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THE KEY

TO KIND

To this day, when the seasons begin to change and the sun 
sets earlier, the memories of my childhood begin to flood my 
mind like calm waves. It was during this time of year when my 
mom, my younger sister and I were venturing into new territory, 
rediscovering life on our own. Times are never easy after a 
divorce, especially for the parents of young children. Providing 
stability seems too close to impossible when circumstances 
are unpredictable and ever-changing. Unbeknownst to us, our 
mother was diligently working towards providing us with a safe 
space where we would grow up and explore new possibilities. I 
realize now, looking back, that so much of who I am today came 
from the lessons of watching my mother go through the hardest 
season of her life. Matriarchy held us close.

Resilience was the first lesson I learned early on. Although I did 
not know it at the time, life was showing me how unpredictable 
it could truly be. I knew we were moving out of our home but 
wasn’t sure where to. My sister and I viewed staying at various 
family members’ houses as an endless sleepover. Yet for our 
mom, the endless sleepovers where taxing. As the leader of 
our small family, her main concern was to find us a permanent 
place to live—a place where my sister and I could grow up and 
flourish. We didn’t know, as she did, that we were, in essence, 
momentarily homeless. 

Filled with joy was the day we moved into our brand new 
apartment. The golden evening light flooded our empty living 
room; and although furniture was lacking, we were smitten 
because we knew it was all ours. After having our few possessions 
fitted neatly into a suitcase for the past couple months, the 
thought of having our own home seemed astounding—and the 
possibilities were endless. Decorating our room initiated our 
stage of self-discovery and expression, delving into what we 
liked and didn’t, while at the same time, learning to compromise 
and respect each others’ space. We carefully picked each item 
with intention and purpose, and the process became fun for 
the three of us. Hope was our biggest propeller, and our new 
home was where we would start our independent lives, where 
my sister and I would grow up, and where we would build 
a solid foundation. 

You would think that in the struggle to survive my memories 
would be about hard work and sacrifice, but my mother made life 
about so much more than that. To my mom, affirming our value 
as women was always important. In a world where superficiality 
was and is constantly revered, her intent was to help us realize 
there is great value in the unique characteristics we each hold. To 
her, teaching us skills that would aid our self-reliance and would 
abridge coming into adulthood as independent women was vital. 
It was not just about being superficially beautiful—it was about 
being educated, kind, curious, adventurous, all while maintaining 
a sense of poise and grace. Small tasks like finishing our 
homework, helping execute a recipe, changing a tire or placing 
a stamp on an envelope meant something more. All these small 
tasks seemed like never-ending, monotonous chores, but upon 
reflection, I now realize that we were being taught the basics 
of everyday life. We may be guilty of taking these superfluous 
tasks for granted, but every time I place a stamp neatly onto an 
envelope, it brings me back to my childhood, and I turn that past 
frustration into gratitude.

There were also bigger lessons to be learned, and learn is 
precisely what we did. Respect was perpetual in our home, and 

as a young kid I often unknowingly challenged it. What seemed 
like innocent carelessness would translate to lack of regard for 
myself and my surroundings. We were reminded by our mother 
that respecting ourselves and our surroundings was crucial in 
how it directly impacted our perception and how we chose to 
treat our environment as a whole. Being responsible for our 
personal space as well as our environment speaks directly to 
accountability, reliability and how important it is to have regard 
for others. After all, keeping a tidy space makes for a clear mind.

Kindness was another challenging character trait that my 
mother was careful to instill in us. I found it fascinating how my 
mother would firmly say “no” yet still hold a kind approach, or 
how she would push past frustration when a mistake had been 
made. Oftentimes, we walk away from life's challenges feeling 
much less than kind. Our natural tendency is to beat ourselves up 
after making a mistake, focusing our attention on what is lacking 
and blaming ourselves over and over again until guilt emerges. 
It all begins at home and comes from within. If we are kind to 
ourselves, we can show true kindness to others. Remembering 
to learn from past mistakes and move forward was a constant 
reminder my mother provided. Restraining from being so hard 
on myself and learning to forgive has proven to be quite difficult 
at times, but when I feel like my reaction towards others was 
justified, I would remember that being truly kind is directly 
aligned with being kind to myself. Sharing that compassion with 
others has shown to be a more positive approach. Sometimes it 
means saying “no” and being true to my own boundaries, while 
respecting my needs can, in fact, be a hard pill to swallow but 
worth the extra effort. Learning how to be kind to myself after 
many years has resulted in clarity—by having compassion 
towards myself, I can truly extend kindness to others.

Ever-present in our home was a proclivity towards curiosity. 
My mother never let finances or what’s perceived as “luxury” to 
others stop her from giving us a life of adventure. She would pack 
up the car and take us on a drive that lasted as far as a tank of 
gas would take us to “see what’s down the road.” If we wanted 
to know more about a particular topic, we would visit our 
local library and learn all about it. The library was where I first 
discovered the world, immersing myself in books and learning 
about everything from A to Z was my mission. Occupying myself 
in stories and letting my imagination run wild was incredibly 
gratifying. This insatiable hunger to know more fueled our 
ability to learn quickly and was the catalyst for us wanting more 
out of life. We were encouraged to always ask “why” and the seed 
was planted very early on to be open to new experiences. From 
this curiosity my passion for travel and exploring emanated, and 
my declaration as a child to travel the world still resonates with 
me today. 

Taking these small steps towards expanding our character 
does not require privilege or luxury. It takes determination and 
courage, and although it may be hard, my mother is a perfect 
example of someone who took what was in her hand and 
multiplied it for us. Without her prowess, my sister and I would 
be different women; and although we are still evolving, we have 
been armed through her love and patience with valuable lessons. 
It is vital to encourage each other towards eminence, regardless 
of relationship or where in life one may be. Providing that space 
and support while remembering to be kind to ourselves first is 
how we will truly know how to be kind towards others. 
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