
Seeing Hope in Little Gestures 

 

Into the metropolis converge human rivers, which gather their waters and make us a stunned school of fish, pushing 

strokes on the surface to be able to see ahead, floating to be able to breathe. We are elbowing neighbors and brushing 

against people of all backgrounds, demanded to share the workplace, the restroom and the elevator, to fight for a parking 

spot, squeeze in the public transportation, share living areas, to live along neighbors who have other habits. If the world 

gets excited with numbers and unimaginable figures, people are moved by the mass that pushes, steps over and crushes. 

In this troubled sea, the small gesture, anonymous, silent and discreet, is not notices by the anxious mob, but they remind 

us of common humanity, which keeps losing itself. 

Expressions such as thank you, can you please, thank you, good afternoon, see you soon, are you ok?, excuse me, pardon, 

I’m sorry are heard less and less often. Brief words that cost nothing to be said and yet have the witching power of 

soothing tensions, diluting hostilities, avoiding outbursts and even make smiles sprout. Forgotten, unknown or avoided, 

these losses create the setting for impoliteness and free the near barbaric aggressiveness. Less is seen in the gestures and 

attitudes: respecting pregnant women, helping the elderly, protecting children, rescuing the sick etc. Kindness sweetens 

the rough life. 

One of these days, I watched a father buy his son a Popsicle – commonplace had it not been for the surprising factor: the 

homeless boy of the same age, rummaging around, was hypnotized by the Popsicle. The opaque look reflected a desert of 

unknown flavors, a sea of unmet wishes, a hundred years of frustrations in a short life. The father could feel the abyss 

between his child and the homeless kid: he put another Popsicle in the homeless kid’s hands, who in the euphoria of the 

moment, could not peel the plastic cover. Father and son took a step back, allowing the kid decipher the frozen sphinx. 

They hadn’t taken 10 steps back, the father turned around, peeled the plastic cover from the Popsicle and, taken by a 

wave of emotion, kissed him on the cheek. He left, leaving the kid with gleaming eyes and two discoveries: the icy Popsicle 

and the warm kiss. 

One of these nights, I watched an elegant elderly lady be attacked on the way out of a drugstore. At once, they snapped 

her purse and shopping bag.  Stricken by the scare, she sinks onto an unmovable stupor: she feels the expected has finally 

hit her. She should think a woman her age would be spared. Trembling body, pale lips, the tearless terror. Her 

helplessness reads that a world without beliefs, principles and values has crumbled down – she didn’t know how to walk 

over the debris. A man, wearing a Ralph Lauren shirt and Hermés tie, approaches. Frightened, she steps back. Kind, he 

comforts and consoles her. She says, over and over, she needs to take the medicine home to her sick grandson, but now 

finds herself penniless. The man wants to help. She thanks, says she lives nearby, that she’ll get more money, but he 

doesn’t budge. Distant, she repeats the litany of her sick grandson.  Obligingly, he guides her back into the drugstore. They 

leave with the shopping bag and he firmly says he will take her home; he wants to meet the grandson. She, who couldn’t 

believe the mugging, is suspicious of the help. But takes the arm he stands and, chatting, they walk. 

Rainy night, the cab driver, stopped at a red light, sees the girl sleeping under the marquee. The accumulated water 

overflows and runs towards the frail body. He gets out of the car and, careful not to wake her up, sweeps her up and, 

delicately, lays her three steps up, safe from the water. 

Such scenes happen, unseen, all around. Maybe these days it’s not possible to find convictions such as Anne Frank’s. The 

Jewish girl who, a little before dying in a concentration camp, wrote on her diary: “Despite it all, I still believe in human 

kindness.” If there is no such faith anymore, may we be consoled by the hidden hope of little particular gestures. 


