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ProLoGue
28 August 2111

1:45am

 

Professor Han leaned back in his chair and 

gazed blankly at the dates appearing on the 

screen in front of him. He rubbed his forehead. 

He was totally exhausted, having not slept for 

the past few days.

Since the day Professor Kong had 

disappeared with the time machine, Professor 

Han had spent as much time as he could in the 

teleportal room, trying to locate Robozonic.
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The device in front of him was the 

Mastercom. It would enable him to make 

contact with Robozonic as well as locate  

the time machine. He knew that Robozonic 

and the time machine had travelled back  

in time. However, in order to locate them, 

he had to know the exact date and time 

that Robozonic and the time machine had  

travelled to. As he did not have that 

information, he had to search through all 

the days in the past, starting backwards  

from 2111 August 15 – the day Robozonic  

had disappeared.

Professor Han took a sip from his cup of 

coffee, trying hard to stay awake. Suddenly, 

he noticed a particular date flashing on the 

screen. He sat up immediately. The date on 

the screen was 2011 August 28.

“Is this where you’ve gone to, Robozonic?” 

Professor Han asked aloud.

He pressed the talk button on the Mastercom 

and started speaking excitedly, “Robozonic! 

Robozonic! Can you hear me?”

He heard some static. 

Then, there was silence.

“Robozonic! Robozonic! 

Speak if you can hear me!” 

said Professor Han.

Still, there was only silence. Professor 

Han tried a few more times but all he heard 

was more static.

But the Mastercom could not be wrong. 

Robozonic had most definitely travelled to 

2011 August 28.

However, in order to 

reach Robozonic, he had to 

synchronise the time on 

the Mastercom to the exact 

hour, minute and second 

where Robozonic was. He checked 

static: 
a noise that 

disturbs sound 
signals

synchronise: 
to enable two or more 
act ions to take place 

at the same t ime 
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his watch. It was almost two in the morning. 

He decided to give it one last try.

“Robozonic! Robozonic! 

Please answer me!”

There were some crackling 

sounds, then silence.
ChAPter 1

28 August 2011

2:05am

“Mabel, wake up! Wake up!”

Mabel did not stir.

“Mabel, please wake up!”

Mabel forced her eyes open. The sky outside 

her window was still dark. She rubbed her 

eyes. Who on earth was asking her to wake 

up in the middle of the night?

I must be dreaming, Mabel thought. Her 

eyelids were just about to close again when 

the voice said, more urgently, “Mabel, please 

wake up!”

crackling : 
a series of  

sharp sounds
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Mabel became wide awake instantly. Could 

it be Professor Han trying to make contact with 

Robozonic?

“What did you hear? Who did it sound  

like? Where do you think it came from?” she 

asked excitedly.

“I thought I heard my name being called 

and something else being said. But it’s rather 

fuzzy, so I could only make out my name,” 

said Robozonic. “I need to go outside, into  

the open space, so that I can better receive  

the signals.”

“You mean now?” Mabel asked. “But I 

can’t go out in the middle of the night. It’s  

too dangerous.”

“Please, Mabel. It could be Professor Han 

trying to make contact with me. I need to talk 

to him,” pleaded Robozonic.

“Alright, I’ll help you,” said Mabel. “I’ve to 

think of another way though. I can’t go out 

Mabel realised that the voice belonged to 

Robozonic. Robozonic was a gadget from the 

future that she had met while she was on her 

way to school one day. It looked like a pebble 

but was actually a super machine that could 

communicate with humans, animals and 

plants! It could also perform Instant Spatial 

Movement (ISM) – transport people from 

one place to another in twelve seconds flat 

(according to Robozonic)!

“What’s the matter, Robozonic?” Mabel 

asked as she glanced at the clock. It was 

around two in the morning. “Don’t you know 

that it’s already past midnight? You may not 

need to sleep, but I do, desperately,” said 

Mabel. What was Robozonic 

doing awake at this time?

“I heard something. It’s 

not very clear, so I need 

your help,” said Robozonic.

desperately: 
needing or want ing 
something badly 
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of the house at this time. If Mum and Dad 

catch me, I’ll be in deep trouble. Besides,  

I’m scared!”

Mabel crawled out of her 

bed and s t u m b l e d 

 to her desk.

“How are you going to help 

me?” asked Robozonic.

Mabel did not answer. She opened her desk 

drawer. She put her hands in it and started 

groping around, as she could not really see. 

After a few seconds, she found what she  

wanted. It was a ball of string. 

She found the end and 

started pulling. After a few 

minutes, the neat ball of  

string became a tangled 

heap on the floor.

“Please stick two of your metal 

rods out now,” said Mabel.

“I do not stick out my metal rods. I extend 

my metal rods,” said Robozonic.

“Oopsie, please extend two of your metal 

rods,” said Mabel.

Two metal rods shot out from two green 

specks on Robozonic’s body. Mabel held 

Robozonic in her left hand and wound the 

string around Robozonic. Then she tied a knot.

stu m bled : 
moved in an  
unsteady way 

tangled: 
a twisted mess 
that is hard to 

take apart 
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stuck her left hand out of the window and with 

her right hand, slowly lowered Robozonic down.

“Lower, lower! I need to get as close  

to the ground as possible. The trees and 

plants can help me receive the signals better,” 

Robozonic called out to Mabel as she released 

the string bit by bit. “Be careful! I don’t want  

to fall.”

Mabel continued lowering Robozonic 

towards the ground. Eventually, she ran out 

of string. She grabbed her Robostar from 

her bedside table. Robostar was a mini-

communicator that Robozonic had given her 

when they first met. She could use it to talk  

to Robozonic.

“Have you reached the bottom?” Mabel 

asked when Robozonic appeared on the screen 

on Robostar.

“I’m only at the eighth storey. Can you 

lower me further?” asked Robozonic.

“What are you doing? Why are you tying 

me up? Are you going to toss me out of the 

window?” asked Robozonic worriedly. “Please 

don’t do that. I’ll break into a 

million pieces.”

“I’m not going to hurt 

you,” assured Mabel. “I’m 

just going to lower you out of 

the window using the string.”

“That’s equally scary. Are you sure you’ve 

tied the string around me securely? I don’twant 

to fall fifteen storeys down!” said Robozonic, 

trembling. “Maybe you should tie the other 

end of the string to your hand, to make sure 

that the string doesn’t slip out of your fingers.”

“Okay, good idea!” said Mabel. 

She found the other end of the string and 

tied it to her left hand. She picked Robozonic up 

and walked to the window. She peered down. 

She could barely see the dimly-lit ground. She 

: 
made a promise  
to someone who  

had doubts
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“There’s no more string left. Just  

try your best,” Mabel replied.

Robozonic hung from the string, hovering 

near the eighth storey. Suddenly, it started to 

glow a bright blue colour. Two more metal 

rods extended from its body.

Up in her room, Mabel rested  

her left elbow on the windowsill 

and propped up 

her head with her left hand. 

Several minutes passed.  

She yawned.

“Are you done? Can I pull you up now?” 

Mabel asked.

“Five more minutes, please,” said 

Robozonic.

Mabel’s legs were starting to ache. Keeping 

her left hand at the windowsill, she moved 

her body as far as she could towards her study 

desk. She stretched out her right arm and 

managed to grab hold of her study chair. She 

pulled it towards her. She plonked herself onto 

the seat and then rested her head against the 

back of the chair. She started to doze off.

“Okay, pull me up now!” Robozonic  

called out.

Mabel jumped out of the chair and started 

to pull the string quickly. On the other end 

of the string, Robozonic started to swing from 

side to side.

“Slowly, Mabel! I almost crashed against 

the wall,” exclaimed Robozonic. Mabel slowed 

propped up: 
supported or  
prevented from  

fal l ing over
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down immediately. Finally, Robozonic was 

back in her room and she held it in her hand.

“How did it go? Did you make contact?” 

Mabel asked anxiously.

“I was too late. By the time I was out there 

in the open, there were no more signals,”  

said Robozonic.

“I’m so sorry, Robozonic.”

“It’s not your fault. You’ve tried your best. 

Anyway, I was recharging my batteries 

earlier, so I didn’t get any signals until much 

later. When I’m recharging my batteries, I’m 

not able to communicate at all,” Robozonic 

explained. “I hope that was Professor Han 

trying to make contact with me. I hope he 

hasn’t forgotten about me…”

“You’re such an amazing gadget, of  

course he hasn’t forgotten about you,” 

Mabel said, consoling Robozonic.

“Thank you, Mabel.”

“Now can I go to bed? I’m trying very hard 

to keep my eyes open. I have school tomorrow.”

“You’re only going to school at noon. 

You don’t need to wake up at six like your 

brother, Marcus,” Robozonic said. “Come to 

think of it, you do sleep a lot. You sleep at  

ten and wake up at ten. That’s twelve hours  

of sleep!”

“I’m meeting Julie at the school library 

at ten in the morning, so I’ve got to wake up 

earlier than usual,” said Mabel. “So may I go 

to bed now?”

She did not wait for Robozonic to answer. 

She crawled under her blanket and her head 

sank into the pillow.

“Thanks, Mabel. You’ve been a great help. 

I’m so glad I met you and not some other child,” 

said Robozonic. “Good night, my friend.”

Mabel did not reply. She was already  

fast asleep.


