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[Mox crappiM (poHAPEM B OOJIBIIIOM FOpOJIe KUBYT HEOOBIYHBIE APY3bsi — POOOTHI,
3BepsiTa U BOJIIEOHBIE CYIIECTBA, KOTOPbIe YMEIOT Clymarth cepaiiemM. OHM 3HAIOT,
KaK yTEIINThb, COTPeTh U HAIIOMHUTH: Thl He oguH. Korga nosensercsa PoOo-HaHs

u MasieHbkasi CoHeuka, X Jpyx0a 3a)KuUraeT caMblid TEMJIBIN cBeT B ropofe. s
nereii 3—7 et — 1po a100poTy, KoTopas Jeuut Oe3 cioB.Under an old streetlamp
in the big city live kind robots, gentle animals, and magical friends who listen with
their hearts. They know how to comfort, warm, and whisper: “You’re not alone.”
When Robot Nanny and little Sonya arrive, their friendship lights up the coziest
corner of the world. For ages 3—7 — a quiet story about kindness that heals without
words.
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JIoaa IIlapm
JloOpbie poOOTHI 00JbLIIOr0 ropojaa

1.Tuk, 7Kyxa u Coneuka

Kt0-TO TI1aueT B GOJIBIIIOM TOpofIE. . .

910 — THK.

OH MaJIeHbKUI, CTAPEHbKUI, U 'y HETO TOJIbKO OJIUH IVIA3UK-OTOHEK.

Ho cepaue y Hero camoe Hacrosiiee.

A BoT ero apyr — Kyxa.

Kyxa — poOOT-IIOMOIIHUK.

OH ymeeT YMHUTH (POHAPUKH, COOMPATD JOKJICBbIC KATUTH METh TUXHUE TIECCHKH MOTOPYUKOM:
K-K-K. ..

Bmecte onm Hal MaieHbKyIo 3BE€310UKy. OHa qposkaia v 3a0bUla, Kak CBETUTD.

— He 6oiicg, — ckazan Tuk.

— Mui Te0s1 corpeem, — 1o0aBuI 2Kyska ¥ BKITIOYMIT CBOM CaMblil TETIBIN PEKUM.

U Bot npunuia CoHeuka. MaseHbkasi 1€BOUKa-poOOT. Y He€ B JIQIOIIKE — KOJIOKOJIbUUK.

JIMHb-IMHb-AVHb — PO3BEHEN OH, KaK MTHYKa.

W Torna 3BE€310YKa BCIIOMHUJIA:

CseT — 3710 1I000BB 1 3a00Ta!

W ona 3acusna sapko-spko!

Tenepb B OOJIBIIIOM IIIyMHOM TOPOZIe €CTh YIOTHBIN Yroyiok rae xuByT Tuk, XKyxka, CoHeuka. . .

Y 3BE€37J04Ka, KOTOpasi CBETUT ISl BCEX, KTO TPYCTHT.

[TouenyiTe cBOEro MaJblia.

Ckaxunre: Tol MOs 3BE3TOUKA.
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Tik, Zuzu and Sonya

Someone is crying in the big city...

It’s Tik.

He’s small, a little old, and has only one tiny light for an eye.

But his heart is real—just like yours.

And this is his friend, Zuzu.

Zuzu is a helper robot.

He can fix little lamps, catch raindrops, and sing soft motor-songs: buzz... buzz... buzz...
Together, they found a tiny star.

She was shivering and had forgotten how to shine.

“Don’t be afraid,” said Tik.

“We’ll keep you warm,” added Zuzu, turning on his coziest setting.
Then came Sonya—a little girl robot.

In her hand, she held a tiny bell.

Ding-ding-ding—it rang like a little bird.

And right then, the star remembered:

Light is love and care!

She began to glow—bright, bright, bright!

Now, in the middle of the noisy, busy city, there’s a quiet, cozy corner...
where Tik, Zuzu, Sonya,

and the star live together—

shining for everyone who feels sad.

Kiss your little one.

Say: “You are my star.”
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2.Kuc u Myp

KT0-TO MypJbIdeT B GOJIBIIOM rOpoJE. . .

910 — Kuc. OH MasieHbKUil poO0-KOTEHOK, BECh U3 MATKMX HUTOYEK U TEIIOTO IUIIOLIA.

Y Hero BMeCTO yCOB — ITPOBOAOYKH, IT1a3KHU — JIBA SIPKO-3EJIEHBIX OTOHBKA.

A BOT ero cectpéHka — Myp.

Myp — Toke KOTEHOK, HO OHa yMeeT Ha[lyBaThCsl, KaK BO3MYLIHBII IIAPUK, YTOOBI OOHUMATh
IPYCTHBIX IPOXOXKUX. M3 €€ CIMHKYM BBIXOAUT BKYCHBIY I1ap, OH MTaXHET IIOKOJIAJ0M U BaHWIBIO !

OnHax/Ipl OHH YCIIBIIIAIM TUXUI 11124 32 3200poM. Tam cuzien crapblii OyIMIbHUK Oe3 3BOHKA.

— 51 HUKOMY He HyXeH, — B3IOXHYJI OH. — 5] GoJibIlie He MOTY OYAWUTH COJHBIIIKO. . .

Kuc npuxancs Kk Hemy IIEYKOM:

— Tl moOOUILIL YTPO, PACCBET U COJHBIIIKO. DTO BaXKHO.

Myp BKJIIOUMJIa CBOM PekUM OOBATHUIA U MPOLLIENTaIA:

— JlaBaii Mbl OyeM TBOMM T'OJIOCOM.

B stor MOMeHT noponna Coneuka.

B pykax y He€ — yalllka ¢ HEOHOBBIM MOJIOKOM U KOJIOKOJIBUMK Ha 3aIlsICThe.

JIMHB-TUHb-AMHD — IIPO3BEHEII OH, KaK NEPBBIN JIyUMK PacCBeETa.

BynwiieHUK 3apoxkant... ¥ BAPYT — 13333bIHb— 3a3BEHEJI [I0-HOBOMY !

He rpomko, He pe3Ko — a JJaCKOBO, Kak MaMUH roJIoc, Korja oHa OyJuT Bac C yTpa.

Tenepb B TOM ke yI0THOM yroiike ropoga xkuByT Kuc u Myp, Coneuka, Tuk, ’Kyxa, 38€310uKka
Y CTAPEHBKUI OyIMJIBHUK, KOTOPBIN Kak/10€ YTPO OyAUT CONHBIIIKO JOOPBIX JIOACH.

[ouesnyiite cBOEro MasbIIA.

Ckaxwure: Tbl MOE COHBILIKO.
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Kiss and Moor

Someone is purring in the big city...

It’s Kiss.

He’s a little robot kitten—made of soft yarn and warm plush.
Instead of whiskers, he has tiny wires.

His eyes are two bright green lights.

And this 1s his sister—Moor.

She’s a kitten too, but she can puff up like a balloon!

When someone feels sad, she gives them the coziest hug.
And from her back comes yummy steam that smells like chocolate and vanilla!
One day, they heard quiet crying behind a fence.

There sat an old alarm clock—with no ring left at all.

“I'm not needed anymore,” he sighed.

“I can’t wake up the sunshine...”

Kiss snuggled close and rubbed his cheek against him.

“You love mornings, sunrises, and sunshine. That matters.”
Moor turned on her hug mode and whispered,

“Let us be your voice.”

Just then, Sonya came by.

In her hands was a cup of glowing milk, and a little bell on her wrist.
Ding-ding-ding!

It rang like the first ray of morning light.

The old clock trembled...

And suddenly—bzzz-ring!—he made a sound again!

Not loud. Not sharp.

But soft and sweet—Ilike a mommy’s voice waking you up with love.
Now, in that cozy corner of the city,

Kiss and Moor live with Sonya,

Tik, Zuzu, a little star,

and the old alarm clock—

who wakes up the sunshine and kind hearts every morning.
Give your little one a kiss.

And say: “You are my sunshine.”
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3.Kap-Kap u I'yp-I'yp

KT0-TO Marer KpbuibsMH HaJl OOJIBIIMM TOPOJOM. . .
310 — Kap-Kap. O po60T-BOPOH 13 3EKTPOHHOTO HeOa — BECh U3 OJIECTSIIIX NePheB-TIACTHH

1 ¢ OOJIBIIMM CTaJIbHBIM KJIIOBOM.

'V Hero ouH rja3 — Kak HYHHbeI KaMC€Hb, a4 B KJIIOBE OH JCPKUT MaJIeHbKUI KpaCHHﬁ (pOHapI/IK,

YTOOBI OCBCHIATD ITYTb HOYbIO.

A pspom ¢ HuM — ['yp-T'yp. OH — poOOT-royOb ¢ KPhUIbSIMU M3 IIEITKOBBIX OEJIBIX JICHTOUEK.

OH He 3By4YHMT I'POMKO, HO KaX0€ €ro "Typ-ryp" 3ByUMT KaK KOJIbIO€/IbHasl, KaK CJIaJKOe ypUyaHue,
IJIs1 YCTaBUIMX KUTEJIEH.

MyTb.

OnHaxapl OHM 3aMETHIIM, KaK Ha KpBbIIe 3a0pOIIEHHOTO JOMa JIPOKUT OyMaKHBIN KOPaOJHK.
OH OblT MOKPBIH, TOMSATBII U COBCEM NOTEPsL1 HAIIPABJICHHE.

— 51 xoTes MibITh K 3BE3/1aM, — MPOILENTAl OH, — & OKa3aJcs MOJ JOKAEM. ..

Kap -Kap ocTopoHO B3s1J1 €ro 3a KpbuUIo:

— 3B&37pl He B HeOe — OHM BHYTpH TeOs1. [IpocTo Halo BCIOMHUTS, 3a4eM ThI OTIIPABUIICS B

I'yp-T'yp npurpen kopaOJIMK CBOMM CaMbIM TEMJIBIM CBETOM:

— MbI nomoskeM Te6e BHICOXHYTb. A TIOTOM — BMECTe HaiJJEM TBOIO PEKYy.

U 1yt nossunack CoHeuka.

Ha mede y He€ — KOJNOKOJBYMK, a B JIAJOMIKE — 3BE3/IHAS TbLIb, KOTOPYIO OHa coOMpaja Ha

paccerte. [J1Hb-TMHb-IUHb — TIO3BEHEN KOJIOKOJIBUMK, U MbUIb 3aCHsIA, KAK KOMIIAC U yKa3aJia IyTh
POBHOI1 cBeTsIIeics JOPOXKKO. ByMaxHbIi KOpaOIMK pacrpaBuil KpbUlbs U 3arel OT pajocTh!

Tenepb OH KUBET HA TO caMOM KpbILIe, HO YK€ He OJIUH.

Panom ¢ aum — Kap-Kap, I'yp-I'yp, Coneuka, 3B€3nouka, Tuk, Kyxa, Kuc u Myp.

A KaxIyo HOYb OyMaXHbII KOPAOJIUK OTIIPaBIIsieT B HEOO MaJIeHbKUE CBETSIIECS MIChMa:
"Tbl He OquH. MBI 3[1€Ch, COBCEM PSAIBIIIKOM".

INonenyiite cBOEro MasbIlIa.

Ckaxwure: Tbl MOii KOpaOIHK!
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Kar and Gur

Someone is flapping wings over the big city...

It’s Kar.

He’s a robot crow from the digital sky—made of shiny feather-plates and a strong steel beak.

He has one eye, like a moonstone, and in his beak he holds a little red flashlight to light the
way at night.

Right beside him is Gur.

He’s a robot pigeon with wings made of soft white ribbons.

He doesn’t make loud sounds—but every “gur-gur” sounds like a lullaby, like a cozy purr for
tired people.

One day, they saw a paper boat trembling on the roof of an old, empty house.

It was wet, wrinkled, and had lost its way.

10



JI. Iapm. «JloGpbie poOOTHI OOJBIIIOrO ropoIa»

KoHen 03HakoMuUTEJIbHOT0 (pparmMeHra.

Texkcr npenocrasinen OO0 «JIutpec».

IIpounTaiiTe 3Ty KHUTY LIEJIMKOM, KYIMB II0OJHYIO JIETaJIbHYIO Bepcuio Ha JluTpec.

BesomnacHo onnatuTh KHUTY MOKHO OaHKOBCKOM Kaprtoit Visa, MasterCard, Maestro, co cuera
MOOWIIBHOTO TenepoHa, C TUIaTeKHOro tepMuHana, B catone MTC wm Cesi3Hoii, yepes PayPal,
WebMoney, fAunekc.densru, QIWI Komesnek, 60HyCHbIME KapTaMu WX APYTUM YIOOHBIM Bam crio-
coOom.
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