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ROBO LOG
 
Robo Date: 53.566 Impact detected
Robo Date: 53.5667 Engine malfunction
Robo Date: 53.5669 Memory malfunction
Robo Date: 53.56722 System reboot
Robo Date: 53.5694 Engine malfunction
Robo Date: 53.5696 Memory malfunction
Robo Date: 53.5698 Initiate scan for D.O.G. Report
Robo Date: 53.5715 D.O.G. Report Results
 
Data Observation Groundwork Report
Planet Name: Kitz
System: Upeero
Sovereignty: Upeero System
Population: 1.5 billion
Nationalities: Kitzite 
Climate: Arid desert, savanna 
Terrain: Plains, desert, canyons
Capital City: Tharsis
Attractions: Great Mekkesh Desert, Coral Dunes, Invention Institute
Location: 44 24.9545, 118 56.6709, Mekkesh Desert
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Robo Date: 53.5726 Initiating hibernation
Robo Date: 68.238 Alert: Life form: human, male, aged 13.62 Macleen years 
Robo Date: 68.238 Recovered by human male
Robo Date: 68.268 Relocated to 25 Gibbos Street, Tharsis, Kitz
Robo Date: 68.8689 Engine malfunction
Robo Date: 68.8692 Memory malfunction
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TINKER’S ONLY FRIEND
 
Tinker couldn’t see.
Dust covered the glass of his helmet screen. He wiped it away, his gloves leaving streaks behind. He squinted up at the street sign. Gibbos Road and Taden Avenue. Almost home.
When he stood here in the mornings, he had a clear view of the observatory dome at the Invention Institute. But now it was late afternoon, school was out, and people were heading home. The movement of so many vehicles at this time of day in the city of Tharsis, stirred up the dust to a dangerous level. Tinker couldn’t go outdoors in such high dust levels without a helmet or he would be blind. He also wouldn’t be able to breathe. 
He pulled his wagon across Taden Avenue. His cousins would be home soon, so he needed to hurry back to the shop and hide Robo.
A horn blared. Tinker ran the rest of the way across the street. Behind him, a crawler bus rumbled to a stop. An ad for the Invention Institute covered the side.
Tinker’s father had been a student there. And later he had worked as a part-time professor on the days his repair shop had been closed. Back before he had died. Back before Uncle Noctis had taken over the shop. 
If Tinker could go to school, he would go to the Invention Institute.
But school cost money. And Uncle Noctis said there wasn’t enough to send Tinker. There was never enough of anything for Tinker.
He sighed. At least he had Robo.
As Tinker walked along the side of the bus, he glanced at the robot dog sitting in his wagon. A plastic cover protected it—him—from the dust. Definitely him. Robo was more than a piece of malfunctioning space junk.
He was Tinker’s only friend.
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The crawler bus drove on, stirring up a cloud of dust that filled the street and blocked Tinker’s vision. He waited for the air to clear, then wiped his glove over his helmet screen again. Through the cloud of swirling sand, Tinker caught sight of the sign to his uncle’s shop.
 
Sark and Sons Service and Repair
You break it, we fix it
 
Or Tinker fixed it, anyway.
A narrow alley ran between the repair shop and Monn’s Eatery & Arcade. Tinker pulled his wagon between the two buildings. The smell of deep-fried baji slices made his stomach growl. Maybe he and Robo would visit Mr. Monn later and beg a snack. Mr. Monn loved Robo and often tried to feed him baji slices. Tinker always ate them instead since robot dogs didn’t need food and baji slices were Tinker’s favorite.
Tinker opened the airlock door and pulled his wagon into the dust removal chamber. When the door closed behind him, he flipped the vacuum switch. The vents on the ceiling and floor sucked the dust off Tinker and his wagon. 
Once everything was clean, he turned off the vacuum, opened the cargo doors, and pulled his wagon into the workshop. He unzipped the plastic dust cover so he could see Robo. 
The robot dog had been built of scrap metal, so he had panels in different colors. But he was mostly silver. He had a black monitor screen, like a mask over his eyes, which lit up with green writing when he wanted to talk. One of his eyes was a camera. The other was a light that flashed green or red. This was Robo’s quick way of saying “yes” or “no.” His tail was a retractable antenna. His legs rotated so he could stand or lie flat on his stomach. And he had the letters ROBO on his belly. 
That was how Tinker had learned his name.
But that wasn’t the most interesting thing about Robo. His hull—or his body—was made from thick alloy. He could not only fly, he could fly in outer space.
Except he was broken. So he couldn’t fly at all.
Tinker heaved Robo into his arms. “Let’s get you upstairs before Grezzer and Ratch get home.” 
Robo beeped. Words scrolled across his face screen. Engine malfunction.
“Yes, I know your engine isn’t working. But I don’t have time to look at it now.” Tinker crept up the rickety stairs to his loft above the workshop. He set Robo on the floor. When Robo stood on all four legs, his back came up to Tinker’s knees.
Tinker shifted Robo’s legs so that the dog lay flat on his belly, then slid Robo under his bed where he would be safe. He ran back down to his wagon to sort his finds. 
If his uncle’s customers knew that most of the parts used to fix their gadgets came from the Hunk and Junk, they might complain. But Tinker’s rebuilt parts were better quality than the cheap parts Uncle Noctis bought from offworld vendors.
Recycle and create. That was Tinker’s motto. Kitz was the most polluted planet in the Upeero System. Someday Tinker would find a way to create clean energy. 
“What are you doing, Stinker?”
Tinker froze at the muffled voice of his cousin, Grezzer. He glanced up. Both Grezzer and Ratch were standing just inside the airlock doors. Grezzer, still wearing his helmet, was tall and thick with skinny legs. The older of the two boys reminded Tinker of a screwdriver. Ratch, who had taken off his helmet, had the same thick build but was shorter. His bulging eyes made him look like a Drickle: the water people from the planet Zigmar.

Grezzer removed his helmet and tucked it under his arm. “Maybe you wouldn’t stink if you stayed away from the Hunk and Junk.”
“We saw you from the school crawler,” Ratch said, “dragging that wagon of trash.”
“Where’s your trash dog, Stinker?” Grezzer asked, his tiny eyes darting around the shop.
Tinker didn’t answer. His cousins acted like Robo was a hunk of junk, but Tinker knew better. They wanted him. They had tried to take him once before, which was why Tinker kept Robo hidden from his cousins.
Tinker sorted the last two items into the part bins and moved his wagon to its spot in the corner. 
The door to the back of the shop burst open. Uncle Noctis peeked inside. “Tinker! Where have you been? There’s a line of customers out the door.”
“He’s been to the Hunk and Junk again, Father,” Grezzer said.
“That’s why he stinks,” Ratch added.
“I don’t care if he stinks,” Uncle Noctis said. “I need someone in the front. Grezzer? Ratch? Do you boys want to help in the shop today?”
“I’ve got homework,” Grezzer said.
“I’m hungry,” Ratch said.
“That’s what I thought.” Uncle Noctis held open the door. “Tinker, get in here. Now!”



2
A CONTEST IS COMING
 
Tinker ran into the store. He was grateful to get away from his cousins. Even the grouchiest customer didn’t cause Tinker as much trouble as Grezzer and Ratch.
The “line of customers” turned out to be only two people standing at the counter. Uncle Noctis sat down behind his desk, leaving the customers to Tinker.
“Can I help you?” Tinker asked the first man.
The man set a thin black box on the counter. “My son’s PlayNow74 isn’t working.”
“Let me take a look.” Tinker picked it up and powered it on. The startup music sang, but the screen remained black. “I’ll plug it into another monitor. It could be a bad video chip.” 
Tinker carried the PlayNow74 to a shelf with lots of monitors and plugged it into one. Nothing. He restarted the PlayNow74 and pressed down the game keys. The machine powered up. Part of an image flashed on the screen before it went black.
“It has a flaky video chip,” Tinker said. “I can replace it in a few hours.”
“Great,” the man said. “My son will be thrilled.”
The next customer in line wasn’t so kind. He banged a food chopper down on the counter. “This broke. Again. Whatever you did, it didn’t work.”
Tinker had never seen the man before. “What was wrong with it the first time?”
“How should I know? That’s why I brought it to you.”
“Do you have your receipt from the first repair?” Each receipt was initialed by the person who did the repair. The receipt would tell Tinker who had helped the man the first time. It would also tell him how they had tried to fix the chopper.
“Why would I keep the receipt? All that matters is the thing doesn’t work.”
“The boy. He does his best,” Uncle Noctis said, pushing Tinker aside. He flashed the customer a greasy smile. “This time I’ll fix it myself.”
But Tinker hadn’t fixed it the first time. It must have been Grezzer or Ratch.
“Will you wait?” Uncle Noctis asked.
“As long as you’re quick about it,” the man snapped.
Uncle Noctis carried the chopper into the workshop, leaving Tinker alone with the unhappy customer.
“I should have known better than to let a child fix my chopper,” the man said.
Tinker wanted to tell the man that he wasn’t the one who had fixed his chopper in the first place, but the door opened, blowing a flurry of dust inside the shop. Mr. Monn came in and shut the door behind him. He carried a box of controllers to the counter and set them in front of Tinker.
Mr. Monn was from the moon Relo. He was short with white, freckled skin. Kitzite people like Tinker had dark brown skin and hair, so Mr. Monn looked very out of place. 
“Not working?” Tinker asked, relieved to have a calm person to talk to.
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