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A Diary Lost And Found tells the story of a boy who loses a precious book which then becomes the salvation of others. 

It is an illustrated children’s story recommended for age 8 upwards. The story can be read to children and older ones can read for themselves. Following after is the story in illustration only. There is also an audiobook version when available on Apple Books.
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About The Author

Francis Foy is originally from London and now based in the West Midlands of England. With books published he also has a small record label, YOFF Music, with various albums released.
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1 - Jack's Lesson

Jack was not just any ordinary boy; he was a bright and curious soul who found joy in the neat lines of his maths problems and the swirling narratives of history books. But his most treasured possession wasn't a game console or a fancy gadget; it was a simple, cloth-bound diary he called his 'Book of Days.' Every week, without fail, Jack would sit at his desk and carefully record the events of his life; the small triumphs, the funny things his friends said, the interesting facts he learned. 

His parents, the kindest and most caring people a boy could hope for, had always encouraged this habit. They had one golden rule, spoken with gentle seriousness: "Never write your full name or address, Jack. Your thoughts are for you, but your safety is for us to protect." Jack understood, and he took their advice to heart, feeling a sense of maturity in being trusted with his own security.

Life for Jack was a comfortable rhythm of school, home, and the quiet moments he spent writing in his diary. His parents beamed with pride at his grades, but more importantly, they nurtured his happiness, always making time for him, always listening. The 'Book of Days' was a testament to this wonderful life, a chronicle of a boy who felt safe and loved. 

One spring afternoon, the familiar rumble of the bus carried him home. It was nearly rush hour, and the bus was a bustling ecosystem of commuters, students, and shoppers, all crammed together under the hum of the engine and the hiss of the brakes. Jack managed to find a seat near the back, and immediately pulled out his diary, losing himself in a story he was writing about a brave knight and a talking squirrel.

As the bus lurched to another stop, a woman in a hurry stood up from the seat beside him. In a moment of pure courtesy, Jack instinctively stood, nudging his diary onto the now vacant cushion to save the seat for a moment while she squeezed past him into the aisle. But the tide of the crowd was unforgiving. A wave of people descending the bus pushed past him, jostling him further down the aisle. By the time the crush had subsided and Jack turned back, his heart sank. 

Another passenger had already claimed the seat, and his precious diary was gone. Panic, cold and sharp, pierced through him. He scanned the floor, the seats, the laps of strangers, but the familiar spine of his book was nowhere to be seen. "Excuse me," he stammered to the person in the seat, "did you see a diary?" They shook their head, lost in their own world. 

The driver’s voice crackled over the intercom, "Next stop, Maple Street!" It was his stop. With a heavy heart and a frantic mind, Jack had to step off the bus, leaving his treasured memories behind.

The walk from the bus stop to his house felt longer than ever before. The familiar, welcoming glow of his living room window brought no comfort. When he opened the door, his parents immediately saw the distress on his face. He tried to hold it together, but the words tumbled out in a rush of shame and sadness. "I lost my diary," he confessed, his voice cracking. "On the bus. I looked everywhere, but it was gone." He felt a profound sense of loss, not just for the book, but for the years of his life he thought he'd just thrown away. 

His parents knelt beside him, their faces etched with concern not for the lost item, but for their son's pain. They listened to the whole story, letting him pour out his frustration and grief. When he was finished, his mother gently wiped a tear from his cheek. "Oh, Jack," she said softly. "We are so sorry you lost your book. That must feel terrible.”

His father then placed a firm, reassuring hand on his shoulder. "Losing things happens to everyone, son. It's a part of life. But what matters most isn't what you lose," he said, his voice warm and steady. "What matters is what you still have. You still have all those memories inside you. You still have your kindness and your intelligence. And," he added, pulling a brand new, empty notebook from behind his back, its pages crisp and white, waiting to be filled, "you still have the ability to write it all down again. This is a fresh start. A new adventure for your 'Book of Days'." 

Jack looked from his parents' loving faces to the blank pages of the new diary. The sharp pain of his loss began to soften, replaced by a growing warmth. He realized his parents were right. The memories weren't just in the ink; they were in his heart, and he could start a new chapter, one that included the important lesson he had just learned about being careful with his treasures.
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2 - Lucy's Dilemma 

The worn leather seats of the bus were a familiar world for Lucy, a world where the rhythmic rumble of the engine was a soundtrack to her thoughts. For Lucy, school was a place of confusing numbers and jumbled letters, a daily challenge she never seemed to meet. The ride home was her reprieve, a quiet limbo between the pressures of the classroom and the often empty house waiting for her. 

It was on one of these ordinary afternoons that something out of the ordinary caught her eye. A few seats away, a boy with a focused expression was scribbling intently in a notebook propped on his knee. As the bus slowed for a stop, an elderly lady struggled to get past him in the narrow aisle. The boy, ever the gentleman, immediately stood up and placed his precious book on the empty seat beside him to give her more room.

In that brief moment of distraction, as the boy helped the lady and navigated the flow of other passengers, an impulsive thought sparked in Lucy’s mind. It was a quick, almost subconscious movement. Her hand darted out, snatching the forgotten book from the seat. With her heart pounding, she tucked it deep inside her school bag, her breath catching in her throat. 

A few minutes later, the boy turned back. The look of confusion on his face quickly morphed into panic as he patted the seat, the floor, and his own pockets. Lucy watched from behind the seat in front of her, a silent, guilty observer. He searched desperately for a few more stops, his eyes scanning the bus floor frantically, before finally giving up. As the bus hissed to a stop at his corner, he got off, shoulders slumped in defeat. Lucy felt a heavy weight settle in her stomach.

Letting herself into the silent house, Lucy was greeted by the familiar emptiness. Her mother was still at work, a constant reality since her father had left months ago. The quiet felt judgmental. Dropping her bag by the sofa, she pulled out the stolen book. It wasn't a novel or a textbook, but a personal diary. The first page was neatly inscribed: 'Book of Days.' Hesitantly, Lucy turned the page. The entries were dated, starting years ago, a weekly chronicle of Jack, a boys life. 

There were accounts of a first football match, finding a frog, and small, hopeful dreams. As she read, Lucy felt a pang of guilt so sharp it was almost physical. This wasn't just a book; it was a piece of someone's life. She had stolen a boy's memories, and now he could no longer add to his own story. Yet Lucy felt envious of this boy's happy life, compared to her own.

Her moment of quiet reflection was shattered by the front door slamming shut. Her mother walked in, looking tired and worn, her face immediately hardening as she saw Lucy sitting on the unmade sofa. "Lucy! I asked you to tidy the kitchen this morning! Look at the mess," she began, her voice strained. "I'm working all day, the least you can do is help out. Times are hard now, you know that. Since your father left, we have to pull our own weight." The words washed over Lucy, familiar and heavy. She didn't argue, just nodded and trudged to the kitchen to
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