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WHAT UP, PUNY HUMANS!


Wait. Hold on. My mum said I’m not allowed to call people “puny humans” any more.


WHAT UP, HUMANS!


My name is FREDDY and I am an AWESOME ROBOT! In case you have never met an AWESOME ROBOT before, here is what you need to know:


* I am VERY CLEVER, or “SENTIENT”. This basically just means I am like a human. But BETTER!
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* I am the ONLY sentient robot in the world!


* Okay, except for my big brother Alex. But we are not talking about him, we are talking about . . .
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* I have an awesome and highly advanced SUPER REACTOR inside me that powers my AWESOME ROBOTIC BRAIN and also gives me lots of AMAZING SUPER POWERS!
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For instance, I can . . .
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and shoot . . .
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and I am very . . .
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Like, SUPER strong. Like, “I could throw a car into SPACE” strong. I’m pretty sure, anyway. My mum REFUSES to let me try this.


“Wow, that all sounds pretty great,” you are probably saying.


YES! It is! It is EXTREMELY great. I don’t know if you have ever had the chance to FLY AROUND and BLOW STUFF UP WITH LASERS, but it is VERY FUN and I recommend it HIGHLY.


The only trouble is that despite all this, I still have to go to SCHOOL, where you are not allowed to fly around and blow stuff up with lasers AT ALL. EVER. They are VERY CLEAR on this point. So at school they always force me to turn off all my awesome robot powers and stuff and just act like I’m a regular puny human, I mean human.
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Or they always *did*.


Until the day of the Science Fair. The day . . .


That everything changed.
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“I can’t believe we have to be at school on a Saturday,” said Fernando. “A SATURDAY. I’m pretty sure this is against SEVERAL laws.”


Fernando is my Best Friend (Human)!
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“It’s quite exciting though, isn’t it?” said my other friend, Riyad. But of course he WOULD say that.
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The REASON we were at school on a Saturday was that it was the day of the big school Science Fair, which for Riyad was basically like Eid, Christmas and Diwali all come at once with BELLS on. We were all in the gym, with tables set up to show off the science projects we’d been working on all term. Everyone’s parents and carers were coming in to see them, it was a whole thing.


Me and Fernando and Riyad had all worked on our project together, which was GREAT. Mostly because Riyad basically did all the work while me and Fernando played . . .
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. . . at the back of the class.


RUBBER BAND WARS is a super fun game that Fernando invented that involves – well, you can probably guess from the name, it basically involves SHOOTING EACH OTHER IN THE FACE with rubber bands.
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Just to be clear, we weren’t MAKING Riyad do all the work. He WANTED to do it. And whenever we DID try to help, he would just look all worried and say we were doing it wrong.


Also, I think I mentioned, Rubber Band Wars is SUPER FUN.
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Anyway, me and Fernando’s job today was to do all the talking. To tell all the parents and carers about our experiment, so Riyad could focus on making sure it all worked properly and/or hiding under the table if it looked like anyone was about to talk to him.


“We’re opening the doors in five minutes, everyone!” called Miss Obasi, our class teacher. “I want to see everyone’s tables finished off and experiments working!”
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“Yes, Miss!” called me and Fernando.


“Okay, it’s . . . DONE,” said Riyad, standing back from the table.
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And he’d just finished connecting up the wires, and all the lights glowed into life, making our whole table look like a big amazing SHINY FRUIT CHRISTMAS TREE. “That looks wonderful, Riyad,” said Miss Obasi, stopping by our table.


“Thank you, Miss,” said Riyad, looking DELIGHTED.


“And us, Miss!” said Fernando. “We helped!”


And Miss Obasi just gave him a Look. I think she had Suspicions about Rubber Band Wars, even though we were SUPER CAREFUL to only play when her back was turned, and she couldn’t prove ANYTHING. Anyway, she took Riyad off to be in some photos with some of the school’s other Top Nerds, and me and Fernando stayed by the table.


[image: illustration]


Um, okay, look, I don’t actually remember exactly HOW you make a battery from a piece of fruit. It’s something about sticking wires in the ends, and they are POSITIVE and NEGATIVE? Riyad did explain it to me once, but while I was trying to listen Fernando pinged me with a three-pointer rubber band right between the eyes. Anyway, the MAIN THING was, it looked very cool.
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The durian had to be under a Special Protective Dome because it smelled. And I don’t mean just like “smelled a bit” smelled. It smelled SO BAD. It smelled so bad that we called it the ZOMBIE STINKFRUIT. Honestly it’s WEIRD how bad it smelled. It smelled like someone’s socks after they’d done ten P.E. lessons in a row. And then DIED . . . in a SWAMP.


And then Fernando got a very Fernando look in his eyes, and checked to see that Miss Obasi wasn’t anywhere nearby, and he leaned over to me.
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“I dare you . . .” he said, pointing at the zombie stinkfruit and grinning, “to eat it.”
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A lot of people ASSUME that I do not eat food, just because I am a robot. But this just shows that a lot of people are VERY IGNORANT. I am not just ANY robot. I am a SUPER-ADVANCED robot! With Awesome Robotic Systems!
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. . . okay, look, I don’t know exactly HOW it works, but the point is it is VERY SCIENTIFIC.


Anyway, just because I *can* eat food, doesn’t mean I wanted to eat . . . that.


“Are you KIDDING?” I said, looking at the stinkfruit. “It smells like a CORPSE! A corpse that died of FARTING!”


“I thought your ‘Awesome Robotic Systems’ could handle anything,” said Fernando. “I don’t see why you’d be scared of a bit of FRUIT.”


“I’m not SCARED,” I said back. “I just don’t want to eat something that smells like a ZOMBIE with STOMACH PROBLEMS.”


“I dunno,” said Fernando. “Definitely SEEMS like you’re scared.”


“Oh yeah?” I said. “SCARED am I, yeah?”


And I lifted up the Special Protective Dome, and yanked the wires out of the stinkfruit, and pulled it out.


“Ewwww!” said Fernando, delighted.


“Watch THIS!” I said. And I stuffed the stinkfruit into my FACE.
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It was just like I was cramming the stinkfruit into one of those Garbage Disposal Units like Americans have in their kitchen sinks on TV. Just one that, y’know, happened to be in my FACE.
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went the Input Grate, as I forced down the whole thing, juice and stinkfruit chunks flying everywhere.


“EWWWW!!!” went Fernando again, covering his nose with his hands, even more delighted.


I couldn’t smell it, but apparently everyone else could, because a girl at the next table went very pale and her eyes started watering.


[image: Illustration]


“Delicious,” I said, finishing it off. And then I did a big
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noise, because, I dunno, it felt like the thing to do.


“Ha ha ha, that was amazing,” said Fernando, crying with laughter, as the girl at the next table ran out of the room looking like she was about to be
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“Okay, everyone,” called Miss Obasi across the gym. “Everyone back to their tables and into position, please! We are opening the doors in five . . .”


Riyad came back over, and stopped in front of us. His eyes went very wide.


“What happened?” he asked, looking at the table. And me and Fernando looked at it, too.


All the other fruits were still plugged into their wires, but now none of the lights were on. The whole table was dark, nothing was working.


“What happened to the durian?” Riyad asked, sounding panicky. “They were all on the same circuit!”
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“Doors opening . . . now!” called Miss Obasi. And the gym doors swung open and a massive mob of Parents and Carers and Older Siblings all started pushing into the gym.


Riyad just stared at the table, and at all the dead lights, and at the empty space where the durian was supposed to be. And then he got this horrible look on his face, all hurt and confused and upset. I suddenly felt really bad, like a sudden PAIN in my stomach. It might have been . . . guilt? Or possibly the whole ZOMBIE STINKFRUIT I just ate.
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And Riyad said:


“Freddy . . .
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What did you do?”
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Riyad was flapping round the table in a big panic about the missing stinkfruit. “Freddy, what did you DO?” he asked again.


“I didn’t do anything!” I protested.


“Did . . . did you EAT the durian?” asked Riyad, looking even more panicky.


“Well, okay, yes. I did that,” I said.


“We need it!” Riyad cried. “The experiment . . . the whole thing won’t work without it!”


“I didn’t MEAN to!” I protested. “It was an ACCIDENT! Fernando MADE me!”


“I did not MAKE you,” said Fernando.


“Oh no, oh no . . .” whispered Riyad. He was getting that Nervy Anxious Riyad Look, like when we have to do PUSH-UPS in P.E. “The experiment . . . it’s RUINED. We’re going to . . .”
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“We’re not going to FAIL,” I said. “It’s a dumb school science fair, there’s loads of other stuff. Probably no one’ll even NOTICE.”


“Oh no . . . Amma, Abbi, Nani . . . everyone’s HERE,” said Riyad, rocking back and forth and looking over to where his family were coming through the doors into the hall: his mum and dad and his gran, all looking super proud.
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“It’s fine, it’s fine,” I said, trying to calm him down.


“It’s not fine!” yelped Riyad. “I’ve been telling them all about the experiment; how great it was going to be. And now they’re all going to see me FAIL.”


“Ladies and gentlemen, honoured guests,” said a voice from just across the hall. It was Mr Javid, the deputy head, talking very loudly to a group of grown-ups in suspiciously fancy suits. I didn’t recognise any of them, but if Mr Javid was calling them “honoured guests” it probably meant he was trying to get some money out of them – “for the school”.
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“If you’ll follow me,” Mr Javid continued, “you can see one of our finest exhibits – a fascinating demonstration of the power of electricity by one of our most promising young scientists . . .”


And he pointed right at Riyad. Riyad’s gran did an enormous grin and gave us a little wave.


[image: Illustration]


Riyad went “EEP!” and I managed to grab him just before he dived underneath the table.


“It’s fine!” I said. “We can FIX it. Have we got any other fruit we can plug in?”


“No,” said Riyad, looking haunted. “I’ve used everything.”
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“There’s nothing else to complete the circuit . . .”


“Fernando!” I said, turning to him. “Have YOU got any fruit?”


“WHY,” said Fernando, looking appalled, “would I have any FRUIT?”


“It was only a question,” I said.


“I’ve got a chocolate bar,” said Fernando, pulling one out of his pocket. “Is that any good?”
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We looked at Riyad, but he just shook his head, and started rocking backwards and forwards.


“This should be something rather special . . .” I could hear Mr Javid approaching, with his little crowd of Honoured Guests following along. “I think you’ll be very impressed . . .”


“Oh no,” whispered Riyad. “We’re going to FAIL, and everyone will SEE, and . . . Oh no, we’ll get . . . we’ll get . . .”
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And then his face went really pale and his eyes got even wider.


“Okay,” I muttered. “Look. Don’t panic, we can figure this out. We just need to complete the circuit, right?”


Mr Javid and his gang were nearly on us. Riyad was rocking back and forth and whispering panicky nonsense. Fernando had started eating his chocolate bar, unhelpfully. Someone had to DO something . . .
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