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“I am speed. I put the ‘ace’ in ‘pace’. I am too fast for the fast lane.”

“Uh, what are you saying there, boss?” Mack asked, rolling up alongside his soon-to-be passenger.

Lightning McQueen smiled, his eyes closed. “I am a finely tuned instrument of speed, Mack. I am gassed up, revved up, and fired up. Let’s do this!”

“Whoa! You may want to take it easy, there,” Mack said. “We haven’t even left Radiator Springs yet. We’ve got three days of driving before we get to the speedway.”

“I know, I know,” Lightning said, opening his eyes. It’s just that I’ve been training extra hard for this race, and now I’m ready!”

Mack chuckled. “Well, be careful you don’t burn out before we even leave town.”

“Don’t worry, Mack. I have enough energy to race a few hundred laps right now!”
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“Look at you two,” Sally called from down the street. She was heading their way to wish them both luck. “All washed, buffed, and sparkling.”

“You’ve got to look the part, Sal,” Lightning said, revving his engine.

“Sounds like he’s ready to rumble,” Sally said to Mack.

“He already has his sights set on the checkered flag,” Mack said.

Sally laughed. “He always does. Just make sure you pace yourself, there, Stickers.”

“Oh, Sal,” Lightning said, smiling at her nickname for him. “You know I always do.”

“You’re leavin’ already?” Mater said, pulling to a stop next to Lightning. “Darn it, these things just sneak up on me. I meant to do something, like make a big sign, organize a parade, or sing a song.”

“Thanks, buddy. Wishing me good luck is all you need to do,” Lightning replied. “No need to put yourself out.”

“Oh, good, ‘cause I don’t really like singin’ in public,” Mater whispered.

“It’s always too quiet around here for Mater when you’re gone,” Sally said.

“We all feel a little out of sorts when you leave town,” said Mater.

Lightning smiled at his friends. “I wish you could all go, but this one’s an extra-long haul, and just getting there will be a grind.”

Luigi and Guido zoomed to a stop in front of Lightning.

“We are bringing the whitewalls,” Luigi said. “Yes, yes…you only want the Lightyears, but Luigi never is unprepared. We bring the Fettuccine Alfredos.” He motioned to Guido, who was balancing a tower of Lightyear Radials and Luigi’s signature whitewalls.

“Okay, Luigi, whatever you say,” Lightning said. “Guido, go ahead and load up those tires. We’ll be heading out in a few minutes.”

“Scusi! Scusi!” Guido said as he made his way toward Mack’s trailer.

“Hey, buddy,” Mater said, “maybe you can say howdy to all of us back home when you’re interviewed in the winner’s circle.”

“Well, those TV reporters don’t always have time for personal messages,” Lightning said.

“Okay—then how about a secret signal?” Mater asked.

“Like what kind of signal?” Lightning asked.

“Maybe you could cross your eyes like so,” Mater said, and he demonstrated. “Or roll your tongue up like this.” Mater showed him. “That way we’d know you was thinkin’ of us.”

“Okay, Mater—I’ll come up with something,” Lightning said, laughing. He looked around at the cars who had gathered to see him off. “You guys are the best. But relax, everyone. I’ll be back in less than a week. And when I return—”

He was interrupted by an electronic chirping coming from Mack’s trailer. The phone was ringing. Lightning rolled up to the display screen and read the name.
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“It’s my agent,” Lightning announced. “He’s probably calling to tell me to get on the road.”

The speaker on the phone clicked, and now everyone could hear the call.

“Hey, Harv, what’s up?” said Lightning.

“Hey, Lightning. Listen, there’s no good way to put this, so I’ll just cut to the chase: I’ve got good news and bad news for you. Which do you want first?”

“Oh,” Lightning said, scrunching up his mouth as he considered his options. “Give me the good news first.”

Harv paused. “The good news is there isn’t going to be a race on Saturday.”

“WHAT! NO!” Lightning cried. “C’mon! Seriously? But, Harv—then what’s the bad news?”

Harv cleared his throat. “Uh…the bad news is there is no good news.”

“NO RACE?” Lightning wailed. “C’mon, say it ain’t so, Harv! I’m all revved up and ready to roll!”

“Hey, don’t shoot the messenger.” Harv’s voice crackled over the speaker. “A big category two storm is heading right toward the area of the speedway. The organizers just called. The race has been delayed by at least a week, but it might be cancelled altogether.”

All eyes were on Lightning now. He drooped, visibly disappointed.

“Maybe the storm will change direction,” Lightning said. “Mack’s trailer is all packed. I’m tuned up and ready to rumble. Let’s head out anyway. We can always turn back if things don’t change.”

Harv hesitated and blew out a breath. “Uh, no. It already started raining there, Lightning. I checked. Sorry, but it’s true what they say: You can’t fight Mother Nature.”

“This is a drag,” Lightning said, sagging even lower.

Luigi sighed. “What bad luck! Guido had hoped to break a record for pit stops.” He turned to his forklift friend. “Guido, unload the tires. We stay home.”

“Okay!” said Guido.

“Hey, that reminds me,” said Harv on the phone. “Luigi, I have some friends visiting from Italy. They’re driving by Radiator Springs later today, and I told them to stop by your shop for a set of new tires.”

“Oh, grazie! They will get first-class treatment at Casa Della Tires!” said Luigi. “Your friends, what do they look like?”

“They’re Ferraris,” Harv said.

“Did you say…Ferrari? In Radiator Springs? Coming to Casa Della Tires? TODAY? Quick, Guido, we must prepare!” And with that, Luigi and Guido sped off.

“Well, I guess we’re staying home,” said Lightning.

Sarge suddenly arrived with Fillmore. “No point in crying over spilled oil. A few of us are going camping for a couple of days. Why don’t you join us?”

“Yeah, man,” Fillmore said, rolling up next to Sarge. “Nothing like getting back to nature to recharge your batteries.”

“Gosh, I don’t know, guys,” Lightning said. “I never thought of myself as a camping kind of car.”

“C’mon, buddy,” Mater said. “This is your chance to become a part of our annual camping trip.”
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“Annual?” Lightning asked. “Why haven’t I ever heard of this annual camping trip before?”

“Oh,” Mater said bashfully, “I guess this would be the first annual.”

“I don’t know…” Lightning said again, starting to back away.

Harv jumped into the conversation. “As your agent, I advise you to go. We won’t know for a week if the race can be rescheduled. I think you could use some R and R.”

“What does that mean?” Lightning grumbled.

“That stands for ‘rest and relaxation,’” said Sarge. “Nothing sounds better to a soldier than a little R and R.”

“I always thought ‘R and R’ stood for ‘radiators and rims,’ said Mater.

Mack smiled. “Whatever you think is best, Lightning,” he said. “I wouldn’t mind hanging out with my pals at the truck stop for a few days.”

“The thought of you camping is something I simply can’t picture.” Sally giggled. “A finely tuned instrument of speed cooling his jets in the great outdoors….I think it’s just what you need.”

“Okay, okay, you talked me into it. I’ll go,” Lightning said. “Waiting around here for a whole week for news will drive me crazy anyway.”

“Nature, here we come!” Mater hooted, beeping his horn. “We’re goin’ camping!”
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Sarge, Fillmore, and Lightning met up at Radiator Springs city limits to head off on their big adventure. They were waiting for Mater.

“Wow, Sarge, you sure know how to prepare for a trip,” Lightning said, marveling at the tightly packed trailer Sarge was pulling behind him. It contained all kinds of camping gear: tents, ropes, pots, and even firewood.

“There’s no telling what we’ll need, so I’ve brought a full battle rattle,” Sarge said. “Not my first time outside the wire.”

“I’m not sure what that means,” Lightning said.

“Just feel the energy,” Fillmore said. “Open yourself up to some quality time with Mother Earth. The trees. The rocks. The fresh air. Can you feel the life energy flowing through you?”

“Uh, no,” Lightning mumbled. “I thought we would have left by now, Sarge.”

“Mater has not yet reported,” Sarge said, looking back at the town. “Wait. Check that. Here he comes.”

They all watched as Mater zoomed up and screeched to a stop in front of them. He was breathing hard.

“Howdy, campers!” he exclaimed.

“You’re late, Mater,” Sarge said.

“Oh, well, I had to say goodbye,” Mater said.

“I thought you already said your goodbyes,” Fillmore said.

Mater smiled. “I couldn’t recall exactly who I said goodbye to, so I just said goodbye to everybody in Radiator Springs all over again. I sure do hate goodbyes.”

“Really? Seems like you can’t get enough of them,” Fillmore said.

“All right, campers, let’s move out,” Sarge said. “Remember, let’s maintain the integrity of the caravan.”

“Maintain the intensity of a care van?” Mater asked. “What’s that mean?”

Lightning was so excited that they were finally leaving, he wasn’t listening. “I’ll scout ahead!” he exclaimed, and fired off like he had been shot out of a cannon. In seconds, he was no more than a red blip on the horizon.

“Would ya look at him go,” said Mater. “He’s faster than a yellow light in front of a police station.”

“I was suggesting that we all stick together,” Sarge said to Mater. “Maintain an orderly formation.”

“Too late for that now,” Fillmore said.

“Fall out!” Sarge barked, rolling off after Lightning.

Fillmore and Mater fell in behind Sarge.

An hour went by before they saw Lightning again. The red race car came roaring back toward them on the other side of the interstate. He exited, turned around, catapulted down the on-ramp, then roared up alongside his three friends.
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“Where have you been, buddy?” Mater asked. “Did you already go camping?”

“Oh, sorry, guys,” replied Lightning. “I’ve just got lots of pent-up energy. But I can at least confirm that the coast is clear.”

Sarge couldn’t help chuckling. “I guess I should expect as much, traveling with a professional race car.”

Seeing that his friends weren’t upset, Lightning shot ahead again. “C’mon, slowpokes!”

“He’s going to get a speeding ticket,” Fillmore said.
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