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When I was a little notebook, something unusual happened.

I got the wrong barcode stamped on my back cover: a book’s 

barcode.
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Hi, there. I‘m Zappy.

Thank you for reading my story…



Consequently, I was mistaken for a book and I was 

shipped to the library where shelves were filled with 

prestigious books.



There was a book by a notorious author - with a glorious cover. 

There was a dictionary who gave a new word daily.

There was a music book who used to sing herself to sleep.

And there were food books who loved talking about what to eat.
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I came up with a plan: what if I fell to the floor? 

Someone might notice me by the door, pick me up, and maybe 

write a story in my pages.

With a few wiggles, I reached the edge of the shelf, spread my 

pages wide open, closed my eyes, and dived.

That is when I realized that I could fly!

I had no story to tell. My pages were blank: no letter, no 

number, no color, and no picture either. 

I wanted to become a book, but no one ever picked me.



The more I flapped my sheets, the further I flew.
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I met a tall book with fabulous pictures - an elegant giant 

with class. His name was Atlas, the Book of Maps.

He gave me an idea: I could fly around the world and collect 

some pictures to become a storybook.

“Thank you, Atlas.” 

“Oh, of course. 

Anytime!”



“Hang on, little notebook!” blurted Encyclopedia, 

the oldest and wisest book of all. “I know a bunch about 

the world. Stay here, son. 

Out there, you could get caught in a storm.

Or worse, you could get your pages torn… That hurts!”
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Determined to make my case, I explained why I had to go 

out there and find stories to share.

“Very well. Be careful, though,” warned Encyclopedia.

“I will. I promise… Bye!”

“Bye, tiny one!”

I flipped around and flew out through the open window.



Without much flying experience, I crashed on a telephone 

line before tumbling into a bird’s nest.

“Who has just fallen from the sky… into my house?” 

inquired the nest owner.
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I apologized for being so clumsy.

“Never mind, no broken wings…  Accidents do happen!” 

tweeted the friendly bird. “Now, tell me: what is your name?” 

“My name is… Well… I don’t have a name… I mean… 

I don’t have a title.”



“Who needs a title to be somebody?” challenged the bird. 

“I’m Jay, by the way. Not Master Jay. Not Doctor Jay. Just Jay!”

I greeted my new friend: “Hello, Jay!”

“Now, let me see… You need a name so that I can greet 

you properly,” offered Jay. 
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“As a book you are indeed entitled to a title,” confirmed Jay. 

“Let me call you Zappy,” he suggested, while pulling a feather 

from his shoulder to write a title on my cover.

Since that day, everyone calls me Zappy.

“What name can I have if I want to become a book?”



Later that day, Jay showed me how to fly safely.

“Watch out for telephone lines, 

smoking chimneys, and other

birds gliding by. 

We are not alone in the sky.”
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At some point, I almost had a collision with a butterfly. 

Jay warned me just in time. 



We also met a kite who was stuck in a maple tree. 

We worked hard and set it free. 
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At the end of the flight lesson, Jay offered me a special present:

“You may not need a feather to fly, but, if you want to 

become a book, someone might need this feather to write you a story, 

so that your pages don’t stay forever blank and white.”

I promised Jay to keep this treasure feather forever.



“You are ready, Zappy!” concluded Jay. “You 

can fly on your own now. West is over there. East is 

the other way. However far you go, we will meet again.

This is such a small sky.”

“Thank you, Jay. I’ll miss you.”

"So long, Zappy.”



After a few miles, 

I found a haystack 

where I could get some rest. 



Suddenly, I saw the shadow of a pitchfork ready to poke... 

and very scary! I could not move a leaf. I just froze. 

Did I hear a boy
Call me a ‘book’?

Wait, Dad!
Look, there is a book!

Thankfully, I was rescued! But then…
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I was dropped in a toy box. I bounced back 
and stood up to introduce myself: 

“I’m Zappy. Thank you for saving me!”
"And you are...?” 

“I am Adam... And you are... a book?” 

“Actually, I’d like to become a book.”

“Can I write a short story for you?” 

“I was hoping you’d offer!”





At night, I told Adam about Jay and my flying lesson. 

“Zappy, are you telling me that you can fly?”

“I sure can, my friend!” 

“That is amazing. Wonderful. A dream! I also want 

to travel and see the world someday.” 

Adam’s eyes were falling asleep when I heard him murmur,

“I can’t wait until tomorrow.” 



Adam and I became best friends. 

We went to school together every day. 

Adam introduced me to his friends 

who also started to write in my pages.

On the last day of the school year,

a storm took us by surprise.

Adam had to race home.

I fell out of his backpack 

before the raging wind blew 

me many miles from there…

It took me weeks to find 

the way back to 

Adam’s house.
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By the time I got back, 

Adam and his family had 

moved to another town.

We had lost each other.



The schools and the Missing-Book office were now closed.

How could I find Adam? How could he ever find me?
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I went on an adventurous journey, looking for Adam 

across the country… and eventually, around the world.

I never found my best friend, but I kept traveling, looking 

for him, and collecting stories.

In each city I met a child who wrote one story and added 

one drawing in one of my pages. 

Once my pages filled with stories, I came back to my 

native library as a grown-up book.



Now everyone wanted to read me.

Even a reporter from Washington came to see me.
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“This is my notebook!” marveled the reporter.

“I lost it many years ago, on a very windy day!”

我
想
成
为
一
个
大

姐姐




