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And then came the last crate. It followed the same path 
as the others, but instead of  crashing against the rocks, it 
sloshed against the remains of  the first four crates. Soon, 
more waves were heaving it up out of  the water. It soared 
through the air, spinning and glistening until it slammed 
down onto a tall shelf  of  rock. The crate was cracked and 
crumpled, but the robot inside was safe.
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c hapter  2

THE OTTERS

The island’s northern shore had become something of  
a robot gravesite. Scattered across the rocks were the 
broken bodies of  four dead robots. They sparkled in 
the early-morning light. And their sparkles caught the  
attention of  some very curious creatures.

WildRobot_9780316381994_Interior_F1.indd   4 1/11/16   1:21 PM



WildRobot_9780316381994_Interior_F1.indd   9 1/11/16   1:21 PM



WildRobot_9780316381994_Interior_F1.indd   15 1/11/16   1:21 PM



WildRobot_9780316381994_Interior_F1.indd   17 1/11/16   1:21 PM



19

c hapter  8

THE PINECONES

If you stand in a forest long enough, eventually something 
will fall on you. And Roz had been standing in the for-
est long enough. A gentle wind whispered through the 
treetops, and then—thunk!—a pinecone bounced off  her 
head. The robot looked down and watched the pinecone 
roll to a stop. It seemed harmless, so Roz went right back 
to doing nothing.
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from the sandy southern point, the island grew wider 
and greener and hillier until it finally jutted up into the 
rocky cone of  the mountain. In some places the mountain 
fell away, leaving sheer cliffs. A waterfall rushed off  one 
cliff  and fed a river that wound its way through a great 
meadow in the center of  the island. The river flowed 
past wildflowers and ponds and boulders and then disap-
peared into the forest.

Blurry shapes suddenly cut through the robot’s vision. 
She refocused her eyes and saw vultures circling above 
the foothills. Then she noticed lizards warming them-
selves on a distant rock. A badger peeked out from a 
berry bush. A moose waded through a stream. A flock 
of  sparrows turned in perfect unison above the trees. The 
island was teeming with life. And now it had a new kind 
of  life. A strange kind of  life. Artificial life.
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c hapter  14

THE BEARS

Roz stomped into the cave. And then she stomped right 
back out.

“Please stay away!” said the robot to the two bears 
who were now nipping at her heels. You see, when Roz 
stomped into the cave, she accidentally woke a brother 
and sister bear from their morning nap, which is never 
a good idea. And to make matters worse, bears have an 
instinct that drives them to attack when a creature runs 
away, especially if  the creature running away is a myste-
rious, sparkling monster. So as the startled bears watched 
Roz stomping out of  their cave, they really had no choice 
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building herself  a new nest. It was a little work of  art, a 
delicate basket woven from grass and twigs and feathers, 
and it was right above the robot’s head.

“Screech! Screech! ” said the robin.
“I do not understand you, robin,” said the robot.
The robin continued screeching and fluttering, and 

then—splat—she splattered her droppings across the 
robot’s face. This bird was serious. So Roz scooted away, 
farther out on the branch, until she heard a quick, sharp 
crack. Before Roz knew what was happening, the tree 
branch snapped under her weight and she went crashing 
to the forest floor. She hit the ground hard and lay there 
as broken branches and pinecones and needles showered 
down on top of  her. There was another splat. And then 
quiet returned to the forest.
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THE CAMOUFLAGED  
INSECT

Roz was a mess. She lay under the tree, covered in a heap 
of  broken branches and pinecones and needles. She still 
hadn’t removed the sticky resin from her body. And then 
there were the bird droppings. She was about to get up 
and give herself  a rigorous cleaning when she noticed 
a peculiar twig. The twig was moving. It was crawling 

WildRobot_9780316381994_Interior_F1.indd   40 1/11/16   1:21 PM



43

walking through the forest. She waited for darkness, and 
then she padded to the center of  a clearing, nestled herself  
between some rocks, and became part of  the landscape.

A few hours later, the sky was brightening, the fog was 
lifting, the nighttime animals were slinking home, and 
the daytime animals were beginning to stir. It was just an 
ordinary morning on the island. However, there was that 
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But she was also beginning to understand the porcu-
pines and the salamanders and the beetles. She discovered 
that all the different animals shared one common language; 
they just spoke the language in different ways. You might 
say each species spoke with its own unique accent.

When Roz first listened to the chickadees, their songs 
had sounded like “TWEEE-tweedle! TWEEE-tweedle!” 
But now when the chickadees sang, Roz heard “Oh, what 
a lovely day it is! Oh, what a lovely day it is!”
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 “The monster is just waiting to gobble us up!” shrieked 
Digdown. And the groundhog disappeared into a hole.

“I will not gobble anyone up,” said Roz. “I have no 
need for food.”

“You don’t need food?” Fink relaxed a bit. “Well, I 
need food. And lots of  it. Why don’t you make yourself  
useful and find me some food?”

“What would you like me to do?” said Roz.
“Can you hunt?” The fox smiled at a hare on the far 

side of  the gathering. “It’s almost time for breakfast.”
“I cannot hunt. But I could gather berries.”
The fox’s smile disappeared. “Berries? I’m hungry for 

meat, not berries! Good luck to you, Roz. You’re gonna 
need it!” And the fox trotted away.

Roz looked up at the tree, but the owl had gone. And 
when the robot looked down again, she realized that 
everyone else had gone too.
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didn’t expect him to put up such a fight. Look! There are 
even quills in my paws! I can’t walk! My face is numb! I 
could die if  you don’t help me!”

“What would you like me to do?” said the robot.
“I’d like you to pull out the quills!”
Roz calmly knelt beside Fink and said, “I will pull out 

the quills.”
The robot started to tug on a quill, but it snapped off  in 

her fingers. Fink yelped and said, “Pinch it closer to the 
skin!” So Roz pinched the broken quill closer to the skin, 
and then, very slowly, she pulled it out. The fox winced in 
pain and said through his teeth, “Please, Roz, pull them 
out faster. This is agony!”
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“Unbelievable? Really?” The creature ’s voice seemed 
to be softening. “I thought perhaps I overdid it when I 
stuck out my tongue.”

“I was certain you were dead.”
“Oh, what a lovely thing to say!”
“Were you dead?” 
“Well, of  course not! Nobody can actually come back 

from the dead. It was just an act!”
“I do not understand.”
“It’s simple. I knew that if  I played dead and really 

laid it on thick, that old badger would be so disgusted 
that he ’d run off. And that is exactly what happened. We 
opossums are natural performers, you know.”
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voice boomed over the water. “I have an adorable little 
gosling with me!”

The goose just stared.
“I am in great need of  your assistance!” said Roz. 

“Actually, the gosling is in need of  your assistance!”
The goose didn’t move.
“Food!” peeped the gosling. “Food! Food!”
That tiny voice was more than the old goose could 

bear, and she began gliding across the pond and squawk-
ing to the robot, “What are you doing with that hungry 
hatchling? Where are his parents?”

“There was a terrible accident,” said Roz. “It was my 
fault. This gosling is the only survivor.”
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Mr. Beaver asked Roz to dig a trench here, to place 
large stones there, to arrange logs this way, to smear mud 
that way. Birds and squirrels perched in the trees and 
watched the new lodge take shape. It resembled the bea-
ver lodge, but it was larger, a great dome of  wood and 
mud and leaves. A simple opening in the wall served as 
the entrance, and the door was nothing more than a heavy 
stone that the robot could slide out of  the way.

Inside, the lodge was one big, round room. The arched 
ceiling was high enough that Roz could stand upright. A 
fire pit was set into the center of  the floor, and a mesh of  
thin branches above acted as a vent. Long stones lined the 
interior walls, like benches, and were covered with thick 
cushions of  moss. There was even a hole for storing food 
and water for Brightbill.

WildRobot_9780316381994_Interior_F1.indd   87 1/11/16   1:21 PM



90

Brightbill looked up and said, “Mama, sit!”
Roz sat down.
Then he said, “Mama, hold!”
Roz held him. The robot’s body may have been hard 

and mechanical, but it was also strong and safe. The gos-
ling felt loved. His eyes slowly winked closed. And he 
spent the whole night quietly sleeping in his mother’s 
arms.
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Tawny looked at Crownpoint, and the buck slowly 
nodded.

“I will help you grow a garden,” said the doe to the 
robot, “if  you will let my family eat from it.”

The robot nodded in agreement. And then she quietly 
led Tawny back to the Nest.
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“Very good, Brightbill!” 
said Loudwing as she floated 

past. “You’re a natural!”
“Yes, Brightbill, you are a natural!” 

said Roz, trying to sound like a good mother.
Loudwing rounded up all the goslings and gave them 

a quick swimming lesson. “Remember, everyone, pad-
dle your feet evenly to swim in a straight line. Paddle 
with your right foot to go left, and paddle with your 
left foot to go right. Try it out and join the rest of  us 
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stood there and politely nodded as Chitchat rambled on 
and on and on.

“…and sometimes I see you waddling behind your 
funny-looking mother and you seem so nice that I 
thought I’d come down and introduce myself  but now 
I’m nervous and I’m talking too much and my name is 
Chitchat I think I said that already.”

There was a pleasant silence.
Brightbill stood on one foot for a moment.
Then the gosling took a deep breath and said, “It’s 

very nice to meet you Chitchat I don’t think you talk too 
much I think you talk just enough and I like you so let’s 
be friends.”

A big smile appeared on the squirrel’s tiny face. For 
once, Chitchat was speechless.
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c hapter  4 0

THE SHIP

Brightbill was a flying fanatic, and his favorite place to fly 
was up on the grassy ridge. The robot and the gosling 
liked to spend afternoons up there, working on the finer 
points of  flying. And it was on one such afternoon that 
they noticed something mysterious far out at sea. 
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asked Brightbill and Chitchat 
about dreaming and about fly-
ing and about eating and about 
all the things they could do that 
she could not. But the young-
sters had too much energy to 
sit still for very long. They 
spent one drizzly afternoon 
kicking acorns around the 
Nest. Chitchat piled them up, 
and then Brightbill swung his 
big foot and the acorns went 
flying. The little friends chased 
the acorns as they bounced and 
rolled and spun across the floor. 
Then they made a new pile 
and kicked them again. Some-
times an acorn would bounce 
off  Roz’s body—clang!—and 
everyone would laugh and 
giggle together. Even Roz 
laughed. “Ha ha haaa!” said 
the robot, trying to act natural.

On clear summer evenings, 
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“You can’t even fly! I could take off  and you wouldn’t 
be able to stop me!”

Roz stood, and her long shadow fell across her son. 
The gosling could feel his emotions swinging wildly. And 
for a moment he was actually afraid of  his own mother. 
Without thinking, he sprinted toward the pond, beat his 
wings, and flew away.
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The robot gravesite. So Roz galloped northward. She 
leaped over rocks and ducked under branches and 
charged through meadows without ever slowing her 
pace. She raced all the way across the island until she 
finally stepped onto the sea cliffs above the gravesite.

And there was Brightbill. Perched on the edge, look-
ing at the robot parts scattered on the shore below. His 
eyes were wet.

“Don’t be angry!” he said as his mother walked over.
“I am not angry. But you should not have flown off  
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“Neither did I,” said the robot.
The gosling giggled. “Oh, Mama, you have so much 

to learn about yourself.”
Roz reached for the button on her head, but her hand 

automatically stopped before she could touch it. She tried 
with her other hand, but it automatically stopped as well. 

“It seems I cannot press the button,” she said. “Would 
you like to try?”

“What will happen?”
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Roz watched as her detached foot sailed over 
the edge and plummeted down to the shore below. 
It fell past circling seagulls, smashed off  a rock, 
and disappeared into the waves. And that’s when 
the robot noticed something furry dangling from 
the cliffside. Thorn! His full weight hung from 
a tree that was rooted to the rock wall. He 
gripped the tree tightly in his jaws and looked 
up at Roz with wide, frightened eyes.
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surface of  the clifftop, but once she entered the forest, her 
problem became clear. The smooth stump had no grip, 
and it slipped around on the forest floor. So Roz tried 
hopping on her one good foot. She took a few crunching 
hops and then clanged into a tree trunk. A few more hops 
and she crashed into the undergrowth. 

“I’m really sorry I broke off  your foot,” said Thorn as 
he helped the robot up from the weeds.

“I forgive you,” said Roz. Whether she was capable of  
true forgiveness is anybody’s guess. But they were nice 
words, and Thorn felt better when he heard them.

“It looks like I will have to crawl home,” said Roz.
“Nonsense!” said Mother Bear. “I have a better idea.”
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Mother Bear lay flat on the ground while her cubs 
boosted Roz onto her back. Then Brightbill fluttered 
onto the bear’s broad shoulders. And when they were 
both safely aboard, the group set off  through the forest.

The robot was heavy, but she was no trouble for the 
giant animal. Mother Bear strolled along as if  it were per-
fectly normal for a robot to be riding on her back. They 
made quite a grand procession, all walking together like 
that. And the procession became even grander as deer 
and raccoons and birds and all kinds of  other animals 
joined in. Everyone wanted to see the mother robot 
riding the mother bear.  The group wound its way past 
ancient trees, and over rolling meadows, and through 
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“Huzzah!” Mr. Beaver rapped his knuckles on the new-
and-improved creation. “I knew we’d get it right.”

Roz moved slower than before, and she had a slight 
limp, but she was back to her old self  again, and that was 
a relief  to everyone, especially Brightbill.
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“I do not know,” said Roz. “Let us go ask the others.”
And so the robot and the gosling walked around the 

pond, to where Loudwing and her friends were chatting. 
“Hello, everyone,” said Roz. “Brightbill has some ques-
tions about the flock’s upcoming winter migration.”

“And we’d be happy to answer them!” said Loudwing. 
“What would you like to know, little one?”

“How long will the migration take?” said Brightbill. 
“Where will we fly? When will we come home?”

“It’ll take us a couple of  weeks to fly south,” said 
Loudwing, “depending on the weather.”

“We’ll join other flocks at a beautiful lake in the mid-
dle of  a great, sprawling field,” said another goose.

“And we’ll come back to the island after four or five 
months,” said someone else, “depending on the weather.”
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“I am going to miss you too,” said Roz as she nuzzled 
her son.

The goose took a deep breath. Then he shook his tail 
feathers, flapped his wings, and joined the flock.

At first, the geese flew in a disorganized jumble. But 
each goose slowly drifted into position until the flock 
formed a wobbly V. At the lead was Longneck, and 
behind his left wing was Brightbill. They circled in the 
sky until the V pointed south, and then the geese began 
their long migration. Roz climbed to the top of  a tree and 
watched as the flock slowly faded into the horizon.
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was the next to arrive. “Good evening,” she mumbled, 
trying to act cheerful. “It certainly has been ch-ch-chilly.” 
Swooper the owl hobbled in, followed by some chickadees 
and a magpie. Fink knew a good thing when he saw it, and 
the fox lay down right by the fire. Then came Digdown 
the groundhog. The Fuzzy Bandits carried in an old turtle 
named Crag, who was in the worst shape of  all. Creatures 
who should have been hibernating deep underground had 
been roused by that vicious weather. Only the healthiest 
animals with the warmest homes were safe. More and more 

WildRobot_9780316381994_Interior_F1.indd   178 1/11/16   1:21 PM



WildRobot_9780316381994_Interior_F1.indd   184 1/11/16   1:21 PM



188

c hapter  58

THE CONVERSATIONS

Thanks to Roz’s truce, life inside the Nest was mostly 
harmonious. But when the animals went outside, it was 
business as usual. Sometimes a lodger wouldn’t return. 
Sometimes a lodger would return in the belly of  another 
lodger. As you can imagine, that made for some awkward 
moments. So when everyone was gathered around the 
fire, they tried to keep things pleasant by having conver-
sations like these.
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but this time you’ve gone too far! Do us all a favor, Roz, 
and toss him to the vultures!”

“I cannot do that,” said the robot. “But I might be able 
to help.”

Roz placed Rockmouth in a deep puddle near the pond 
where he couldn’t swim away. Then she waited for the 
fish to explain himself. Fish aren’t very talkative, espe-
cially grumpy fish like Rockmouth. But eventually he 
opened up to the robot, and before long she was waving 
for the beavers to join them.
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And then the leader broke away from the others. He 
swam straight toward the Nest, waddled into the garden, 
and fluttered up to his mother’s shoulder.

“Welcome home, son,” said Roz.
“It’s good to be back, Ma,” said Brightbill.
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“Plants! Bright, colorful plants! I didn’t understand 
how plants could live in such cold weather, but then I saw 
that they were actually inside a building. I learned later 
that the building was called a greenhouse, and it had clear 
walls made of  something called glass. The robot pressed 
a button on the wall, and a door slid open and warm air 
came rushing out. I hadn’t felt warmth in so long that I 
just had to follow her inside.

“Ma, it was like summer in there! The air was warm 
and sweet and sticky. And there were rows and rows of  
different plants. The robot didn’t pay any attention to me, 
so I wandered around the greenhouse, nibbling on leaves 
and drinking from puddles. Then I heard a scratchy voice 
behind me.

“‘If  I were younger, I woulda killed you by now.’
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brought us to the roof  windows, and we looked down into 
the factory and saw machines building sparkling heads 
and torsos and limbs. The factory was building robots!

“A machine held up a robot torso and put two legs 
under it, and they snapped into place. It put feet under the 
legs, and they snapped into place. It snapped arms into 
the shoulders and snapped hands into the arms. A head 
was snapped onto the top, and the robot was finished. 
Ma, the robot looked just like you. I think that factory is 
where you were built!
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c hapter  68

THE RECOS

The airship approached from the south, like some giant 
migratory bird. The ship was a sleek white triangle with 
a single dark window facing forward. Three identical 
robots stared out the window. The robots resembled 
Roz, but they were bigger and bulkier and shinier. The 
word RECO was lightly etched into each of  their torsos, 
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They raised their blocky hands, ready to restrain their 
target, ready to shut her down with the press of  a button. 
But a loud squawk and a streak of  feathers cut them off.

“Stay away from my mama!” Brightbill swooped into 
the meadow and started hopping around, ready to defend 
his mother. The RECOs stopped and looked down at 
the goose. Of  course, they didn’t understand his words. 
They heard only meaningless squawks. And then they 
heard their target squawking back to him.

“Brightbill, get out of  here!” said Roz in the language 
of  the animals. “These robots are dangerous!”

“What do they want?”
“They want to take me away.”
The RECOs stared at their target, trying to under-
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Broadfoot kept kicking. He pounded the robot’s head 
with his heavy hooves, denting and crushing it into an 
ugly shape, and with one final crack the head broke loose, 
soared through the air, and squelched into the muck. The 
headless robot fizzled and smoked, his legs ground to a 
halt, and he never moved again.
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long. And while her mechanical body was holding up, her 
wooden foot was not. After hours of  relentless pounding, 
it finally gave out. She was galloping through the rocky 
forest by the sea cliffs when her foot splintered apart.
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grew brighter and brighter, and then a blinding explosion 
launched the robots in opposite directions.

When the smoke cleared, shards of  the rifle were 
everywhere. RECO 1’s body was pocked with holes, 
and one arm was charred and crippled. Roz’s arms and 
legs had been blown completely off. She was now just 
a torso and a head. Inside her computer brain, our 
robot’s Survival Instincts were blaring. Her 
battered body simply could not take  
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any more damage. Clearly, Roz was not designed for 
combat. But the RECO was. He pulled himself  to his 
feet and hobbled toward his target.

Roz wanted to get up and run away. But without arms 
and legs, our robot couldn’t move. She could only speak.

“Please do not deactivate me,” she said.
RECO 1 ignored her. His blocky hand reached past 

her face and touched the back of  her head.
Click.
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The robot wanted to be strong for her son and her 
friends; she wanted to ease their worried minds and tell 
them everything would be fine. But Roz knew that every-
thing would not be fine. She looked down at her broken 
body. Then she looked up at the geese and the otters and 
said, “I will need some help getting home.”
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“You are my son, and this is my home,” said Roz. “I 
will do everything in my power to return.”

Brightbill hugged his mother’s worn face.
“I love you, Mama.”
“I love you, son.”
The goose fluttered back to his flock.
The robot took one last look at her home.
The door hummed closed.
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c hapter  79

THE DEPARTURE

The airship’s engines automatically fired up. Then the ship 
slowly floated above the island, turned to the south, and 
disappeared into the clouds.
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A NOTE ABOUT 
THE STORY

I’ve always been fascinated by robots. By the real robots 
that exist today, by the robots that will exist in the future, 
and by the fantastic robot characters that exist only in 
books and films. It’s funny how many philosophical 
questions spring up when we think about artificial beings. 
Do we want robots that can think and feel, like a person? 
Would we trust robots to perform surgery, care for chil-
dren, or police our cities? In a world where robots did all 
the work, how would we humans spend our time?

I’m also fascinated by the natural world. I grew up 
exploring the fields and streams and forests near my 
home, and I learned a lot about the local wildlife. I knew 
that deer were most active at dawn and dusk. I watched 
squirrels methodically collecting and storing acorns. I 
heard geese honking overhead as they flew south every 
autumn. 
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Animals have such predictable behavior, and follow 
such rigid routines, that at times they seem almost…
robotic. And somewhere along the line it occurred to me 
that animal instincts are kind of  like computer programs. 
Thanks to their instincts, animals automatically run from 
danger, build nests, and stay close to their families, and 
they often do these things without thinking, as if  they’ve 
been programmed to perform specific actions at specific 
times. Surprisingly, wild animals and robots actually have 
some things in common.

These kinds of  thoughts have filled my imagination 
for most of  my life. And then, a few years ago, I started 
scribbling down words about a robot and some wild ani-
mals. I couldn’t stop doodling pictures of  a robot in a 
tree. I started asking myself  odd questions. What would 
an intelligent robot do if  she were stranded in the wil-
derness? How might she adapt to the environment? How 
might the environment adapt to her? Why am I refer-
ring to this robot with words like “she” and “her”? And 
for that matter, why have so many science-fiction writers 
given genders to so many of  their robot characters?

An image of  a robot named Roz was slowly forming 
in my mind. I could see her exploring a remote island. I 
could hear her communicating with wild animals. I could 

WildRobot_9780316381994_Interior_F1.indd   272 1/11/16   1:21 PM



273

feel her becoming part of  the wilderness. And after years 
of  imagining and writing and drawing, I realized I had all 
the ingredients for a robot nature story. So I drove out 
to a cabin in the woods, opened up a fresh notebook, and 
began working on The Wild Robot.
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