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Topic: An Unexpected Friendship 

Pictures given: A phone, a puppy, an old person in a wheelchair 

“Ring…” the strident ring of the landline phone echoed through every nook 

and cranny of my house. I slouched deeper into the sofa, waiting for my parents to 

pick up the phone. That was when I remembered that they both had gone to buy 

groceries. Knowing that I had no other choice, I reluctantly dragged myself to the 

telephone and picked it up.  

 “Hello,” I mumbled, showing not even a shred of enthusiasm. A telemarketer 

with a cheery voice began advertising a product. I let out a groan so loud that even if 

the telemarketer was not on the phone with me, he would have realised my disdain 

for the product. To my utmost surprise, instead of droning on and on about the 

product, he asked me why I was down in the dumps! My right eyebrow involuntarily 

shot up as I wondered – how could a salesman be so thoughtful as to ask me why I 

was grumpy?  

 Not wanting to be rude after his kind gesture, I explained to him, “Well, I had 

the worst day at school. My closest friend in the entire school accused me of stealing 

his wallet and we had a falling out. To make matters worse, he spread the news to 

everybody in our class, making me look like a thief who could never be trusted. Do 

you not think that I would be angry if an annoying telemarketer called me to advertise 

a product after all that?” 

 Although I could not see him, I could feel the telemarketer’s nod as I shared 

the woes which plagued me. Upon listening to my sorrows, he coolly replied, “It 

seems as if your friend has been giving you the cold shoulder. Perhaps, until you 

make up with your friend, I could be your companion?”   

 I could not believe my ears! A telemarketer, who was the source of my 

annoyance in the first place, wanted to be my friend? This was certainly miles away 

from what I expected his reactions to be. If I were in his shoes, I would have just 

tuned him out.  

 I fell into deep thought. What if this was all part of a scam, an effort to get 

closer to me so that he could take advantage of it later? But what if he actually 
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wanted to be my friend? After pondering over the matter for what felt like an eternity, 

I decided… I would be his friend! 

 Ever since that memorable day, I have always scooped out some time from 

my busy schedule to talk to my new friend. Even after I had reconciled with my friend 

in school, I chose to sustain this unexpected friendship with that telemarketer. We 

shared our joys, our hardships, our hobbies… Over time, our friendship blossomed 

like a beautiful flower! While some may argue that a friendship of this sort has no 

substance, I believe that he has become one of my closest friends whom I can 

definitely count on as he is always there to lend a listening ear.  
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