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The ancient city of Tarka stood between the desert dunes of the Ghost Sea and the North Polar Wastelands.

A great wall had been built to hold back the once-great sea and reclaim land for the ever-growing city. Houses, towers and palaces had risen up between flowing waterways, and a network of bridges and high walkways had joined them together.

The city had been rich and powerful – but that was many years ago. The world had moved on and the people had left after the Ghost Sea dried up, leaving the city to fall into ruin.

Towards this ancient city came four robot friends, Crank, Al, Grunt and Avatar, 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.

It had taken longer than they’d expected to reach the city walls and the sun was starting to rise as they began to climb the huge stone steps.

“These must have been built for giants,” complained Crank, sitting down to rest. “If I take one more step I think my joints will fall apart.”

“The steps weren’t built for people to climb at all,” said Avatar as she clambered up next to Crank. “They were built to protect the city against the sea.”

Al hovered down to see what the two friends were up to. “There is no time to rest,” he said. “You said we should get over the wall before the sun comes up.”
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“He’s right,” said Avatar, helping Crank to his feet. “We should be safe once we get over this wall and away from the Ghost Sea.”

“It’s all right for him,” grumbled Crank. “He doesn’t have to walk.”

Since having his legs pulled off in the recycling plant, Al had been forced to walk around on his hands – until Avatar had given him an anti-gravity belt. Now, Al hovered whenever he could.

“I think you should walk too,” said Avatar, examining Al’s belt. “These power cells are getting very low.”

“I am sure they will be fine,” said Al. “And they will soon recharge when the sun comes up.”

As Al flew off up the steps, Crank shook his head. “He never listens, you know. He’ll end up having to walk with the rest of us and then he’ll start complaining.”

“Never mind,” said Avatar. “We can all have a rest when we get into the city.”

“I can hardly wait,” said Crank. “Tarka sounds like a wonderful place.”

“It is,” said Avatar. “Once the humans had left, it became a city run by robots for robots.”

“It sounds almost as good as Robotika,” said Crank.

Behind them, Grunt was lumbering up the stone steps, slowly but surely, with Scamp, the robo-dog, by his side. “I fink we is nearly at da top, Scamp,” said Grunt, pulling himself up with one huge hand.

The big botweiler kept stopping to look down across the Ghost Sea that stretched out behind them. Baring his razor-sharp teeth, Scamp let out a deep growl.

“I know,” said Grunt, patting Scamp’s head. “Dare is somefink followin’ us … but don’t you worry. Old Grunt is keeping his eyes open.”

Just before the four friends reached the top of the wall, Avatar stopped them. “I think I’d better go first,” she said. “The guards might not be happy to see strangers climbing over the wall.”

“Guards!” cried Crank. “I thought you said this was a peaceful city and that we’d be welcome here.”

“It is peaceful,” said Avatar. “But all cities have enemies – even an ancient city like Tarka.”

“But what makes you think they’ll recognise you?” asked Crank.

Avatar stopped and looked down at the three friends. “They will recognise me because I used to be part of their defence force,” she said. “Now wait here.”

The three friends looked at each other in amazement as Avatar climbed on to the top of the wall and disappeared from view.

“Part of their defence force?” said Crank, shrugging his shoulders. “I didn’t even know she’d been to Tarka before.”

“She said she was a powerball player,” said Grunt.

“There seems to be a lot about Avatar that we do not know,” said Al. “But I feel sure we will be learning more about her very soon.”

The three friends waited for what seemed like a long time, but Avatar didn’t return.

“I fink somefink must be wrong,” said Grunt. “Someone should take a look.”

Al adjusted the dial on his anti-grav belt and rose slowly into the air towards the top of the wall. From where they stood, Crank and Grunt could see their friend peering over the top.

“Well!” said Crank. “Can you see Avatar?”

“Yes,” said Al, coming back down to join them. “But it is very strange.”

“Strange!” said Crank. “What’s strange? Is she in trouble?”

“I do not think so,” said Al. “She is just standing there.”

“Come on,” said Grunt. “Let’s take a look.”

The big robot jumped and grabbed the top of the wall with one hand then pulled himself up. Scamp, the botweiler, leaped up to join him and Crank followed closely behind.

“I do hope Avatar does not mind us coming up to join her,” said Al. “After all, she did tell us to wait.”
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The three robots joined their friend on top of the wall as the morning sun shed its light over the ancient city.

A few tall towers and buildings reached up, almost level with the top of the wall. Other than that, all they could see were the rooftops, platforms and bridges that rose above the surface of what looked like a giant lake. Green murky water lapped against the walls and slimy weed clung to the ancient stones.

“Oh!” said Al. “It is not quite what I had expected.”

Avatar turned her head slowly and looked at him.

“It’s gone,” she said. “The city has gone.”

“Gone?” said Crank. “What do you mean, it’s gone?”

“This water shouldn’t be here,” said Avatar. “These walls were built to keep the water out, not keep it in.”

“But where are the robots?” asked Crank. “Where are the guards?”

“Look!” said Al, pointing. “There is someone over there.”

Looking across the water towards one of the towers, the three friends were just in time to see a figure disappearing into the darkness within.

“That didn’t look like a robot,” said Crank.

“Perhaps it was one of dem softies,” said Grunt.

“No,” said Avatar, shaking her head. “I don’t think it was a human but I have a horrible feeling I know what it was … I can only hope that I’m wrong.”
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“If it wasn’t a robot or a softie, then what was it?” asked Crank.

“It looked like one of the Crodilus,” said Avatar, “but I don’t know what it’s doing here. They normally live in the Swamplands.”

“Are they dangerous?” asked Al.

“Oh yes,” said Avatar. “The Crodilus are nasty, aggressive creatures and they are obsessed with technology. They used to sneak into the city and steal anything they could get their hands on – generators, engine pods, weapons and anything else that was lying around.”

“Well,” said Al, “I think we should leave before more of them come.”

OEBPS/images/co2.jpg





OEBPS/contents.htm

Contents


Chapter 1


Chapter 2


Chapter 3


Chapter 4


Chapter 5


Chapter 6


Chapter 7


Chapter 8


Chapter 9


Chapter 10


Sneak Peek Book 1


Dedication


Copyright


About the Author





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
VEI._.]

Damian Har





OEBPS/images/titlepage.jpg
s DAGIZAY
MARVEY

Illustrated by Mark Oliver






OEBPS/images/co1.jpg





OEBPS/images/p3.jpg





OEBPS/images/p8.jpg





