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The Wastelands stretch from the walls of Metrocity and its sprawling junk yard, all the way to the Mountains of Khan on the far horizon.

Dry riverbeds snake their way into the distance and the bones of creatures long since dead litter the ground. Nothing lives in the Wastelands for very long.

Into this land of dust, heat and bones came four robot friends, Crank, Al, Torch and Grunt, travelling in search of a safe place for old robots.

A place where robots can be free to live their lives in peace.

A place called Robotika.

The red and black tunnel racer they were riding on tore across the sun-baked ground, crushing dried bones and throwing up clouds of dust with its tyres as it left Metrocity and the junk yard far behind.

“Look out!” shouted Torch, the old Fire and Rescue robot, as he clung to the top of the racer.

The remains of an old spaceship, lying half buried in the dusty ground, jutted into the air a little way ahead of them.

“Don’t worry,” shouted Crank, gripping the steering wheel. “I’ve seen it.”

The racer’s engine let out a roar as Crank pressed his foot down on the accelerator and headed straight for the old spaceship.

“Hold tight,” he yelled, “we’re going over the top.”

“Nooooo!” cried Al, desperately trying to find something to hold on to as the front wheels of the racer hit the top of the spaceship.

“Arghhhhhh,” screamed Al and Torch as the racer ran up the spaceship’s sloping roof.
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“Yaaaaaaah – hoooooo,” yelled Crank, as the racer shot over the edge and flew through the air.

“Hur, hur, hur,” laughed Grunt as the racer hit the ground with a heavy crunch and sped off across the Wastelands.

“You must be mad,” cried Torch. “You could have wrecked the racer.”

“You could have wrecked us,” shouted Al.

“Again,” laughed Grunt. “Grunt want to do it again.”

“No,” said Crank, shaking his head. “We’d better not. Torch and Al are right. It could damage the racer, and we don’t want to do that.”

“That is right,” said Al. “In a racer like this we could reach Robotika in no time at all.”

“No we couldn’t,” said Grunt.

“Of course we could,” said Al. “Just look how fast we are going.”

“Nah!” said Grunt, shaking his head again. “Grunt finks we will soon run out of fuel.”

“What?” cried Crank, looking at the fuel gauge in disbelief.

Grunt was right. The tunnel racer would run out of fuel very soon. It was almost on empty now.

“What happens when we run out of fuel?” asked Al.

“We stop,” said Grunt.

“I know that,” said Al. “I mean what happens to us?”

“Oh,” said Grunt. “Dat is easy … We will be stranded in da Wastelands with nowhere to go. Da sun will go down and da scavengers will come out.”

“Then what?” asked Crank, looking worried.

“Oh! I know, I know,” said Torch, waving his arm in the air excitedly. “We’ll try and get away but the scavengers will hunt us down and tear us apart.”

“Dat is right,” said Grunt, nodding his head.

“But that is terrible,” said Al. “We have not come all this way just to get torn apart by scavengers.”

“Al’s right,” said Crank. “There must be something we can do. We just need to get more fuel for the tunnel racer. There must be a fuel station around here somewhere?”

“Oh yeah,” said Grunt, pointing off into the distance with one huge hand. “Dare it is.”

“Where?” said Crank, peering round. “I can’t see a fuel station.”

“Dat’s coz dare isn’t one,” said Grunt, shaking his head. “We is in da Wastelands, remember … Dare is just miles and miles of dust … and rocks … and bones. Dare is nothing else.”

“Oh yes there is,” said Al, balancing on one hand as he pointed into the distance with the other. “There is a big cloud of dust.”

The others turned to see where Al was looking, and sure enough, a big cloud of dust could be seen rising into the air in the distance. Crank brought the red and black tunnel racer to a skidding halt so they could get a better look at the dust cloud.

“What is it?” said Crank, wriggling out of his seat.

“I do not know,” said Al. “It is hard to see from down here. If someone lifts me up I am sure to get a better view, after all, my eyesight is very good. I was fitted with the latest SPX3 visual sensors. They are top of the range robotic eyes.”

Ever since the Tin Man had stolen his legs in the recycling plant, Al had been forced to walk round on his hands. They’d gone through the junk yard and the Mekanix Workshop, but still hadn’t found any replacement legs for him. But despite this, Al still managed to remind his friends that he was a brand new “top of the range” robot and that being sent to the recycling plant had all been a big mistake.
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Grunt picked Al up in his huge hands and held him high above his head.

“Dare,” said Grunt. “What do you see?”

The three robots waited in hopeful silence as Al stared out into the distance with his SPX3, top of the range robot eyes.

“Yes,” said Al, nodding his head. “I thought so…”

“What is it?” cried Crank. “What is it?”

“It is a big cloud of dust,” said Al.

“We know that,” said Crank. “But what’s making it?”

“I do not know,” said Al. “It is much too far away.”

“It could be anyfink,” said Grunt. “Grunt fink it’s probably just scavengers.”

“I don’t think so,” said Torch, who was still staring at the dust cloud. “It looks like a convoy of land cruisers to me. If you stare long enough you can just make them out through the dust.”
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“Land cruisers!” said Al. “We are saved.”

“Saved?” said Crank.

“Of course,” said Al. “Perhaps they have fuel, and perhaps they will let us have some.”

“And perhaps they are scavengers,” said Crank. “And perhaps they’ll pull us apart for scrap.”

“Crank’s right,” said Torch. “But I don’t think we have much choice. We can’t stay out here in the Wastelands.”

As Crank clambered back into the tunnel racer’s seat the others jumped aboard and held on tight. Crank pressed his foot down on the accelerator and the racer roared off towards the big cloud of dust that was rising from the convoy of land cruisers in the distance.

The four robot friends were so busy looking forwards that none of them saw the small cloud of dust that rose from something following them in the distance. Something that had been following ever since they’d escaped from the junk yard.
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As the red and black racer bounced across dried riverbeds and rolled its way across the dusty ground of the Wastelands, the distant convoy of land cruisers got steadily closer.

“Look at them,” said Crank. “I’ve never seen so many old land cruisers before.”

The convoy was made up of land cruisers of different shapes and sizes.
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