A FREE PRINTABLE FROM PIMLO - 3 BEDTIME STORIES

Bedtime stories about robots.

3 stories to read aloud at bedtime, each with its own picture and a calm,
sleepy ending. Written for ages 3 to 8.

Cog and the Lost Buttons about 2 min
The Quietest Instrument about 3 min
Nib Maps the Night Garden about 10 min

Reading times assume a slow bedtime pace of about 110 words a minute. Every story is also free to read
online at pimlo.app/bedtime-stories/robots.
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Cog and the Lost Buttons

In the corner of the tailor's shop lived a small robot named Cog. Cog had two
careful hands, one round blue eye and a little drawer in his tummy where he kept
useful things.

One evening, after the shop had closed, Cog found a big glass jar on the counter. It
was full of lost buttons: buttons that had popped off coats and cardigans and
fallen on the floor. "Every button belongs somewhere," said Cog. "I'll help them
find their way home."

He tipped the buttons out and sorted them, very carefully. Big brown buttons in
one pile. Tiny pearly buttons in another. Red buttons shaped like ladybugs in a
third. His blue eye glowed softly as he worked.

Then he looked at the coats hanging on the rail, waiting to be mended. The big
brown buttons matched the farmer's coat. The pearly buttons matched a little
girl's cardigan. The ladybug buttons matched a tiny red raincoat. Cog sewed each
one back in its place, stitch by stitch.

When the jar was empty, Cog put it back on the shelf and rolled to his corner.
"Every button home," he said happily. His blue eye dimmed to a sleepy glow, his
hands folded in his lap, and Cog powered down for the night.

The end. Goodnight.
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The Quietest Instrument

In a workshop at the end of the lane lived two robots, Tink and Tock. They loved
inventing things. Today Tink had an idea. "Let's invent an instrument for bedtime,’
she said. "The quietest instrument in the world."

First they built a drum out of an old biscuit tin. Tock tapped it. BONG! "Too loud,'
said Tink, covering her ears. Next they built a trumpet out of a watering can. Tink
blew it. PARP! "Much too loud," said Tock.

They thought and thought. Then Tock found a jar of glass marbles and a wooden
bowl. He tipped the bowl gently, and the marbles rolled around inside, making a
soft, whispery sound, like rain on a window. "Oh," said Tink. "That's nice."

Tink found some thin metal wires and stretched them across a wooden box. She
stroked them with a feather, and they hummed so softly you could hardly hear
them, like a cat purring in the next room.

So they played together: the marbles whispering round the bowl, the wires
humming under the feather. It was the gentlest music the workshop had ever
heard. Outside, the moon came up. "I think we've done it," whispered Tock. But
Tink didn't answer. Her lights had dimmed, and she was fast asleep. Tock smiled,
played one last quiet note and powered down beside her.

The end. Goodnight.
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Nib Maps the Night Garden

Nib was a small gardening robot, about the size of a watering can, with three soft
wheels, two thin arms and a pair of round ears that could swivel in any direction.
During the day, Nib watered the tomatoes, pulled up the weeds and counted the
strawberries. But Nib had always wondered about something. What did the garden
sound like at night, when everyone was asleep?

So one evening, as the sun began to set, Nib took out a fresh sheet of paper and a
pencil, and wrote at the top in neat robot letters: A Map of the Night Garden. "I'm
going to find every sound in the garden," said Nib, "and draw it on my map." Then
Nib rolled quietly out of the shed.

The first sound came from the apple tree. It was a blackbird, sitting on the highest
branch, singing the last song of the day. Its song went up and down, clear and
sweet, like someone calling everybody home. Nib drew a little tree on the map,
and beside it a bird with music notes coming out of its beak. "Sound number one,’'
said Nib. "Blackbird, saying goodnight." The blackbird sang one last trill, fluffed its
feathers and went quiet.

Nib rolled along the path to the pond. At first it seemed silent. But Nib swiveled
both ears toward the water and waited. Plip. A tiny fish had come up to kiss the
surface. Plip. Another one. And from the reeds came a low, creaky sound, like a



door opening very slowly: a frog, clearing its throat. Nib drew the pond, a small
fish with a ring of ripples around it, and a frog on a lily pad. "Sounds number two
and three," said Nib.

By now the sky had turned deep blue, and the first stars were out. Nib's wheels
made a soft crunch on the gravel, so Nib went very slowly, so as not to cover up
any sounds. By the vegetable patch, Nib stopped. There was a rustle under the
cabbage leaves. Then a snuffle. Then a tiny, contented grunt. Out from under the
leaves trundled a hedgehog, nose twitching, on her evening walk. She looked up at
Nib, sniffed one of Nib's wheels, decided Nib was not a slug, and trundled on. Nib
drew a round, prickly shape with a pointy nose. "Sound number four. Hedgehog,
snuffling.

Nib rolled on to the old wooden shed. The sun had warmed its roof all afternoon,
and now, as the night cooled, the roof was making small sounds of its own. Tick.
Tick. Tick. The wood was settling down for the night, the way a person stretches
before sleep. Nib had lived in that shed for years and had never noticed. Nib drew
the shed with three small ticks above it and wrote: Sound number five. Shed roof,
settling down. Nib felt rather pleased.

Next came the wind chimes hanging by the back door. There was hardly any
breeze, but every now and then a breath of air went by, and the chimes rang softly,
ting, ting-a-ling, as if they were talking in their sleep. Above them, a moth was
bumping gently against the kitchen window, where a single lamp was still glowing.
Bump. Bump. Nib drew the chimes and the moth, side by side. "Sounds number six

and seven."

Nib rolled on, very slowly, past the flower bed. From somewhere deep in the long
grass by the fence came a tiny, steady sound, like a very small clock being wound
up: chirr, chirr, chirr. Nib leaned down and looked. It was a cricket, sitting on a
blade of grass and rubbing its wings together, singing a song that was almost too
small to hear. Nib drew the long grass and a cricket in the middle of it, with tiny
lines coming out of its wings. "Sound number eight," whispered Nib, so as not to

interrupt.



Then Nib stopped in the middle of the lawn and waited, perfectly still. The grass
was getting damp with dew, and Nib's wheels felt cool. Above the garden, more
stars had come out than Nib could count, and a thin slice of moon was rising over
the roof of the house. For a long moment there was no sound at all, and Nib began
to wonder if the map was finished.

Then Nib heard something far away, beyond the garden wall. Nib's ears swiveled
all the way round. Hoo. Hoo-hoo. It was an owl, somewhere in the dark woods
across the field, calling to another owl. A moment later, the other owl answered,
even farther away. Nib couldn't see the woods on the map, so Nib drew a little
arrow pointing off the edge of the paper and wrote: Sound number nine. Owls.
Too far to visit. Saying hello to each other.

Nib rolled back to the middle of the lawn and looked at the map. It was full now:
the blackbird and the fish and the frog, the hedgehog and the ticking shed, the
chimes and the moth, the cricket in the grass and the owls beyond the wall. Nib
had found more sounds than ever expected. But the garden was getting quieter
and quieter. The frog had stopped creaking. The moth had settled on the
windowsill. The kitchen lamp clicked off. Even the chimes had gone still.

Nib listened very hard, with both ears pointing up at the sky. And in the quiet, Nib
heard one last sound: almost nothing at all. A soft hush, like the whole garden
breathing out. It was the sound of everything resting. Nib thought for a long
moment, then drew a big, gentle circle around the whole map and wrote in the

middle: The garden, sleeping. "Sound number ten," whispered Nib. "The best one."

Then Nib rolled slowly back to the shed, tucked the map safely in the drawer and
parked in the usual corner, beside the watering can and the trowel. Above, the
roof gave one last small tick. Nib's ears swiveled down, Nib's lights faded to a soft
glow, and the little gardening robot powered down for the night, listening to the
garden sleep.

The end. Goodnight.
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