
                                                         The Power of Kindness 

             Kindness is often described as something soft—gentle, pleasant, easy. But in reality, it can require 

a surprising amount of courage. I learned that on an ordinary afternoon that didn’t feel important at the 

time, yet ended up shaping how it can impact other people. 

             It happened during the middle of the school year, when everyone had settled into routines and 

social groups felt firmly established. By then, most people knew exactly where they belonged. I remember 

walking through the hallway when I noticed a classmate sitting alone near the lockers. His name was 

Daniel. We had spoken once or twice in class, but we weren’t friends. He wasn’t crying or making a scene. 

In fact, he was trying very hard not to draw attention to himself. But there’s a certain stillness people have 

when they feel defeated, and that’s what I saw. A few students had just passed him, whispering and 

laughing. I didn’t need to hear the words to understand the tone. I almost kept walking. It would have 

been easier. After all, I had my own schedule, my own friends waiting for me. But something felt wrong 

about pretending as if “I hadn’t noticed”. So I stopped. 

          I sat down beside him and asked “Are you okay?”. It wasn’t a heroic speech. It was a simple question. 

He hesitated before answering, and for a moment I thought he might brush it off. At first, he barely spoke. 

Eventually, he admitted that some people had been making fun of him for weeks. He said he tried to 

ignore it, but it was exhausting. But over time in class, he started contributing to conversations. I learned 

that he had a sharp sense of humor and knew more random historical facts than anyone I’d ever met—

which helped us in group projects. Slowly, he began to look more confident. He laughed more. The teasing 

didn’t disappear overnight, but it lost its impact. Bullies thrive on isolation. Once he wasn’t alone, their 

words didn’t carry the same weight as they did before. 

         A few weeks later, Daniel told me something that would stay with me forever, He said that before 

that day, he had been considering asking to transfer to any other school in the district because he felt like 

he didn’t belong anywhere. “When you sat down, it made me feel like maybe I wasn’t invisible or alone. I 

too have a friend to care.” 

                                 

Kindness is simple, gentle, and bright 

 A small little spark in the dark night. 

Kindness is quiet, it doesn’t need fame, 

It isn’t a trophy or prize in a game, 

 

A moment of care,  

A generous choice, 



Can give someone courage, 

Can give someone voice. 

 

Though actions seem small,  

Their echoes are long 

They turn simple days  

Into something strong! 

 

                             That changed my understanding of kindness. I realized kindness is not about dramatic 

gestures or public displays of generosity.  It’s about choosing to acknowledge someone when it would be 

easier not to. It’s about recognizing that even small actions can interrupt someone’s spiral of self-

confidence. Looking back, that afternoon didn’t seem extraordinary. There were no announcements or 

applause. But sometimes the most meaningful moments are quiet ones. A simple question, in a hallway 

and a willingness to pause changed his thoughts.   

 


