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Be Nice, Be Kind 
 
“Be nice, be kind. Do unto others,” Mom and Dad instructed during my early years and 

onward. “Be nice, be kind. Do unto others. The world will reward you time after time.”  

Their instructions I tried and tried and tried to follow. Not easy. Not easy at all.  

The normal “kid tests” came up all the time. 

The rules remained the same.   

“Don’t lie. Don’t cheat. Don’t be rude. Don’t get that girl in trouble. Be good and wait 

your turn.”  

I failed almost every single instance and did no better in my teen years when kicks, door 

splinters and two minutes of screaming for the “bad man” who broke in to “leave me 

alone.”  

He would not listen.  

“Be nice, be kind.”  

Mom’s and Dad’s voices fluttered above my head like birds, comforting me through the 

pain as I stared up at the ceiling.  

When he left in a haze of panic, leaving only the threat of his return if I’d said a word of 

what he had done, the words of my parents stayed.  

“Be nice, be kind.”  

The ambulance ride… 

“Be nice, be kind.”  

The clouded blue skies that turned to a black night.  



“Do unto others.”  

Talking white coats with “Its okay” and “I’m sorry” as they went about the jobs they had 

been paid to do skittered by.  

In the ocean of white and sorry, hands held mine.  

I looked around.  

Compassion reflected in every color eye around the room; blue, brown, green, hazel, and 

others.  

Though there were no faces I’d seen before, they were all I had at the moment and I gave 

thanks for small blessings.  

Minutes later, the moment that defined my life happened.  

Another face appeared in my line of vision; one that I had known all my life.  

“Sweetheart,” she said, touching then slowly gripping my hand as I tried my best to avoid 

her gaze.  

For a second, I succeeded.  

The next second, her gentle hands surrounded my face as she looked into my eyes; two 

hurt and coffee-colored sets of pupils meeting at once. 

The hurt and torture reflected back to me in her stare; hurt at not being able to protect me 

and torture at not knowing what to say to me a the worst possible moment in my life.  

“Mom,” I barely croaked out, trying not to cry out the tears and misery I desperately 

wanted to leave my heart and insides. After that, I sat up and Mom pulled me into her 

arms. Then, in the middle of the doctors doing their jobs, the tears, and the heavy hearts 

of all around, she held me there as if I were her newborn again and said, “I know this 



hurts very much now, but you are going to get through this. I know it doesn’t seem like it 

right now, but it will happen and you’ll be stronger and better than ever.”  

She said the words with such a finality that I knew I would. I also knew that she would be 

there with me every step of the way, aiding me with whatever I needed to make it 

through.  

Mom’s words became the instant that defined the rest of my life from that point on.  

First, I knew that I would get through the emotional pain, though the journey would be 

anything but easy, I felt better about it and knew that it would happen, especially with 

Mom at my side. There was not a moment where she wasn’t there with an open ear and a 

shoulder to cry on.  

Speaking of which, the relationship between my mother and I improved tremendously. I 

had come to realize that she was not there to ruin my teenaged life, but to help me find 

ways to make it better.  

Third, I forgave the man that hurt me, which was the hardest thing I’d ever done.  

Despite this, it had to be done and, after two years, more talks, more tears, and the 

sentence of the man responsible for the attack, I actually did it. 

I said the words to him at the sentencing and meant what I had said.  

A huge weight fell off of my shoulders and I felt as if the world had opened up anew to 

me. 

The family phrase “Be nice, be kind. Do unto others” flashed into my mind again and 

only then did I truly discover what my parents meant.  



I lived through an ordeal that most don’t and those that live through it hate to talk about 

it. So, each day, I wake up not only extremely grateful but also determined to help others 

through their internal struggles with an open ear or a shoulder to cry on. 


