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Prologue

n the vast regions of outer space, beyond the twinkling

lights of a million stars, a murky, smog-covered Earth
floats lonely and silent. The deepest oceans are all but! dried
and gone. What had once been blue sky is now a dust-choked
brown that can still look almost golden when sunlight filters?
through it. ‘

Beneath the thick atmosphere that surrounds the planet,
mountains still rise up through the haze, and once-great cities
filled with vacant, crumbling buildings share the landscape
with towers of trash, neatly cubed and stacked® as far as the
eye can see. Only one thing moves along this bleak twenty-
ninth century skyline.

Day in and day out for more than seven hundred years,
he has worked to clean up the mess left by humankind. The
scouring sands that sweep along the avenues seldom deter
him as he thrusts his shovel-like hands into the heaps of* trash
and scoops it into the compacting unit in his chest. Once full,
he closes the squeaky doors of his front panel, shakes a little,
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and produces yet another perfect cube ready to be
stacked.
This is his directive.

It is what he has been programmed to do.

His name is WALL-E: Waste Allocation Load Lifter-
Earth class.

He is a robot.

He is dented’, dirty, and rusted ... and he is about to
change the entire world.
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Chapter 7

e hirrrp!” A little cockroach jumped happily onto
WALLE’s shoulder. As the toxic winds began to pick
up speed, WALL-E and his only companion motored bouncily
toward home. WALL-E’s treads were wearing thin, and the
cockroach held on bravely as they crossed the rough terrain’,

Over miles of desolate waste, WALL-E saw buildings
and highways and rolled across the remains of broken bridges.
Everything was branded with the same logo: BUY-N-LARGE.
BnL had its stamp on everything. The megasuperstore? had
once overseen almost all operations on the planet.

As WALL-E hurried onward, he rolled over an old
newspaper. TOO MUCH TRASH! EARTH COVERED! BnL
CEO DECLARES GLOBAL EMERGENCY! the headline
proclaimed. WALL-E did not notice.

He passed a salvage® yard full of other rusted WALL-E
units, shut down long ago. The cockroach watched eagerly as
WALL-E stopped to examine something of interest on one of
the old units—its treads.
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The treads were thick bands of rubber, built
to protect the WALL-E units’ metallic wheels like
giant tires. This old unit’s treads were in much better shape
than WALL-E’s.

WALL-E quickly switched his old pair for the newer
ones as the cockroach chirped and jumped excitedly. Then,
moving on, WALL-E felt the cockroach settling happily on his
shoulder, enjoying the new, smoother ride.

WALL-E rolled past a BnL billboard, activating its
holographic' message as he moved. The image buzzed to life.
Several loudspeakers began broadcasting the chipper voice of
a human announcer, recorded centuries ago.

“Too much garbage in your face?

There’s plenty of space out in space!

BnL star liners leaving each day.

We’ll clean up the mess while you’re away !”

WALL-E headed across a bumpy freeway overpass,
activating another ancient billboard. Through the smoggy
haze, the image of a sparkling BnL star liner flashed onto the
screen. Its happy passengers appeared to be enjoying all the
amenities” of a luxury cruise ship.

“The jewel of the BnL fleet: The Axiom!” the announcer’s
voice boomed. “Spend your five-year cruise in style ....” But
the people had been gone from Earth far longer than five
years.

“The Axiom!” the voice exclaimed proudly. “Putting the
‘star’ in ‘executive star liner.’”

The smiling face of the chairman of BnL appeared and
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added the finishing touch: “Because at BnL, space
is the final fun-tier!!”

The wind was howling now. WALL-E squinted? and
turned on a set of tiny windshield wipers to clean the lenses of
his eyes. Looking across a bay that had dried up long ago, he
finally saw a battered’® old BnL truck. WALL-E’s spirits rose.
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Chapter 2

ALL-E picked up his pace as he headed toward his

truck. He scurried up and pulled a lever on the truck’s
side. Slowly the back began to come down, and WALL-E
happily sped up the ramp and into the trailer. Home!

The wind whipped' the truck as WALL-E peeled his new
rubber treads from his wheels. He would put them on again
in the morning before returning to work. But now it was time
to relax. He removed a battered BnL cooler from his back. It
was his collection box, and he was ready to begin the nightly
ritual® of going through the treasures he had found in the trash
during the day.

But first, WALL-E went to an old television set and
turned on his favorite video: Hello, Dolly! He always played
it when he arrived home. After watching at the video for a
minute, he turned back to press a button that activated the
rotating racks of shelves where he neatly stored his treasures.
The day had yielded some very special finds: a few old toys
and utensils (all of which made WALL-E curious, since

-12-




1. whip v. #e 7,
FhaT

2. ritual n. X, ,
#230

3. Hello, Dolly!
CHR3F, 3A0! )
1964 5 K43 %
18 /& e B %
“BEETRE
FoOAARL

- o
()

AR, B SR ERE, i
SRR, Bigh T RESMURESIT, R
HRERET, WAERIHEE ERBg,
A%, BIRT!

BRRHEITERE, EANRT LB TE
CRINI# LSRR, 5 R—B, &
BMEEN, AR TS, MIA L], %8
R . MNE EET B —
—ATHEELNESERRL AN, EL
&, WA BT BRI UR—BF
ARBEELIRAHRBIA TN,

BB, RES—&KIHERNE, {17
THBEERKRE— (REF, ZF! ). &
REZR, HFZBHxBEEE. FT 2L,
RARSBT MR, ek BEYRERH
{EERET Tk, EETIHIRMAFBERS
ERBE. X—XK, iR T —&+4
FrARIARTS: JLRIBSURM—SER I (A
XEERLE LR B A, B 0 A T X

-13-



he didn’t know what they were) and a lighter.
WALL-E loved lighters. He placed this one on a
shelf that held a whole pile of them, gathered over the years.

As he listened to the background music from the video,
WALL-E perked up. He moved among his many treasures,
stopping often in front of the fuzzy images scrolling across his
television screen. The actors were singing and dancing to the
song WALLE had been humming all day. He paused, waiting
for the next part. When it came, he hit the Record button
on his chest and moved closer. WALL-E could see that the
actors were not dancing now. They were walking together and
looking into each other’s eyes. Then they took each other’s
hands. ’

WALL-E tilted his head, his large eyes gazing tenderly at
the screen. He interlocked his own two robotic hands. And for
a moment the lonely robot wondered what it would be like to
hold someone else’s hand.

Later that night, when the storm had finally ended,
WALL'E rolled outside and turned over his collection box to
clean it out. He pressed the Play button on his chest and listened
to the song again. Although the little robot wasn’t programmed
to understand romance, it was romance that pulsed' through
his circuits. It was this same strange impulse that made
WALL-E gaze up at the few stars visible through the polluted
haze and wish for someone to share his world.

Suddenly, WALL-E’s internal systems gave him a
warning sign. The wind was picking up again. WALL-E
checked the horizon. A massive sandstorm was approaching
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