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Preface

Friendship can grow anywhere—on playgrounds, in classrooms, or even on the streets. The Boy Who Made a New Friend is written to remind you that kindness has the power to change lives. 

Ted’s story shows that helping others, no matter how small the act, creates ripples of love and hope. Jack’s journey reminds us that gratitude and giving back are just as important. 

This book is not only about a boy and a man, but about how hearts connect when we choose to see people for who they truly are. May it inspire you to be kind always.
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Chapter 1: The Encounter
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Ted liked walking around the neighborhood after school. The streets were familiar, but each time he went a little further to discover something new. One afternoon, he was walking down the street just blocks away from where they stay when he noticed something. 

A small tent stood by the wall of an old building. It was not bright or colorful like a camping tent he had seen in shops. Instead, it looked worn and tired, its sides patched with pieces of cloth. 

In front of the tent, tied loosely to a short pole, was a tiny dog. The dog’s fur was rough, its ears drooped, and it looked very thin.

Ted stopped. He had never seen a tent on this street before, and certainly not a dog sitting outside one. The little animal gave a soft sound, more like a whimper than a bark, as if asking for something. Ted had a sandwich left in his lunchbox, and he wondered if the dog might be hungry.

He walked a little closer, careful with each step. The dog lifted its head, its eyes following him, but it didn’t make a fuss. 

Its tail moved only once, weakly, as though even wagging took too much energy. Ted felt both sorry for the creature and curious about the tent. Who lived inside?

The tent looked quiet, almost as if nobody was home. Ted hesitated, thinking he should probably turn back. His parents always told him not to talk to strangers, but something about the scene pulled him closer. He crouched near the dog and whispered softly, though he knew the animal couldn’t understand his words.

The dog’s nose twitched, and it let out another small sound. Ted carefully opened his lunchbox, pulled out the sandwich, and tore a small piece of bread. 

He laid it on the ground, just out of reach of the string that held the dog. Slowly, the dog leaned forward and ate it. Watching it chew made him realize how hungry it must have been.

He placed another bit of bread on the ground, this time closer. The dog ate again, more eagerly. Ted felt a sense of relief. Helping, even in a small way, made him feel good inside. 

He almost forgot about the tent until he noticed movement from within. The thin fabric shifted slightly, and a faint rustling sound followed.

Someone was inside. He quickly thought about running back, but his feet stayed rooted to the ground. The flap of the tent moved, and a figure emerged slowly. 

It was an older man, his beard thick and gray, his clothes layered and worn from long use. His eyes were tired but calm as they settled on Ted.

For a moment, they stared at each other. Ted felt nervous, not sure what to say. The dog pressed closer to the man’s side as if comforted by his presence. The man looked at Ted, then at the sandwich in his hand. His mouth curved slightly, not in a laugh but in a gentle way that seemed thankful.

The silence extended, but not in a harsh way. Ted felt his fear ease a little. The man finally spoke, “Hello,” he said. “My name is Jack.”

Ted held his breath, then managed to reply, “I’m Ted.”

In that quiet street, beside the old tent and the tired little dog, a new friendship had its very first beginning.
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Chapter 2: Knowing Jack
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Jack pulled the tent flap wider and stepped fully into the fading light. His clothes looked worn, patched in places where the fabric had torn. His boots had seen many days of walking, and his hands were rough, marked by hard work and cold nights. Ted stared at him, half afraid and half curious, while the little dog leaned against Jack’s leg.

Jack lowered himself onto the curb as if his body carried years of weight. He looked at Ted again, but his expression was gentle. There was no anger, no threat. Only a quiet kind of tiredness that made Ted feel both sorry and respectful.

“Sit,” Jack said, pointing to the curb near him. Ted hesitated for a breath, then lowered himself onto the cold concrete. The dog settled between them, its head resting on its paws. Ted could hear cars far away, but here the air felt still and serious.

Jack began to speak. He told Ted that once, long ago, he had a job. He had worked in a factory that made furniture, lifting heavy wood and smoothing the edges until tables and chairs were ready for families.

Ted listened without interrupting. He imagined Jack younger, stronger, surrounded by the smell of cut wood. Jack said the factory closed one winter when the owner could no longer pay the workers. Many people lost their jobs that year, and Jack was one of them.

At first, Jack believed he would find another place to work. He searched every day, walking to offices and shops, asking if they needed help. But doors closed quickly, and weeks turned into months. Without money, his small apartment slipped away, and he found himself with nowhere to go.

Ted’s hands tightened around his lunchbox. He had never thought about losing a home. His parents always said goodnight in warm rooms, and food was on the table each evening. Listening to Jack made Ted realize how fragile things could be.

Jack explained that he tried shelters, but they were crowded, and sometimes unsafe. He found the tent instead, a small space he could call his own. The dog, he added, had appeared one rainy night. Someone had abandoned it, and Jack took it in because he could not bear to see another living thing alone.

Ted kept his eyes on the man as the story unfolded. The dog pressed closer to Jack’s knee, almost as if it too remembered. Ted thought about the sandwich he had shared earlier and felt proud he had given something, even if it was small.

Jack’s voice did not rise or fall. It was steady, almost calm, even when he described the nights that were hardest. He spoke about sleeping through cold winds, about mornings where he woke up with nothing to eat, about people walking past him without even saying hello.

Ted’s chest felt heavy. He had walked by many strangers before, never thinking about their lives. Now, hearing Jack’s story, he understood that every person had a history, even those who lived in tents. Jack had once worked, laughed, and lived in a home, just like anyone else.

The boy shifted his backpack closer, feeling its weight against him. Inside were books, pencils, and snacks, things he had always taken for granted. He thought about how different his life would be without those things. The thought made him swallow hard.

Jack leaned back slightly, looking up at the sky as if gathering his thoughts. He said he still hoped for better days, though they seemed far away. He admitted there were moments he wanted to give up, but then the dog would nuzzle his hand, reminding him he wasn’t completely alone.

Ted did not speak much, but inside his heart something strong was building. He felt a pull to do more than just listen. This man, sitting in old clothes beside a small tent, deserved more than pity. He deserved respect, and perhaps even a friend.

The afternoon light dimmed, painting long shadows across the street. Ted knew it would be time to go home soon. His parents might wonder where he was. Still, he lingered, not wanting to leave Jack after hearing so much.

Finally, Ted stood slowly, brushing the dust from his pants. Jack looked at him with a calm expression, waiting. Ted wanted to say something grand, something that would explain the promise rising inside him. But he was only a boy, and words often felt too
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