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The Ghost Sea lies from the northern slopes of the Mountains of Khan, all the way to the ancient walled city of Tarka. Great ships used to battle their way through the waves, delivering cargo and passengers to ports that lined the coasts. But that was many years ago.

Now, only the most desperate of travellers would dare cross this sea, and the only ships spotted off the coasts belong to pirates and scavengers. Monsters roam the sea beds, and plundered wrecks litter the shores and sand dunes.

Towards this desolate sea 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.

One minute the four friends had been flying high above the clouds in the Starship Terrapin and the next they were dropping through them, trailing smoke and flames from a damaged engine pod.

Avatar pulled as hard as she could on the flight stick but it made no difference. The ship continued dropping at a frightening speed.

“I can’t even tell where we are,” complained Avatar, looking at the vid-screen. “The clouds are so thick I can’t see a thing.”

Al, with an anti-grav belt strapped round his waist, was hovering over the navigation screen trying to work out where they were.

“According to this we should be somewhere over the Ghost Sea,” he said. “Perhaps we can splash down safely and wait to be picked up.”

“Who’s going to pick us up?” said Crank. “No one knows we’re here. Anyway, this ship’s so full of holes that it’ll sink as soon as we hit the water.”

“I don’t think you need to worry about sinking,” said Avatar. “Look!”

As the Starship Terrapin broke through the clouds the Ghost Sea came into view.
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“Where is it?” asked Crank. “According to the nav-screen it is right there,” said Al.

“But where’s the water?” said Crank. “I thought seas were supposed to be big and wet.”

“Well dis one looks big and dry,” said Grunt. “And I fink we is gonna hit it … We is finished.”

“We’re not finished yet,” said Avatar, pulling on the flight stick again. “Give me a hand, Grunt.”

Grunt, the biggest and strongest of the four friends, pulled on the flight stick as hard as he could. With a loud crunch, it ripped out of the floor, bringing a trail of smoking wires and sparking contacts along with it.

“Oops,” said Grunt. “I don’t fink it’s supposed to do dat.”

“Now we’re finished,” sighed Avatar, looking at the broken flight stick in Grunt’s hand.

“What are we going to do?” cried Crank.

Through the vid-screen at the front of the Starship Terrapin, the four friends could see the ground rushing towards them as the craft plummeted out of control.

“We is gonna crash,” said Grunt, nodding his head.

“I can see that,” said Crank. “I meant, what can we do to stop it?”

“We can start by strapping ourselves in,” said Avatar, taking a seat and fastening the safety belts over her shoulders.

The ship rattled and shook as it fell through the air – making it difficult to get into a seat and almost impossible to fasten the safety belts – but eventually, Crank, Al and Grunt managed to strap themselves in next to Avatar.

Scamp, the botweiler, a robo-dog that went everywhere with Grunt, tried to crawl beneath one of the seats but was just too big. Instead, he let out a loud whine and lay with his head next to Grunt’s feet.

“Right,” said Crank. “Now what?”

“This is the easy part,” said Avatar. “Now we crash.”
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The Starship Terrapin hit the ground with a joint-shattering crunch and its nose dug into the earth, ploughing a trench in the sea bed. A shower of sand and dried mud flew into the air as it went along.

Inside the ship, smoke filled the air and sparks flew from the control panels and rained down on the four friends. Then the vid-screen on the wall exploded, showering them all with glass.

Scamp, the botweiler, let out a loud metallic howl as the lights blinked out. The control room was plunged into darkness but still the ship sped along, shaking and rattling as it ploughed through the earth, hitting rocks and boulders, before eventually coming to a shuddering halt.

“Well,” said Al, unfastening his safety belts, “that could have been worse.”

“Worse!” cried Crank. “We’ve just crash-landed in the middle of a sea that looks like it’s been dead for hundreds of years. How could it be worse than that?”

“We could have ended up beneath the water,” said Al, fiddling with the control buttons on his anti-grav belt. “Although new robots like me are able to function underwater I do not think the same thing can be said about you.”

“He’s right,” said Avatar. “Things could be a lot worse. At least we’re still in one piece … which is more than can be said for the ship.”

The Terrapin had been a wreck when they had first climbed on board but now it looked even worse. Large dents had appeared in the ship’s hull, and light was shining in through many of the cracks and holes that had opened up. A mixture of sand and dirt was falling in through some of the holes and piling up on the control panels.

“Come on,” growled Grunt, getting up from his chair without bothering to unfasten the safety straps. “Let’s ged out of ’ere.”

As Grunt made his way towards the boarding ramp at the back of the ship the safety straps snapped like cotton and his seat crashed to the floor.

“Come on,” he said. “What is you waiting for?”

Al was still fiddling with the buttons on his anti-grav belt. He’d tried tapping and hitting them a couple of times but nothing was happening.

“The power cells are dead,” said Avatar, examining the belt.

“Oh great,” said Al, looking miserably at the anti-grav belt. “It looks as though I am back to running around on my hands. So humiliating for a state of the art robot like me.”

Despite a few scratches and having had his legs pulled off by the Tin Man in the recycling plant, Al was still a new robot and never missed a chance to remind his friends that he was fitted with the latest in robot technology.

“Don’t worry,” said Avatar, joining Grunt by the boarding ramp. “The belt’s solar-powered so it’ll soon charge itself up again once you’ve been outside for a while.”

“On no!” cried Grunt. “Dare’s no power for da boarding ramp … It’s dead … we is trapped in here.”

“No!” cried Crank, falling to his knees and covering his face with his hands.

“Hur, hur hur,” laughed Grunt. “Grunt is only teasing.”

Grunt pulled the emergency release lever and the boarding ramp fell open. “Ta-da,” he said. “Ladies an’ gentlemen, welcome to da Ghost Sea.”

As the four friends got their first glimpse of the Ghost Sea a huge claw shot in through the open doorway, plucked Grunt from the back of the wrecked Terrapin and dragged him out of sight.
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