


The House of Many
Friends

Yavuz DEMIRKIRAN



At the end of a quiet street stood a little house with a bright
blue door. Grandma Rose lived there, with soft white curls in a
bun and round glasses that hid her kind eyes. Every afternoon,
her neighbors knocked on that blue door. They came with
stories, talents, and traditions to share. Grandma Rose always
welcomed them with a warm smile and a plate of cookies.
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Maya was the first to arrive, her black braids bouncing as she
ran. She carried a satchel full of paints and brushes. 'I painted
a picture of your house, Grandma Rose!" she said, holding up a
colorful drawing. Grandma Rose clapped her hands. ‘What a
talented artist you are, Maya!' she said, and hung the picture
on the wall.




Next came Mr. Okafor, tall and strong, with a tool belt around
his waist. He fixed the squeaky hinge on Grandma Rose's
cupboard. ‘'There you go,' he said, wiping his hands. 'A house
should never squeak.' Grandma Rose laughed. 'You are so
practical, Mr. Okafor. Thank you!' She handed him a glass of
lemonade.



Then Lila arrived, her teal headscarf fluttering in the breeze.
She brought a book of stories from her family. 'This one is
about a clever fox,' she said, sitting on the rug. Everyone
gathered around to listen. Lila's voice was soft and musical.
When she finished, the room was quiet, and then everyone
clapped. 'Tell another!' cried Maya.
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More neighbors came each day. Some brought songs, others
brought recipes, and some brought games. The little house
was always full of laughter and sharing. Grandma Rose loved
every minute. But one afternoon, she looked around and saw
that the room was packed. There was no place left to sit. 'Oh
my,' she said softly. 'Our house is getting very crowded.'
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Maya squeezed onto a tiny stool. Mr. Okafor stood by the door
because there were no chairs left. Lila shared her seat with a
neighbor. Everyone was kind, but it was clear: the house was
too small for so many friends. Grandma Rose sighed. 'l wish
we had more space,’ she said. 'But I love having you all here.’
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That evening, the neighbors sat together on the porch. 'We
need a bigger place,' said Mr. Okafor. 'But we don't want to
lose our cozy gatherings.' Maya jumped up. ‘What if we build a
community room?' she said. 'A special place for all of us!"
Everyone looked at each other and smiled. 'That's a wonderful
idea,' said Lila.




The next morning, the neighbors met in Grandma Rose's yard.
Mr. Okafor brought his tools and measuring tape. '"We can
build it right next to the house,' he said, pointing to an empty
spot. Maya sketched a plan on paper. Lila made a list of
everything they needed. Grandma Rose brought lemonade and
cookies. 'We'll do this together,' she said.
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Everyone had a job. Mr. Okafor sawed wood and hammered
nails. His strong arms made the work look easy. Maya painted
bright pictures on the walls: suns, flowers, and smiling faces.
Lila organized the room, placing chairs in a circle so everyone
could see each other. Grandma Rose sewed curtains with little
flowers on them.



Neighbors who couldn't build brought food and drinks. Others
donated old chairs and tables. Mr. Okafor fixed them up until
they looked new. Maya's mural grew more colorful each day.
Lila hung a sign that said "Welcome, Friends!' above the door.
Everyone worked together, and the room began to take shape.
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One afternoon, a neighbor named Mr. Chen arrived with a
small wooden box. 'l made this for the room,' he said. Inside
were tiny painted stones, each with a word like 'joy' and
'kindness.' "‘We can put them on the windowsill,' said Lila. 'So
everyone who comes here feels welcome.' Grandma Rose's
eyes sparkled. 'It's perfect,' she said.
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Finally, the community room was ready. It was a simple
building, but it was filled with love. Maya's mural covered one
wall, and Mr. Okafor's shelves held books and games. Lila's
story corner had soft cushions. Grandma Rose hung her
flowered curtains. When the neighbors gathered for the first
time, everyone gasped. 'It's beautiful!' they said.
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Grandma Rose stood in the middle of the room. '"This place
belongs to all of us,' she said. 'Each of you gave something
special. Maya gave her art, Mr. Okafor his building skills, Lila
her stories, and everyone else their kindness.' She smiled.
'‘That's what makes a community strong: everyone sharing and

feeling included.'




From that day on, the community room was always busy.
Neighbors came to read, paint, and tell stories. Maya taught
others how to paint. Mr. Okafor fixed things when they broke.
Lila shared stories from many cultures. Grandma Rose sat in
her favorite chair, watching her friends. 'This is the happiest
place I know,' she said.
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The house of many friends grew and grew. New neighbors
joined, and everyone found a way to help. They painted, built,
cooked, and shared. No one was left out. The little house at the
end of the quiet street was now a warm and welcoming
community center. And Grandma Rose's blue door was always
open.




So if you ever walk down that quiet street, you'll see a little
house and a big community room. You'll hear laughter and
stories. You'll see colorful murals and shelves full of books.
And you'll know that when people share and cooperate, an
ordinary building becomes a place where everyone belongs.
Grandma Rose will wave and say, 'Come in, friend!
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