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At the edge of Metrocity lies an old junk yard where huge piles of scrap metal stretch as far as the eye can see. Pathways twist and turn their way between old spacecraft, wrecked land cruisers and machinery of all shapes and sizes.

The pathways are littered with rusting parts and small pools of oil and rocket fuel that’s leaked from twisted pipes and damaged engine pods.

Into this maze of towering wrecks and torn metal came four robot friends, Crank, Al, Torch and Sparks, travelling in search of a safe place for old robots.

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

A place called Robotika.

Leaving the recycling plant behind them, the four robots headed deeper into the junk yard. Some of the pathways were wide, but others were narrow, and the friends found themselves having to clamber over things or crawl through narrow gaps to get past.

Al was a young robot and should never have been taken to the recycling plant at all, but now he was finding it difficult to keep up with the others. Ever since the Tin Man had stolen his legs, Al had been forced to walk on his hands. He’d hoped to find some new legs in the junk yard, but so far they’d only come across one pair and they’d been too badly damaged. It looked as though something had been trying to eat them.

As the sun started to set, long, dark shadows crept across their path and Al kept looking round, peering nervously over his shoulder.

“Are you sure this is the right way?” he said.
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“Of course I am,” said Crank. “Any way that leads us away from the recycling plant must be the right way. Right?”

Al wasn’t sure, but Crank was much older than him so perhaps he knew best.

“I suppose so,” said Al. “But I do keep thinking we are going round in circles.”

“Going round in circles!” laughed Crank. “How can we be going round in circles?”

“He’s right,” said Torch, the old Fire and Rescue robot, “we’ve gone past this engine pod five times already.”

“Are you sure?” said Crank.
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“Positive,” said Torch. “I make a little mark on it each time we go past.”

Crank looked closely at the engine pod, and sure enough there were five little marks scratched on the side.

“Oh great,” said Crank. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“I didn’t like to mention it,” said Torch. “Anyway, I thought we were looking for something.”

“We are looking for something,” said Crank. “We’re looking for Robotika. A place where we can be free to live our lives in peace. But we’ll never find anything unless we get out of this junk yard.”

Crank sat down next to the engine pod and shook his head sadly. “We’re supposed to be a team,” he said. “If we’re ever going to find Robotika we’ve got to work together. We’ve got to tell each other things. All right?”

Al and Torch nodded their heads, and Sparks, a spider-like engineering robot, beeped and whistled in agreement.

“Good,” said Crank. “Well, let’s get going.”

“There’s just one thing,” said Torch.

“Now what?” cried Crank.

“Well,” said Torch, “if we’re telling each other things then I should tell you we’re being followed.”

“I knew it,” said Al, hopping from hand to hand excitedly. “I knew there was something following us.”

“Something following us?” said Crank. “Are you sure?”

“Oh yes,” said Torch, “it’s been following us since we came into the junk yard.”

Crank looked around nervously. “Well!” he said. “What is it?”

“You don’t want to know,” said Torch. “Let’s just keep walking.”

“Of course I want know,” said Crank. “I wouldn’t have asked if I didn’t want to know.”

“Believe me,” said Torch. “You really don’t want to know.”

“That’s it,” said Crank. “I’ve had enough of this. If you won’t tell me what it is then I’ll just have to find out for myself.”

Crank turned round and started heading back in the other direction. “Come on,” he shouted. “I know you’re there … It’s no good trying to hide. Come out and show yourself … We’re not frightened of you.”

“Oh yes we are,” said Torch, backing away. “We’re very frightened.”

Crank stopped walking and froze to the spot with one foot in the air. He turned his head slowly and looked at Torch.

“What do you mean, we’re very frightened?” he said. “Just what is it that’s following us?”

“It’s a dog,” said Torch. “A guard dog.”

“Oh, is that all?” said Crank. “I like dogs.”

“Not this one you won’t,” said Torch. “It’s a botweiler. One of the nastiest, most vicious robodogs ever made.”

“Don’t worry,” said Crank. “I’m a robo-dog expert. You just need to know how to handle them. Watch and learn, my friend, watch and learn.”

Crank picked up a metal bar from the floor and started walking back along the path. He hadn’t gone far when something made him stop.

Standing in the middle of the path was a botweiler. It was the biggest robo-dog Crank had ever seen.

The botweiler was as tall as Crank. Its head, which seemed to be made entirely of teeth and eyes, was level with his face. The eyes were like silver ball bearings, cold and hard. They stared straight at Crank without blinking … even the eye hanging from its socket on a piece of wire.

Crank stared back at the botweiler, hardly daring to move. He opened his mouth to speak but seemed to have forgotten how to. His mouth moved but no words came out.

“Good dog!” he finally managed.

In reply, the botweiler let out a metallic growl that sounded like a bucket of rusty nails being slowly crushed.
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The robo-dog took a step forward and opened its huge mouth, revealing rows of rusty, jagged teeth.

Crank slowly took a step backwards.

“Use the metal bar,” whispered Torch, from behind him.

Of course, thought Crank, the metal bar. He’d forgotten all about that.

The metal bar Crank had picked up was good and solid. It was thicker than his arm and as heavy as a sledgehammer. He could feel its weight in his hand.

As the botweiler came towards him, Crank slowly lifted the metal bar above his head.

“Go on,” said Torch, “now!”

The botweiler growled once more and Crank swung the metal bar as hard as he could.

“Fetch!” shouted Crank, and let go of the bar, sending it spinning through the air high over the junk yard.

The botweiler didn’t even blink. It opened its mouth wider and let out another growl.

“Right,” said Crank. “I think we’d better …

RUN!” he shouted.

The others didn’t need telling twice. Sparks and Al were already racing off between piles of junk, and Torch wasn’t far behind them.
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“Botweilers do not play fetch,” cried Torch as they leaped over an oil puddle.

“Well it works with other robo-dogs,” shouted Crank, ducking beneath a row of metal pipes.
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