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            Dedication

            For the quiet builders of bridges, the gentle tenders of shared spaces, and all who understand that our own dignity shines brightest when it illuminates the worth of every neighbor. May this story be a tender reminder that community is where every heart finds its truest home.
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        The moving truck rumbled away, leaving Tony standing alone on the sidewalk. New house, new town, new everything. His old home felt like a dream already, far behind him. He kicked at a loose pebble, watching it skitter across the hot pavement. A quiet sigh slipped out. He was ten, almost eleven, and suddenly, he felt very small.


His new street was neat and quiet. Houses stood tall, painted in soft colors, with pretty green lawns. Everyone had a tidy garden in front of their house. But at the very end of the street, past Mrs. Gable’s perfect rose bushes and Mr. Henderson’s row of bright sunflowers, something messy caught his eye. It was a garden, but not like the others. This one was wild, tangled, and overgrown. Weeds reached up like skinny arms, covering what looked like forgotten flower beds. A broken bird bath sat crooked, half-hidden by thick vines. It looked like a place time had forgotten, a secret the street tried to pretend wasn’t there. Tony felt a pull, a little twitch of wonder. It looked sad, but also a bit exciting. A mystery.


The next morning, after his mom unpacked the last box of his books, Tony decided to explore. He walked slowly down the street, past the neat houses, until he stood before the wild garden. A rusty iron gate hung open, groaning softly in the breeze. He pushed it wider, stepping inside. The air was thick with the smell of damp earth and old leaves. Big, thorny bushes scraped at his jeans. He saw a stone bench, tipped over, and a small pond, mostly mud now. As he poked around a thick clump of green, his fingers brushed against something stiff. He bent down, pushing aside a tangle of weeds. There it was. A small piece of paper, folded many times, tucked under a patch of dark green ivy.
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