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The trouble started when Gerry’s nose fell off.

Until then, it had been a normal day at Dr Twitchy’s Emporium of Amusements. The sort of day I’d enjoyed a lot – thirty-six times, to be exact – since finding a new home here with robots just like me.

Robots who had been built to be clever, but who’d become even smarter than any human had expected.

Robots who had been unwanted or thrown out.

Robots who had given me help when I needed it most.

Robots who were now my friends.

Robots such as tough, almost indestructible Noke, who had first helped me when I was lost. Noke was at the controls of an old mushroom-shaped carousel, its paint peeling and cogs creaking. The carousel hadn’t worked for a long time, but my resourceful friend had fixed it.




“Are you ready for the ride of your lives?” asked Noke, watching me pull myself on to the swing, my backside in the air and my egg-shaped legs dangling over the edge. I wrapped the four fingers of each of my hands tightly around the chains.
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“Are you sure it’s fixed?” I asked, because the mushroom carousel had been rusty and stuck since before I arrived at Dr Twitchy’s.

“It should run like a dream,” said Noke, checking the control knobs.

“Will it be fun?”

“You’ll giggle so much your head will fall off,” said Noke.

I was sure Noke didn’t mean my head would really fall off. Well, 98.71 per cent sure anyway.

“And will this be, you know, safe for all of us?” I glanced at another of my new friends, Red, who was chanting calmly on the swing beside me.

Red was the most beautiful and elegant robot I could ever imagine meeting, but was always in danger of getting too hot and catching fire if things got too stressful.

“Oh, you mean will it make Red burst into flames?” said Noke, twiddling some buttons.
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“Let’s keep this at a gentle speed, Noke,” said Red, in a low, sing-song voice. “Just enough of a breeze to cool my corners.”

“I wouldn’t mind some speed,” said Gerry, wriggling about in excitement on the swing in front of me. “It would blow the cobwebs from my armpits. Spiders like my armpits.”

Gerry had lived here a long time and had used a mishmash of things as spare parts. Gerry’s right hand was the grabber from a claw machine. Both eyes were the revolving symbols from a fruit machine. And – for now – my patchwork friend’s nose was a grubby ping-pong ball with two little dents in it where nostrils might be.
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“So, let me get this straight,” said Noke, making a last check of the controls. “You want to go fast enough to blow spiders from your armpits, but not so fast as to make anyone explode. Got it.”

As we waited for the ride to start, Poochy the electronic dog zipped under the swings and around my legs, barking glitchily.

[image: images]


Poochy wasn’t smart like us. Poochy wasn’t smart at all, really. But it didn’t matter. Poochy just seemed to enjoy every moment.

After a loud, gritty crack of metal knuckles, Noke called out, “Giddy-up!” and turned a dial.

The carousel lurched forward, starting up a music-box lullaby.

We were off.

My swing lifted as the ride went around at a gentle pace. I felt a tickle in the circuits of my tummy, like fluffy feathers were floating about in there. I liked it.

With one eye flashing brightly, Poochy scampered around the wooden floor beneath our feet, skirting the exposed cogs and gears at the centre of the ride.
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The lullaby played as the swings rose and we revolved at a nice speed.

I burped a giggle.

Red smiled, while humming a low, calming tune.

“This is fun,” I said. My cartoon face burst into bright, orange happiness.

I was with my new friends, in my new home, in my new life.

This was wonderful.
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The carousel turned a little faster. Then faster still. Then a little too fast.

The lullaby played at a faster pace too, sounding less like a gentle lullaby and more like a jig.

My tummy got a bit ticklier.

“This speed is making me a bit too warm,” said Red.

“It won’t go any faster, will it Noke?” I called.

“Don’t worry – just a bit faster and a few more thrills, but no exploding!” Noke said, turning up the dial.

Poochy’s rusty little legs were working as fast as they could to keep up with the moving floor.

“My head is rattling,” shouted Gerry.

The lights of Dr Twitchy’s began to blur a bit. Even though my sensors can see the smallest details, the colours were now becoming a whirl in my vision.

“Time to stop the ride, Noke,” called Red, beginning to redden a little.
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“Fair enough,” said Noke, placing both hands on the controls. “Oh. Hold on a second. The dial’s a bit stiff …”
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As we sped past, we saw the dial come off in Noke’s hands.

“Oops.”

My tummy didn’t feel like it was being tickled by feathers now. It felt like it was full of worms.

“Please stop!” I begged.

“I can’t!” said Noke.

I clung on tight to the chains. Was I going to be flung across the room and into the row of old arcade games opposite? My circuits and wires would be sent to every corner of Dr Twitchy’s. My head would be used as a bowling ball. My legs would be the bowling pins!

The little dots of light that made up my face spread across my screen like a smudge. I couldn’t hold on much longer.

“My nose!” shouted Gerry.

A white blob shot towards my face.

Gerry’s ping-pong-ball nose had come free. It pinged off my head and bounced off the floor.

In a blur of fur, Poochy leapt up and snatched the ping-pong ball from the air.

“I’m trying to fix the dial!” shouted Noke from the controls. “No. I can’t fix the dial!”

We were in big trouble.

“Don’t bite my nose!” Gerry cried at Poochy as we whizzed around faster and faster.

[image: images] said Poochy, flinging the ping-pong ball away.

It plopped right into the gears at the centre of the carousel.

And was crushed.

“My beautiful nose!” said Gerry.

With a loud CREAK, a couple of SNAPS and a sound that was like a GGGGRRRROOOAAA AAANNNPPPPPKKKK the ride came to a halt, leaving us bouncing about on the swings. The lullaby song skipped twice, slowed and stopped.

Gerry’s nose was wedged in the gears of the carousel. It had saved us!

I wobbled off the swing. My legs went one way. My body went another. I couldn’t tell where my brain was going.

I stumbled down from the ride, on to the floor and fell on my back.

Red stood over me looking, well, worryingly red.

Gerry pulled the crushed ping-pong ball from the gears. “I need a nose. When bits fall off me I don’t feel complete. I’m just a broken robot … A broken robot with no nose.”

Gerry pressed the squashed ball back into place and came over to where I was lying. “Be honest, how does it look now?”
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The squished ball fell sadly to the ground.

Gerry groaned loudly.

Free of the ping-pong ball, the carousel had started to move again. Its tinkly lullaby rang out but sounded sickly now.

Noke appeared above me and offered a hand to get me up.

“Was it terrifying?” asked Noke, as I got to my feet unsteadily. “It looked terrifying.”

I thought hard and put my cartoon face back together in the right order.

I nodded.

“Sounds like my kind of fun. I’m going to fix the dial and have a go,” said Noke and bounded off to the swings.

I felt the crack on my screen to make sure it hadn’t widened. That crack was part of my story – something I’d woken up with before I went looking for my owner, Beth – but I didn’t want it getting so wide that my screen fell off.
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I checked my hip, opening the little drawer I had there. The drawer was still in one piece. More importantly, a red jewel given to me by Beth – one from the butterfly pendant that had helped me find her – was still inside.

I closed the drawer and checked over the rest of my body for bumps or bangs. I had definitely been bumped and banged, but nothing seemed dented.

“My system has heated up to dangerous levels,” said Red, sitting upright on a bench by the pinball machine, hands on knees, eyes closed. “I need to cool down. And I need to avoid thrills.”

“I need a nose,” groaned Gerry, examining the crumpled ping-pong ball.

This was not the first time Gerry had needed a new nose. Gerry had already tried a tap, a bath plug, an old sock, a door key, and even a chocolate bar. The chocolate nose hadn’t lasted long, thanks to hot weather. And a hungry rat.

“Remember the time I tried a balloon nose?” Gerry said.

“Oh yeah,” said Noke, going by on the carousel. “That idea blew up in your face!”

“Don’t remind me,” said Red.

“If I stop replacing my parts, then what next?” continued Gerry, upset. “Just let my head drop off and roll away?”

“You need a proper robot nose, to stop this happening again,” said Noke, circling back around on the carousel, feet up in the air.

“Will you give me yours?” asked Gerry hopefully.

“No can do,” called Noke. “It’s my best feature. That and the way the light reflects off the screws in my eyebrows.”

“Can’t we find one somewhere?” I asked.

“If you hadn’t turned up the speed, this wouldn’t have happened,” said Red, eyes still closed. “You kind of owe Gerry a nose, Noke.”

Noke passed around again. “All right. You’ve got me there, Red. There is one place … Gerry knows where it is.”

“Oh no,” said Gerry, shoulders sagging.

“It’s our best bet,” called Noke.

“I know, but—”

“You don’t have to go in there, Gerry. You only need to show us where to go.”

I had no idea what they were talking about. But before I could ask, Gerry said a reluctant, “OK.”

With a long “WHEEEEEEEE”, Noke flew off the swings, bounced along the ground and knocked into an old jukebox that started playing ancient pop music.

“Right then,” Noke said, getting up. “Who’s coming to the Testing Lab?”
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WALK LIKE A R[image: images]B[image: images]T

Before long, we were rolling through the city streets in a barrel robot, bumping and bashing and jolting against each other. Gerry’s elbow was on my leg and Poochy’s tail wagged across my face like a windscreen wiper. Red had decided to stay at Dr Twitchy’s, to avoid overheating any more.

A barrel robot was a useful way to travel because it allowed us stay hidden from people when we wanted to. Unclaimed robots could be grabbed by humans, which had nearly happened to me before I came to Dr Twitchy’s. A man named Flint had chased me, so he could throw me back in to the grinder I’d escaped from.

I didn’t want that to happen again. The grinder would do to me what the carousel had done to Gerry’s ping-pong-ball nose.

“Maybe we’ll call a taxi next time,” said Noke, whose knee was on my chest. “Those robot cabs will only take orders from humans, but I know how to put my magic finger in the right places and get them to go where I want.”

The barrel stopped with a jerk and Noke’s ‘magic finger’ poked me in the ear.

Noke slid the door open, letting in a blast of daylight and allowing us to wriggle free for a few moments.

We were at a pedestrian crossing. The noise of the city made my brain shudder. Vehicles passed by on the road, drones flew through the air. People moved around us, all of them talking to these big, sophisticated, sleek robots with information scrolling around the screens of their faces.

“They think they are so intelligent and sophisticated, but they’re just zombie-brains,” said Noke.

“Yes, I’m glad we’re not like those robots,” I said.

“Not the robots,” said Noke. “The humans!”

A little girl held her mother’s hand as they approached the crossing. The mother was only paying attention to her robot, whose face flashed with pictures and messages. But the little girl peered into the barrel at us.

Noke pulled an eyebrow off and wore it like a moustache.

The child squealed with laughter.

I burped a giggle.

The lights changed at the junction, Noke slid the barrel door closed again and we moved on.

Seeing the girl laugh had felt good.

I had been a toy once, until I woke up in a grinder with a crack on my face and only two-and-a-half memories of where I came from. In the end I found my old owner, Beth. She was visiting the elderly care home where her grandma now lived. Beth was kind and lovely but she saw that I’d changed so much. That I was no ordinary ‘Robot-O-Fun, your Favourite Funtime Pal’ any more.
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I was me.

Beth had given me back my memories. I remembered my time with her – every sunrise, every night-time, every good day, every bad, every bit of fun, every bit of trouble, all the times we played together, every time I was tucked up under Beth’s arm, or dressed in crazy clothes, or asked to do a ridiculous dance.
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I remembered being the birthday gift that made Beth yell with delight. I remembered the happier times with her grandma. I remembered every single time I made them laugh together.

OEBPS/images/p5a.jpg





OEBPS/images/p5b.jpg





OEBPS/images/p6.jpg
"RUFF. RUFFITIZZPPTI.





OEBPS/images/p9.jpg





OEBPS/images/p7.jpg





OEBPS/images/p11.jpg





OEBPS/images/p10.jpg





OEBPS/images/p14.jpg





OEBPS/images/p13.jpg





OEBPS/images/icon2.jpg





OEBPS/images/p17.jpg





OEBPS/images/p21.jpg





OEBPS/images/pvii.jpg
For Aisling and Laoise.
Thanks for all the ideas

and inspiration.





OEBPS/images/p22.jpg






OEBPS/nav.xhtml

        
            CONTENTS


		
					Cover



		Title


		Dedication


		Bad Nose


		Walk Like a Robot


		Testing Room 101


		Broken


		Thump and Smash


		Rusty


		Boing


		Bang


		Gerryphone


		Ups and Downs


		Rusty’s Choice


		Party Pooper


		The Barfday Party


		Heart


		Follow that Truck


		Jump


		Crunch!


		Gone


		Some Time Later


		Swingtime


		Look out for more adventures from BOOT


		Acknowledgments


		Copyright

		

		


	




OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
SHANE HEGARTY

RATED BY BEN MANTLE

7 AND FURIOUS.

40N COLFR 7





OEBPS/images/titlepage.jpg
SHANE HEGARTY

ILLUSTRATED BY BEM MANTLE





OEBPS/images/icon1.jpg





OEBPS/images/p2.jpg





OEBPS/images/p4.jpg





