Kindness

Kindness does not arrive loudly. It enters quietly, with steady steps and open hands, and
begins to move the world. It begins in silence, in a single choice. One act of care, offered freely
and without reward, can echo through lives in ways we may never fully understand. Kindness

does not need applause. It only needs a heart that listens and hands that act.

At my school, kindness became more than a word; it became a movement. One of our
most loved teachers was diagnosed with a life-threatening heart condition, and our community
changed overnight. Students created a GoFundMe page; teachers gave up their sick days;
neighbors who had never met him donated without hesitation. Over $20,000 was raised not
because people were asked, but because they cared. That hallway, usually filled with chatter,
carried a different energy. We were united in hope. Even though his health was uncertain, the
support surrounding him was not. The kindness we showed did not only help him recover, it

reminded us of who we were as a school, as people, and as a community.

Kindness like this does not require fame or fortune. It begins with a decision. After the
2015 Paris attacks, people stood in long lines to donate blood; they were afraid for their future,
but they showed up anyway. Hurricane Katrina left homes in ruins, yet thousands of volunteers
traveled across states to help rebuild. They brought tools and time, but more importantly, they
brought humanity. These moments prove something simple but important: when people choose

to care, real change begins.



I have often wondered why kindness feels so powerful. Maybe it is because it shows up
when everything else feels broken. And when it does, it stays. I once wrote down these words,

not as a poem at first, but more as a thought I wanted to keep.

Kindness does not ask for a reason.

1t listens when words are too heavy to carry.

It stands beside you without needing to fix you.
It shows up early and stays late.

It waits without rushing.

1t stays when others leave.

And when you think no one sees you, kindness already has.

Those lines stayed with me because they felt true. I have seen kindness show up like that,
in schools, in cities, in moments of crisis, and I know it is often the quietest thing in the room,

but also the strongest.

Social media has also transformed how kindness spreads. During the COVID-19
pandemic, when cities fell quiet, the internet filled with action. People shared uplifting messages,
organized meal drives, and raised money for families in need. Social media, which often divides,
became a bridge. People used it not to impress but to support. George Floyd’s death awakened
millions; consequently, social platforms became spaces of protest, learning, and healing. The
Black Lives Matter movement showed that kindness, when paired with courage, becomes a force

for justice.

Kindness grows when empathy is present. People in Poland welcomed Ukrainian

refugees into their homes. They offered food, blankets, and shelter because they understood what



fear looks like. They acted not from obligation, but from understanding. Although they could not

stop the war, their kindness gave hope to those who had lost everything.

At the same time, conversation matters. After apartheid ended in South Africa, the Truth
and Reconciliation Commission invited truth to the surface. Survivors and former oppressors sat
in rooms together; however, instead of silence, there were stories, forgiveness, and rebuilding.
Words alone may not solve everything, but when they are spoken with care, they begin to heal.

When people talk openly, even the deepest wounds can begin to close.

Even though many people come from different backgrounds, kindness connects us; it
makes space for all voices to be heard. As hate crimes against Asian Americans rose,
communities across the country joined together. They protested, educated, and marched, not as
individuals but as one. Kindness, which had once been a whisper, became a chant of solidarity.

Inclusivity allows kindness to grow stronger because it ensures no one is left behind.

Although kindness may seem small, it has never been weak. A handwritten note, a warm
smile, a fundraiser for a teacher—these acts matter because they remind us of who we are.
Kindness is not random. It is intentional. It is the answer to fear, to division, to silence. Some
may say that one person cannot change the world, but history shows that when kindness leads,
walls fall. When empathy speaks, silence breaks. And when people care, not for praise and not

for power, but because they believe in each other, the world begins to change.

The teacher is back in the classroom now. He received a successful heart transplant and
returned to teaching math with the same dedication and energy we always knew. That fundraiser,
which began with a few students and a dream, became a message. We are never alone. When one

heart reaches out, others follow. Kindness does not need noise. It only needs someone to begin.



