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Ages 4-8

Everybody in the red brick 
building was asleep.

Until . . .

WaaaAAH!
Rraak! Wake up!

Pitter patter STOMP!
Pssheew!

A chain reaction of noises wakes 
up several children (and a cat) 

living in an apartment building. 
But it’s late in the night, so 
despite the disturbances, 
one by one, the building’s 
inhabitants return to their 

beds—this time with a 
new set of sounds to 
lull them to sleep.
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First Edition

For my parents. 
Thank you for all the books. 

-A.W.

To Baby Chiji 
–O.M
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Everybody in the red brick building was asleep.
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Until . . .
	 Baby Izzie sat up in her crib and howled.

Har
perC

ollin
s



Woken up by a WaaaAAH!
Rayhan tiptoed out of bed  
to check on his parrot.
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Woken up by a WaaaAAH!
and a Rraak! Wake up!,

Benny pulled Cairo and Miles  
from their sleeping bags 
and challenged them to a game  
of flashlight tag.
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Woken up by a WaaaAAH!
a Rraak! Wake up!,
and a Pitter patter STOMP!
Natalia dropped from her bunk to  
launch her brand-new light-up rocket.
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Woken up by a WaaaAAH!
a Rraak! Wake up!,
a Pitter patter STOMP!
and a Pssheew!
Pepper bounded down  
from her perch, 
dashed across the lawn,  
and leapt onto a car.
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Back on her perch,
Pepper curled up tight
and listened to the shhhh shhhh  
of the street sweeper.
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Back in her bunk,
Natalia named the stars 
and listened to the shhhh shhhh
and the plonk plonk of the falling acorns.
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Back in their sleeping bags,
Cairo, Benny, and Miles closed their eyes
and listened to the shhhh shhhh,
the plonk plonk,
and the ting ting of the windchime.
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Back in his bed,
Rayhan burrowed under his covers
and listened to the shhhh shhhh,
the plonk plonk,
the ting ting,
and the chhhp chhhp of his parrot.
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(32)

Back in her mother’s arms,
Baby Izzie snuggled close
and listened to the shhhh shhhh,
the plonk plonk,
the ting ting,
the chhhp chhhp,
and the pah-pum . . . pah-pum . . . pah-pum 
of her mother’s heart.

						    
									         Until . . .
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everybody in the red brick building was asleep.
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