boulder woke at the crack of dawn in his house in Longspeak. He had a busy day ahead and needed to complete a long list of building jobs. Ryan worked for a contract company, completing a range of projects in shops, houses and buildings. Ryan often completed snagging work, finishing off jobs that were incomplete or not finished to a high enough standard. Ryan was a very honest and trusted individual in the community. He took great pride in his appearance. He wore his protective work clothes, which had his name and business details embroidered on the front left pocket. Ryan was a hardworking man and was passionate about showing his son Leroy the importance of paying attention to detail and putting time and effort into your work. Ryan carried out his work with the utmost care and diligence and had a great reputation in Longspeak. Many customers would only employ Ryan due to his outstanding work ethic.

Christmas Eve was a busy day for most families but particularly busy for the Boulder family. It was Leroy’s birthday, so every year it was a double celebration. Leroy was turning eight today and was up early, ready for his birthday to begin. Leroy was dressed and downstairs by 8am jumping around excitedly. “Do you want a special birthday breakfast?” asked Mum. 

“Just my usual cornflakes please, Mum,” responded Leroy. Leroy loved cornflakes. He ate them every day, sometimes he even had two bowls! Leroy munched through his cornflakes quickly, barely stopping for breath. 

“Why so fast, Leroy?” Mum asked. 

“Well, Mum, it is my birthday, and I am just so excited for my cards and presents,” replied Leroy. 

“Fair enough, son, it is your special day, but you are opening the cards first!” Mum replied. 

Normally Leroy would race straight to his pile of presents, but today he was happy to open the cards first. He was hoping to receive some money to add to his money box. He had been carefully saving his pocket money for a while and was hoping to buy a special present. He was desperate for a toolbox just like his dad.
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Chapter 2

Three weeks earlier, Grandad Boulder had popped over to visit Leroy. He could tell that Leroy was fascinated by tools and that his son Ryan was leaving a great impression on his grandson. “Leroy, would you like some of my tools from my old toolbox in your dad’s cellar? I’m having a clear-out, and I just can’t do the jobs around the house like I used to.”
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“Oh, Grandad, really? I would love some please!”

Grandad Boulder hadn’t used his tools now for some years. They were rusty and some were broken. 

“There is one condition though, Leroy.”

“What’s that, Grandad?”

“Well, you have to promise me that you will look after them. They are very precious to me. They helped me for many, many years. They will need a good clean and they will need oiling up, but then they will be good as new. Can you do that?”

“Yes, of course, Grandad. I promise you I will look after them. I want them to look just like Dad’s tools. He always takes such good care of his tools, and they are so important for his job.”

Leroy was beaming. He followed Grandad straight downstairs to the cellar. Leroy looked at the tools and saw they needed more work than he first thought. Grandad Boulder saw that Leroy was a little overwhelmed. 

“Leroy, let me tell you a little more about these tools. They are so special to me.”

“Oh, I know, Grandad, you said they had been used for years.”

“Yes, but let me explain, my boy.”

Leroy was intrigued. He sat down close to his grandad on top of a crate in the cellar, and his grandad began.

“Many years ago, I was a field engineer in the army, and my job was to repair things which had been broken. I had to mend equipment for the troops, and I was issued with a toolbox with many tools. I had all types of tools in that toolbox. I worked with engineers from different countries all over the world. We worked closely together to repair things. We didn’t speak the same language, but we just seemed to understand each other. One day we were all working very closely together repairing a broken bridge over a canal. On this particular day, the sun had been shining all morning, but suddenly out of nowhere, it started to pour with rain. Then it began to thunder and there were huge flashes of lightning. It rained for hours and we were soaked through. The canal flooded over the banks, and we were told to quickly retrieve our tools and retreat to our depot.
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