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Chapter One


Monday


‘Isaiah!’ Dad calls from somewhere in the flat. ‘Isaiah! Time to get up for school. I’ve got a surprise for you!’


A notification pops up on my phone with a video. Memory from three years ago. Firming our frosty flat, my hand slips out from under the covers to play the video.


‘Happy birthday to you! Happy birthday to you! Happy birthday to Isaiah! Happy birthday to you!’ the crowd of my friends and family shout as the glow from my ten birthday candles light up my face.


‘Go on, make a wish, Isaiah,’ Mum says.


‘I don’t believe in wishes.’ Impatiently, I blow out the candles. ‘And I’ve already got everything I want.’


Dad reveals another present from behind his back. ‘Not everything. I hope you like it, son.’


I tear off the shiny blue wrapping paper. ‘Yes! You got me Lio the Robot.’


‘I knew he’d love it,’ Mum whispers to Dad.


I shiver, tugging on my worn-out grey dressing gown over my jumper. I sink deeper under my thin bedcovers.


‘Have you switched on the boiler yet?’ He doesn’t reply. ‘Dad?’


When I don’t get an answer, I slide out of my single bed, feeling the cold through the layers of clothes.


Our flat doesn’t have many pictures on the walls, even though we moved in a year ago. We’re still ‘settling in’, but, if I’m being honest, we don’t have much to settle with. It takes me seconds to walk from my bedroom to the closed white living-room door. Our flat is tiny.


‘Dad, are you in there?’ I ask, peeking through the keyhole as he moves past in his black coat with the odd button.


Dad thinks he’s surprising me, but I saw the Savers bag with the birthday balloons hidden behind the small TV I tried to fix yesterday.


‘Just one second, son.’ Dad’s voice travels through the thin walls.


‘How’s your back?’ I question, jiggling the cold metal handle.


‘It’s … great.’


‘Really?’


Dad chuckles. ‘You got me. It’s better today.’


The door flies open.


‘But today isn’t about me. It’s about you.’ Dad’s body stiffens slightly in the doorway. He tugs at his overgrown beard. ‘Happy thirteenth birthday, son! Make a wish.’ A small cupcake with icing rests in his hand. I didn’t believe in wishes before, but I do now.


‘Thanks, Dad.’ I tug my dressing gown tighter around my body, marching forward. ‘I know what I’m gonna wish for.’


I wish that Dad and I get more money so we can afford things and that Mum moves back from Berlin after she finishes her architecture programme.


‘I’ve got another surprise for you,’ Dad says, limping away from the door.


Except for the red birthday banner and the balloon, our living room is exactly the same, with Dad’s lumpy second-hand pull-out sofa bed, the small, rocky wooden side table Dad made and the tiny box TV.


I pick up the large, wrapped present with a birthday card stuck to the front. I open the card first.


How many Isaiahs does it take to screw in a lightbulb? None, because Isaiah invented it. Happy birthday, son.


I tear the wrapping paper. There are three second-hand books: one on inventions, one ‘how to fix it’ guide and another on how things like 3D printers work.


The last present is a mini whiteboard. I’d wished for a tablet, but I don’t say that obviously.


‘And that’s not all,’ he adds. ‘After we get your hair done at your uncle’s, I’m taking you to eat at Fucchinis.’


‘What? Is that it? No dinosaur?’ I say, keeping a straight face.


Dad ruffles my hair, laughing. ‘Always the jokester.’


‘Fucchinis is cool.’ I hug him. ‘Thanks, Dad, but how did you get the mon—’


‘It’s your birthday,’ he replies, smiling, but I know he’s managing the pain. ‘I did what I needed to do. And this also came for you.’


It must be from Mum.


Dad’s short black locs flop around as he picks up the card left on his sofa bed.


I prise the card out of his hand, looking around him for the drone. ‘Did it come with anything else?’


Dad shakes his head. ‘No, just this.’


‘Oh,’ I say.


‘Why?’ Dad frowns. ‘Did your mother promise you something?’


‘It’s all right, Dad.’


Mum promised she’d get me a drone for my big thirteenth birthday and not just any drone, but the DR4X. The king of drones. Mum always keeps her promises when it comes to getting my birthday presents – plus I told her about the drone months ago.


I take the card out of the envelope.




To Isaiah, my smart son,


Happy 13th birthday! I’m so sorry I can’t be there with you, but I’m there in spirit and hopefully I’ll be able to come to Shepten once I’ve settled.


Love, your mum.





‘Go and get ready for school,’ Dad says, sitting down carefully on the sofa as the sweat builds around his hairline. ‘I don’t need you to be late – again.’


‘We’ve got a late special assembly today,’ I half lie. ‘Let’s do those stretching exercises you learnt at physio first.’


‘Are you sure about that?’ Dads asks, shooting me a glance. ‘Because I didn’t get a message from school about the assembly being late.’


Dad tugs at the end of my messy cornrows.


‘All right, it’s not late,’ I admit.


‘We always have to tell each other the truth,’ he replies. ‘It’s just us two.’


It went from three: Mum, Dad and me to us two. When they separated two years ago, Mum got her own place, and I saw her all the time, but now she’s in Berlin studying and I don’t see her.


‘We can just do one exercise then,’ I offer.


I unfurl the yoga mat on the floor and Dad lies back on it with his legs stretched out in front of him. ‘Just one exercise, Isaiah.’


‘Are you ready?’ I ask, and he nods as I take one of his legs, bending it towards his body as the other leg stays flat against the mat. I can feel how stiff Dad’s muscles are. ‘How does that feel? Tight?’


‘Yes,’ he murmurs between breaths. ‘You shouldn’t be … doing this for me.’


‘Breathe.’ I grip behind the knee. ‘Go.’ Dad pushes against my hands for five seconds. He strains, gasping through his teeth before pausing. ‘Well done, Dad.’ I slowly move his knee closer to his chest and hold for a few seconds before doing the same stretch to the other leg. ‘Done.’


‘Thanks, son.’ He sits on the sofa, resting his feet on the floor.


‘Don’t you have a job interview today?’ I say, rolling the mat up.


‘Yes, I do. It’s an admin role for a construction company, working from home. I can manage a few hours here and there.’


‘You’re going to smash it.’


‘It’s not the best, but it’ll do for now.’ He nudges me with his slipper. ‘Time for you to go and get ready.’


Leaving Dad, I go straight to the boiler and rotate the switch, but nothing happens. With my hand shoved right in the back, I open the boiler valves and hear the water filling up. The spinning black arrow for the pressure twitches until it reaches a certain number. I close the valves and switch the boiler on.


I brush my teeth and shower at the same time; we don’t waste water. The mould at the corner of the shower grows every day like liquid seeping into paper. I scrub it away, but it comes back every time. Our landlord blames it on our flat being Victorian, but it’s because there’s no bathroom fan and the window doesn’t open. He won’t pay to fix anything.


Spitting out the toothpaste, the water mixes with it, dyeing it blue as it swirls down the drain like a mini tornado. ‘I’m done!’


In a minute, I’ve got on my white shirt, black trousers, blazer, and striped tie that I shorten.


Me: Hi mum. are u awake? is the drone almost here???


‘Isaiah!’ Kieran shouts from outside the flat.


I walk out of the door and lean over the landing. I can only see the top of Kieran’s curly high top as he bends down to tie the laces on his school shoes.


‘Kieran!’


‘Happy birthday!’ he shouts as he lifts his head up. ‘You need to hurry up if you wanna go on my scooter before school.’


Kieran rests on his new Pure Wind second-generation electric scooter with the blue ambient lights at the bottom, regenerative braking technology, USB charging port and up to 8.5 hours charge time.


I close the front door and rummage through the empty kitchen cupboards, find the last pack of oats for Dad and mix them with water from the tap. I count down two minutes on the microwave.


The hot bowl burns my hand as I take it out without a cloth. I’m running out of scooter time. I put the bowl with a spoon inside on the side table. ‘Good luck with the interview.’


‘Thanks,’ he replies, lifting his head up. ‘Have a great day at school! We’ll continue your birthday celebrations afterwards.’









Chapter Two


We burst through the green school gates with our ties flapping behind us.


‘Mr Oni and Mr Alders,’ Mr Sankofa enunciates, his slight Ghanaian accent flavouring our names. ‘You’re late. Do you know what that means?’


‘I’m the reason we’re late. Sorry, Mr Sankofa,’ I apologise, trying to butter him up. ‘You can’t really give us detentions on my birthday, can you?’


Mr Sankofa steps forward with his finger pointed, but the anger leaves him, so I know we’re off the hook. ‘This will be your last warning, Isaiah. I take my job as a teacher very seriously.’


Ting-a-ling.


‘Laters, sir!’ I shout, running off to our IT lesson.


As we’re about to walk in, someone clears their throat behind us. ‘You can go in, Kieran,’ Mrs Morris says, ‘but I need to talk to Isaiah for a second.’


Putting on a cheesy smile, I spin round and face Mrs Morris, the welfare officer. Her thick eyebrows rise and she blows a black curl out of her eye, frustrated.


‘Firstly, hoodie off.’


With my hand hovering over the zip, I try one more time. ‘Miss, are those new earrings?’


‘I’m not falling for none of that sweet talk, nuh uh.’ She shakes her head. ‘This is the second time you’ve been late in the last week with the wrong uniform. Where’s your jumper?’


The only jumper I have is still wet at home, drying slowly on the radiator, but I don’t tell Mrs Morris this.


‘And what’s that on your school shoes?’ she asks, pointing down, and I also look down, pretending like I didn’t draw graffiti on them to cover the tears.


I flash another grin. ‘But, Mrs Morris, didn’t you say before in assembly that creativity is important?’


A small smile plays on Mrs Morris’s lips and I know I’ve escaped more questions. ‘You’re too bright. Go on, get in your lesson. I expect that paint to be washed off by tomorrow.’


‘Of course I’ll do that, miss.’


Inside the room, Mr Iyer, our IT teacher, stands in front of the class, taking the register.


‘Kesia. Kesia?’


‘Sir, I think she’s got an appointment,’ Mary answers, fixing her headband.


Everyone knows that Kesia has sickle cell so the appointment might be for that or something else. I wouldn’t know though because Kesia and I don’t talk a lot.


‘Right, right,’ Mr Iyer replies. Sniff. ‘Kirsty?’


Kieran, Fredrick and I are tucked in the back of the computer room, where Mr Iyer can’t see.


They give me ‘birthday beats’, raining thirteen soft punches on my arms.


‘Get off me, man.’ I laugh, sitting down in between them.


Kirsty spins round in her chair, playing with her auburn braid. ‘Happy birthday, Isaiah.’


Fredrick’s eyes go as wide as a cartoon character’s. He swears she’s the prettiest girl in our class – even the whole school. I crack a smile. ‘Thanks, Kirsty.’


‘Did your drone come?’ Kieran asks, while Fredrick stares at the back of Kirsty’s head.


I check my phone for a message from Mum, but there’s nothing. Why isn’t she texting me back?


Mr Iyer sniffs, uncapping his whiteboard pen. ‘Attention to the front, please.’ The word HTML is on the board. ‘You should each have already decided what business you want to base your website on. You will be creating websites for your businesses using HTML.’


‘Not yet,’ I reply, putting my phone away. ‘But she did say it would be here today. Did I tell you guys that it has up to thirty minutes of flight time, can be controlled with a phone, has an HD camera—’


Mr Iyer clears his throat, interrupting. ‘Are you boys listening back there? What was I saying?’


‘Yeah, sir,’ I answer. ‘HTML stands for Hypertext Markup Language and I know about adding links to a webpage, structuring a webpage and all that.’


People from my class whisper at the relaxed smile on Mr Iyer’s face.


‘Excellent, Isaiah,’ he praises. ‘That’s what I like to hear, students who take initiative to learn outside the classroom. I can’t wait to see your fantastic website, Isaiah, and to hear what your business will be.’


Fredrick makes a noise out of his large nostrils. ‘Show off.’


‘Looks like someone’s got a case of the itis,’ Kieran jokes. ‘Jealous-itis.’


‘Crybaby-itis,’ I add.


Fredrick chuckles. ‘Whatever.’


‘We will be looking at the audience and purposes of websites today,’ Mr Iyer continues.


‘What’s your business?’ Kieran asks. ‘Mine is going to be customising trainers. You gave me the idea.’


Kieran doesn’t know why I had to draw on my trainers. I can’t tell him that Dad couldn’t afford new ones. ‘I’ve got loads of ideas, but I’m still deciding.’


I don’t have any ideas.


‘We’ll start with the purpose of a website,’ Mr Iyer says. ‘Not only does the information on your site need to be relevant, but it needs to be accurate too.’ Sniff. ‘Who is your target audience? Can you tell me the target audiences for these two sites?’


One is a news site and the other one is for children.


‘Yes, Kirsty.’


‘Ermm, one is boring and doesn’t have a lot of colours,’ she answers. ‘It’s something my mum would go on. It also has more information on it compared to the other one. Is it for adults?’


‘Yes.’ Sniff. Mr Iyer ignores the rest of the hands, answering the next one himself. ‘The other one is targeted at children. I have saved a file in the website folder. By yourselves, I want you to write down who you think the target audience is for each site listed and why. Does anyone have any questions?’


A few people raise their hands, but Mr Iyer has turned back to the board. ‘Get started, everybody. Your homework for next lesson is to think of different features that would help create a successful website and you must explain why each feature is important,’ Mr Iyer says.


I need to think of a website idea by next lesson or I’m in trouble.









Chapter Three


The high street is busy late afternoon and getting to Uncle Kwame’s barbershop is like playing a real-life game of Tetris.


‘How’d the interview go?’ I quiz Dad as we walk there.


‘Good, I think,’ Dad replies, hands tucked under his armpits. ‘The manager, Rick, seemed impressed by my previous experience. If I’m starting work soon, I’ll need your uncle Kwame to get rid of this scruff.’ He touches his rough beard.


I can’t count on my fingers how many interviews Dad’s been on, but I know he’ll get one. It took the Wright brothers many tries before they invented the first successful flying machine.


Dad whistles as we continue down the road and speaks to himself. ‘I’ll need to dig out some smart clothes too. First impressions are important.’


Ahead is the green barbershop with the long windows at the front and ‘Kwame’s’ in fancy letters. Customers jam the barbershop to the brim and the queue spills out on to the street.


‘My brother,’ Uncle Kwame says to my dad before speaking to me. ‘Young blood, happy thirteenth birthday.’


‘Thanks, Unc. Am I getting thirteen presents then?’ I ask, flashing a smile. The other men in the barbershop laugh. ‘See. Everyone agrees.’


Amused, Uncle Kwame shakes his head and offers me his hand to slap, and he hugs my dad as if this is their first time seeing each other in ages, but they’re just very close. Uncle Kwame isn’t my blood uncle. Dad and Unc met at university and have been like brothers ever since. Dad is an only child – same as me.


Joseph, one of the barbers, taps a recently vacated black chair. ‘Take a seat. No queuing for the birthday boy.’ He blow-dries out my big afro and greases my scalp to prepare it for the cornrows as Dad takes the chair next to me.


To Mum: hello ???


‘What have you got planned for the rest of your big day?’ Joseph asks, parting my hair in a zigzag pattern.


‘Dad’s taking me out to Fucchinis. You know it?’


‘They’ve got some nice garlic bread there.’ He hums, probably picturing it.


‘Yeah. No one can touch Fucchinis’ garlic bread – it’s the best.’


Uncle Kwame shakes out a black bib, securing it around Dad’s neck. He switches the razor on and brushes Dad’s beard with a small black brush. The razor buzzes in the background as I check the features of my new drone again on my phone.


We’re done before I know it. I touch the neat edges of my fresh zigzag cornrows, which resemble sparks of electricity on my head. ‘These look nice. Thanks, man.’


‘Happy birthday, Isaiah,’ Uncle Kwame says, producing a long black box from behind his back.


Snatching it out of his hands, I dig through the box and take out the black retro Jordans that I’ve wanted for years. ‘How did you know?’


‘You’ve spoken about them plenty, so I searched on StockQ and bid for them. I won’t tell you how much it cost in the end, but the important thing is that you got them, young blood.’


‘Wow! Thanks, Unc.’ I turn the trainers around, admiring them. ‘These are too clean. Watch when Kieran and Fredrick see them.’


Uncle Kwame grins. ‘They can replace the ones you got on.’


Dad’s eyes shoot down, staring at my torn trainers like he’s only just noticed them. ‘Thanks, Kwame. We’ll see you later. Don’t want to miss our reservation.’


As we’re walking away, Dad discreetly checks his wallet. Frown lines form around his mouth and then he checks his phone.


‘Dad, are you all right?’


‘Yes, just a little tired.’ Sweat gathers along Dad’s brow. ‘I maybe need to take a quick nap.’


Other people don’t see the signs he’s in pain, but I do. Dad has been faking it for me and a ‘quick nap’ usually means his body is exhausted. It’s shutting down and there’s nothing he can do about it.


‘We don’t need to go to Fucchinis today.’


‘You’re going! I won’t ruin your big day. I asked Kieran’s mum in case I couldn’t take you. I just … can’t take you. Kieran and Fredrick will be there too – sounds fun, doesn’t it?’


My stomach knots like a rope. This will be the first birthday I’m celebrating without my mum or dad. ‘Yeah, sounds fun.’


When Dad drops me off at Fucchinis, Kieran, Kieran’s mum and Fredrick are already at the table.


‘Joyeux anniversaire!’ they all shout, which makes me feel a bit better.


Kieran is half Congolese and half Dutch, so I’m used to hearing different languages.


‘Lemme see your trainers,’ Fredrick says as I lift up my tracksuit leg to show him the fresh Jordans. ‘I wanted them ones. They’re sick.’


Kieran takes a picture of my whole fit from my fresh cornrows down to the new Jordans.


A man in a white shirt and black bowtie comes to take our order. I scan the menu, noticing the prices. ‘I’ll have a Coke and the pepperoni pizza, please.’


‘Don’t you wanna get the garlic bread?’ Kieran asks, giving me a funny look. ‘You’re always chatting about it.’


‘I’m all right with pizza.’


Kieran’s mum shakes her head slightly, turning to the waiter. ‘We’ll have some extra-cheesy garlic bread for the birthday boy too.’


‘Wonderful,’ he replies, and takes all the menus from the table. ‘I’ll be back shortly with your drinks.’


I smile at Kieran’s mum.


‘Have you got anything else planned for your birthday, Isaiah?’ she asks.


Years ago, we always made my birthday special.


‘Not yet,’ I reply. ‘But I’m waiting for my mum to send me this drone. It’s the best. And she might be coming to Shepten to see me soon.’


‘It would be lovely to meet her when she’s over from Berlin.’


‘Wheels is doing parkour in Berlin next!’ Kieran exclaims.


Wheels, or Shawn Harley, is our favourite Australian extreme sporter.


‘Crikey, throw some shrimp on the barbie,’ Kieran jokes.


‘Blimey, mate!’ I join in until we’re just saying random things at each other.


‘Here we are,’ the waiter says, putting down our drinks and extra-cheesy garlic bread. As I take a bite, Fredrick asks, ‘Have you heard of the worm challenge? The guy eats fifty worms, but some come out of his nose.’ He bursts out in laughter.


‘We’re eating, man,’ Kieran says, but he puts down the garlic bread to watch the video instead.


My phone vibrates in my pocket.


Mum’s calling.


‘It’s my mum. She’s probably calling about the drone,’ I say excitedly to my friends, and answer, ‘Hi, Mum.’


‘Happy birthday to you! Happy birthday to you! Happy birthday to Isaiah. Happy birthday to you,’ she sings through the phone. ‘What’s that racket in the background?’


‘Thanks, Mum. I’m at Fucchinis with Kieran, Kieran’s mum and Fredrick.’


‘Shouldn’t your father be there with you? Never mind. Sorry I couldn’t call you earlier, class ran over. And about your present …’


‘I can’t wait for the drone to get here.’ My friends hear that, bumping each other.


‘I know I promised, but I won’t be able to get it right now because of how tight things are here. You know I’m a student again and I only work part time.’


I move away from the table.


I want to tell her how bad things are for Dad and me, but I don’t because Dad would hate me telling.


‘I knew a smart boy like you would understand,’ Mum says.


‘I understand.’ But I don’t.









Chapter Four


Tuesday


Before I leave for school, I rummage through the kitchen drawer for the heated pads. Dad’s bundled up in layers on the sofa as the cold affects his body. I tuck the warm pads around him.


‘Thanks, Isaiah,’ Dad murmurs, his eyes tracking me in the dark room. ‘I’m sorry for ruining your birthday. I’ll make it up to you, promise.’


‘It’s all right, Dad. You didn’t ruin it,’ I reply. ‘See you after school.’


Mr Paterson, my history teacher, stands on the table and hops on one leg. He does strange things like this all the time, but he’s been the best teacher in this school so far.


‘Now that I’ve got your attention,’ he says. ‘As you know, I’ve been monitoring your work this term on nineteenth century Britain. If you have forgotten, the student or students who have made the best attempt at homework, class participation and overall grades will be representing the school at the Victorian exhibition in a few weeks with a cash prize for the winners of £250. I will be approaching the students this week about it.’


‘I can get another pair of Jordans with that money,’ I comment, thinking about the ones Uncle Kwame got me.


‘Not if Mr Paterson chooses me for the exhibition and I win,’ Fredrick says.


‘We’re going to do a quick starter on what we’ve learnt on the Industrial Revolution thus far and then we’re going to dive …’ Mr Paterson springs off the table, landing squarely in his suede boots that he wears most days. ‘… into the impact of it.’


‘Isaiah, has the drone come yet?’ Kieran asks.


Luckily, when the pizza arrived at our table yesterday, they were too distracted to ask about the drone. Fredrick also tried to eat three pizza slices at once. I’ve been bragging about the drone for weeks and now I don’t know if I’m going to even get it. Anger sparks inside like a firework. My friends won’t understand if I tell them. Kieran’s family is loaded and Fredrick’s brothers buy him stuff all the time.


‘Stop keeping us in suspense, man,’ Fredrick says, rubbing his hands together. ‘Where’s the drone? Is it in your bag?’


‘It hasn’t come yet. It’s stuck in the airport,’ I reply, thinking of more things to tell them. ‘You know it’s coming from Berlin.’


‘And as you know the Industrial Revolution happened last year … or was that when I got my last haircut?’ Mr Paterson remarks, running his fingers through his straggly brown locks. ‘Who knows. In pairs, you’ll be designing a poster, nothing fancy, to show an area of change during the Industrial Revolution. Partner with a person whose surname starts with the same letter as yours. Go.’


‘Are you coming over later to play FIFA?’ Kieran asks.


Tuesdays are food bank days. Since Dad isn’t feeling well, I have to go there to get our weekly shopping. It’s the worst bit of my day.


I shake my head.


‘Why don’t we go cinema this weekend then? I wanna watch that film. What’s the name again?’


Fredrick is always forgetting something. A name. His lunch. He forgot his shoes once.


I think. ‘It must be the new Legend film! The Return of the Legend.’


‘Yeah, that’s it.’ Fredrick snaps his fingers together. ‘Do you wanna go then? There’s a twelve o’clock showing – my sister can get us a discount.’


If I had money, I could say yes to everything, but I don’t and I’m not asking my friends for it.


‘That doesn’t sound like talk on the Industrial Revolution,’ Mr Paterson jokes. ‘Happy belated birthday, Isaiah, and merry Christmas to you all.’


Fredrick’s in stitches. ‘Sir, Christmas was months ago. Did you forget?’


‘Oh really? I must’ve woken up on the wrong side of the bed.’ Mr Paterson turns to me. ‘If I remember correctly, Isaiah, only you and Kesia have surnames beginning with “O”. Young Kesia over there is probably wondering why you won’t design a lovely poster with her.’ He moves on to another desk.


Fredrick’s and Kieran’s surnames both start with an ‘A’ so they get to work together while I drag my feet over to Kesia’s desk. There’s nothing really so bad about Kesia, but we don’t talk – even when I see her around my block of flats.


‘You’ve started,’ I say, sitting down as Kesia draws a title.


‘Only a bit. You were taking too long,’ she replies, and tightens the band holding her afro puff. ‘We can do the poster on technology and transport during the Industrial Revolution. I know you like tech.’


‘How do you know that?’ I ask.


Kesia looks at me funny. ‘Because we’ve been in the same class for a year and we live in the same block of flats. I see you taking books out in the library too.’


I do have a book on inventions in my bag.


Kesia focuses on the poster again. ‘You come up with some facts to add to the poster and I’ll design. What do you want to start with?’


‘Okaaay. Let’s start with steam trains …’


‘What have you got for me?’ Mr Paterson sings, and points his clicker at the SMART Board. ‘Yes, Isaiah.’


‘Technology and transport,’ I answer.


‘What about it?’


‘Steam trains. They could transport items and more people could travel.’


‘Bingo!’ Mr Paterson claps. ‘Steam trains transformed it all. George Stephenson and Isambard Kingdom Brunel oversaw the “railway mania” of the eighteen hundreds. Hit me with something again. Kevin?’
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