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The Book with Blank Pages
––––––––
[image: ]

A wonderful and meaningful idea — children deserve access to stories that help them process emotions such as loss, without weighing them down.

Prologue to the Reader
Hello!
If you are holding this book in your hands, maybe you like stories. Or maybe you don’t. Or maybe you just found it somewhere forgotten and decided to take a look.
This is the story of a boy. And an old man. And a notebook that had nothing written inside. Or did it?
Within the pages you are about to read, there are no wizards, monsters, or kings. But there are things even more real: a corner hiding secrets, a club that cannot be seen, and a boy who learns something very important. Not from school books. From absence.
If at any point you feel sadness, do not worry. All great things start from something that is missing.
Happy reading.
The Author
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Chapter 1 –
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The Bookshop at the Bend
Jason rarely felt like going straight home after school.
Not that he disliked his house—it was warm and welcoming, with bookshelves crammed full, a couch that swallowed you like a cloud, and a cat, Mousa, who napped on open pages as if she owned every story.
But in the afternoons the place was silent. His parents were away at work, and the rooms held more shadows than voices.
So, almost every day, Jason wandered “just a little further.” Not far—only as far as the bend.
There, tucked at the edge of the old marketplace, stood a tiny bookshop that no one called by name anymore.
It had no sign. Only a wooden door and a window stacked with dust-covered covers.
Some people passing by swore it had closed years ago. Others assumed it was nothing more than storage.
But Jason knew the truth: inside lived Mr. Zisis.
Mr. Zisis was nothing like other grown-ups. His shoes creaked with every step, his voice whistled like a flute, and on his head perched a hat decorated with feathers.
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He spoke words Jason had never heard before—and a few that might not even exist at all.
“Welcome, brave Explorer of Pages!” he would call out, whenever the door swung open and the tiny bell above chimed.
And Jason would grin from ear to ear. Here, he wasn’t merely a fifth-grader.
Here, he was a seeker of adventures, a hunter of forgotten books, a friend of Zisis.
And every time he left, a book he had never seen before waited in his hands.
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Mr. Zisis Goes on an Outing
It was early morning, and the sun had only just peeked over the sky.
Inside Mr. Zisis’s little shop the air smelled of paper and mint. The old bookseller, wearing his straw hat and carrying a small backpack, closed the door behind him and went to ring the bell at Jason’s house.
“Today we’re going on an excursion,” he announced as soon as the door opened.
“An excursion for strange folk like us!”
Jason hurried into his shoes, and off they went. They walked through the city streets, paying attention to the pavements, the clouds, the sounds, and the words written across the shop windows.
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“Do you know what’s better than places you’ve never been?” Mr. Zisis suddenly asked.
“The very same places—when you see them differently.”
They passed through a small park that smelled of fresh earth and humming bees. They sat on a bench with wooden armrests, and Mr. Zisis pulled two small sandwiches and a cardboard box of strawberries from his backpack.
“I used to come here as a boy,” he said.
“Back then it seemed enormous. Today I see it with different eyes—the eyes of memory.”
Jason looked at him silently.
Mr. Zisis handed him a strawberry.
“Everything we remember is like a strawberry: it lasts only a few minutes, but its taste stays with you forever.”
They walked a little further, still in silence, listening to the wind whisper through the leaves.
“I want you always to remember this, Jason. When you go for a walk, take your eyes with you—not just your feet. And above all, don’t be afraid to pause, to look. Because people who stop looking... forget how to dream.”
Jason said nothing. But he kept the strawberry in his pocket until it melted.
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The Notebook of Strange Things
The next day, Jason couldn’t stop thinking about their walk.
He went back to the bookshop. Mr. Zisis was waiting for him with an old paper notebook.
“This is for you,” he said.
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The notebook was bound with thread, its corners nibbled away by time.
It smelled of wood, forgetfulness, and just a hint of cinnamon.
“What should I do with it?” Jason asked.
Mr. Zisis smiled.
“Write down all the strange things you see. The things that feel different. The ones you don’t understand right away. And the ones you’d like to remember, even when you’re grown.”
Jason flipped through the empty pages.
“And how will I know what to write?”
“You’ll write with your eyes. You have that kind of gaze, Jason—the kind that catches what others walk past.”
From that day on, every time something made him pause, Jason wrote it in his notebook.
He wrote about a dog that seemed to understand every word its owner spoke.
About a musician who played the violin without a sound—yet people still stopped to listen.
About a piece of paper that danced through the air as if it had a heartbeat of its own.
Mr. Zisis read his notes carefully. One day he closed the notebook and looked Jason straight in the eyes.
“You know, Jason, people who keep notes are like explorers. They’re never afraid of getting lost—because they always have something to guide them back.”
Jason didn’t understand at once what he meant.
But he kept the phrase inside him, the way one keeps a seed without knowing yet what tree it will become.
And he kept on writing.
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