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Bedtime
YAC NATATIA CIATU




Once upon a time there lived a mom who had three sons. They
were sweet, wonderful boys, BUT there was something strange that
happened to the boys.They had a family “secret”. When mom told
them it was bedtime, they turned into little monsters.

Kwnna 6yna mama, Ta 6yno B Hel Tpu cnuHoYkK. Lle 6ynu vyynosi
XNOM4YUKN, ane Tinbkn mama kasana “yac naratm cnatu!”, BOHU
nepeTBOprOBannUCs Ha MOHCTPUKIB.

— Yac ntn cnatun, moi 3onoTi! — ckasana mama.




They grew long fur, fuzzy tails, and sharp little horns. The three
little monsters yelled and stomped; they jumped all around. Then they
started a pillow fight.

Mom tried to catch the little monsters and put them to bed. But,
they were quick, and they were tricky. They’'d dive and roll away from
Mom and run off to other rooms.

Konwn BoHM 4ynun 1i crnoBa B HUX 3’SIBAASIOCE XYTPO i BUpocTanu
A0Bri MyXHACTi XBOCTUKWN Ta rocTpi porn. MOHCTpUKKN Kpnyanw,
cTpmbanu no nixkky Ta Knganucb nogyLwkamu.

Mama Hamaranacso Ix cniimaTu i noknacTu cnatn. Ta MOHCTPUKN
nuwanu i posbiranmcb No KiMHaTam.

1yakn O HEL0xeye







Mom was smart. She took a good book (they loved good books)
and began to read it in a quiet voice.

The monsters peeked their little heads out of their hiding
places. They wanted to hear the story. One by one, they crawled out
and climbed up next to her.

Mama byna agyxe kmitTnvea. BoHa 6pana uikaBy
KHWXKY | TUXMM narigHMm rosiocom novmHana ymtartu.
MoHCTprKam ctaBano Hy AyXe LikaBo, BOHU TUXO
nigbirann, ciganu i noYnHanu cnyxaTu.




A good story and cuddles with Mom always turned the three little
monsters back into sweet boys. Mom carried them to bed. She tucked
them in, kissed their little cheeks, and wished them good-night.

Hesabapowm, nig BnvBOM YapiBHOI Ka304KWU, MOHCTPUKN 3HOBY
cTaBanu rapHumMmu xnonymkamm. Mama Bknagana ix B nikeuka,
HaKpuBana Tennumu KoBapamu i uifiysana Ix B LWiYKK Ta
baxkana iMm gobpoi Houi.







Schooltime
YAC 10 WKONW

Once upon a time there lived a mom who had three sons. They
were the sweetest, most wonderful boys, BUT there was something
strange that happened to the boys.

When mom told them it was time for school, they turned into little
monsters.

Kunna 6yna mama i 6yno B Hel Tpu CUHOYKK. Lle Bynn 4Yyaosi
XJT0MYMKN, Ta NOCTIMHO, SIK MamMma roBopusa “ 4ac 4o WKonun”, BOHU
nepeTBOpPOBaNMUCb Ha ManeHbKUX MOHCTPUKIB!




They grew bright, fluffy fur. Their tails raised. The monsters
showed their sharp, little teeth and growled:
- Arrrrrrrrh!




— Yac ntn go wkonu, Mol pigHeHbKi! — ckazana mama.

Konu BOHM 4ynn Le iX XyTpO Ha CMKHI cTano anbku. XBOCTUKN
nigHiManmncb, MOHCTPUKKM NOKasyBasnn rocTpi 3y0OKu i rofiloCHO-rosIoCHO
puyanu:

— Ppppppp!

10






They took their little socks off their little feet and threw them on
the ground. The little monsters ran off to other rooms with a STOMP,
STOMP. STOMP.

BoHW 3HIManu WKapneTkn, Kuaanu IX XTo3Ha e i 60CoHIXK
posbiranuck no kKimHatam. Tyn. Tyn. Tyn.




Then the monsters hid: under the beds, under the table, or maybe
in the closet...they sat there quietly and snuffled their noses.

Whish! Whish!

Went their little tails. Mom listened. Where did the sounds come from?

Whish!

[lani MOHCTpUKM XoBanucb: nig
nixkkamu, nig ctonom, y wadi! BoHu cnginm
TUXEHbKO LLUMUraoym HOCUKaMMN.

LLimwur! Wmwnr!

Mama npucrnyxanacb. 3Bigku i 3Bykn!?

Wmur!




She found one! He was hiding behind a door.

Whish! Whish!

The second one had hid under a blanket.

Whish! Whish! Whish!

And the third one — he was sitting in a laundry basket!

3Haunwna ogHoro. BiH xoBaBcs 3a ABepuma.

LLmwr!
Hpyruin cxoBasca Mig KOBAPOHO.

Wmunr!

A TpeTin cxoBaBCs B KOP3WHI Ana OifnM3Hu.







Mom wiped their messy little noses and helped them put their
socks on. She grabbed the three little monsters and their three big
backpacks and put them into her car.

On the way to school the monsters became good boys again!

In school they were always kind and studied hard because they
were terribly good boys.

Mama BuTMpana Mokpi HOCUKM cepBeTKamMu, gornomMmorana Badaratu
LUKapneTkn. bpana BCiX MOHCTPUKIB | BOHW Ciganu B MaLUnHY.

[To oopo3i B LLKOMY, MOHCTPUKM 3HOBY CTaBasn YeMHUMN
xsionymkamun! B wkoni BoHM fyxe nobpe HaB4anuco i Oynu
CNYXHAHUMWN.

§







Mealtime
YACTCTI

Once upon a time there lived a mom who had three sons.
They were sweet, wonderful boys, BUT there was something
strange that happened to the boys. Sometimes when mom told

them it was time to eat, they turned into little monsters.

XXuna 6yna mama i 6yno B Hel TpU CUHOYKM. XOPOLUi XJTOMYUKN
— MaMUHI NOMIYHUKK. Ta IHKOMK, 9K MamMa Kasana “4ac icTu” BOHU
nepeTBoprOBanUCb Ha MOHCTPUKIB!

— Nopa cHigaTtn, MoT coHe4vkn! — ckasana mama.
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The boys instantly grew messy, wild hair, and grew LONG
tails. Their eyes became wild. The monsters began to push each
other; they yelled and threw their forks. They danced on the chairs

and said, “we must have dessert, NOW!” They even stuck their
tongues out.

Ewww!

Konn BoHM 4ynun ue, B XJTONYKKIB 3‘BNAnach goBra LWepCTb,
BigpoCTanm XBoCTUKU. A nornsg ctaBas ANKUM. MOHCTPUKK noYnHanu
LUTOBXaTUCb, KpU4aTu, KngaTtucb BUaenkamm i noxkamu. | HaBiTb
nokasyBanun mami a3uka.

— Beeeeeeee!

N YOUY KALSY Aoy JECEpT]
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Mom looked at her boys, and spikes started to grow on her
back.She had told her boys “no dessert at breakfast time” a mil-
lion times before! Her eyes became wild. Long claws grew on her
feet, and fur covered her arms.

Knock, knock, knock. (That was the sound of Mom’s long
pink tail banging on the floor!)

Oh! No! Could it be true? Mom has become a monster too!

Mama nogusunack Ha Le BCe, i Ii XyTpO Ha CnuHi BcTano anbku, Ha
HOorax BMUTb BUPOCNU KOTITKN, pyKa BKpUIiacbh LLUEPCTIO.
Ctyk! Ctyk! Ctyk! CTyKaB rno nignosi JOBrmn MamMmH XBICT.
Ocb-0Cb MamMa CTaHe MOHCTPOM.

—MMMMM — 3aKkpuyana mama i Yyumgyx nobirna B KOMopy.




Mom growled and crawled into the pantry. She shut the door and
stuffed clay into the keyhole. In the dark, mom sniffed and snuffed. She
found a bar of chocolate that she kept hidden for emergencies just like
this! With her big, sharp teeth, she bit and chewed it, foil and all!

B komopi mama 3akpunach Ha 3amok. [lictana npuxosaHy
LLIOKONagKy, siky TpumMarna gns ocobnuemx Bunagkise i 3'ina 1l pasom 3
doonbroto.
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The chocolate was very good. It made her kind and sweet,
and her fur and spikes and tail vanished.

When mom came back to the kitchen, she saw that her sons
had eaten their oatmeal, washed the dishes, and swept the kitchen

floor... with their little monster tails.

Big conogkoro BoHa 3HOBY cTarna gobpoto i narigHoto.

Konn BoHa noBepHynach Ha KyxHto, TO nobayuna: Tpu CMHOYKa
001NN KaLuKy, nonpmbupann 3a coboto Tapifiovky i nigmenu nignory....
CBOIMW XBOCTUKaAMM.




ABTOp BMCIOBIIOE NOASKY 3a 4ONOMOry npu
CTBOPEHHI kKHuUrn: CeiTnaHi eproscbkin, TeTaHI
[MaBnoBcbkin, OkcaHi bpuxkaTin, Onb3i 3axaposin,
Hatanii Kynpacosin i laHHI HnKoHOBIMN.
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