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I want to dedicate this book to those who one day stopped paying attention 
to their noise. Close your eyes and listen, it›s still waiting

Pilar

In memory of my beloved Grandma Carmen, artist, poet, and a great person. 
Thank you for introducing me to the world of Art since I was a kid.

Verònica

Premis Literaris Ciutat d’Alzira
Esta obra obtuvo el VII Premio Internacional Enric Solbes de Álbum Ilustrado 

«Consorci Ribera i Valldigna».

El jurado estaba constituido por Anna Ballester, Diego Gómez, Josep Gregori, 

Rosa Mengual y Cristina Oleby

Enric Solbes
Award for Picture Books

«Consorci Ribera i Valldigna»



Little Nora, who loved reading and writing stories,  
had a very vivid imagination .

Early on Monday morning, she woke up startled. 
“What’s that sound?”

CLACK, CLACK, CLACK

She couldn’t figure out what that sound was.  
So she tried to find it out.



She went downstairs and asked her father:

“Dad, can you hear that?”

“Do you mean the coffee maker?,”  
he answered.

No, it wasn’t the coffee maker.

Then, Nora got ready for school.  
She was really excited!  
Professions Week was about to begin.
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On Tuesday, they had an 
appointment with Eleanor 
the doctor who listened to 
their chest..

...checked their temperature and weighed them.

When she stepped onto the scale, she heard that sound again.

CLACK, CLACK, CLACK

Was it the stethoscope? No, it wasn’t.

Was it the thermometer? No, it wasn’t.

Was it the scale? No, it wasn’t.


