
“Turning into a softie” 
 
 
I first noticed the phenomenon of “turning into a softie” years ago after some dear friends became 
grandparents.  These people were always very kind and caring, but there seemed to be an added 
new dimension to the way they acted and talked.  Albeit subtle, I noticed it more with the 
husband, now turned “grandpa”.   
 
Although I’m not a grandparent, my age would qualify me to be one.  The only thing missing from 
the equation is I have no children.  I guess that is a key element in becoming a grandparent.  
Aside from that, I’ve noticed a trend towards becoming a “softie” in my own regards.  So, just 
what are the indicators that one is heading down the path towards “softiness”? 
 
I seem to be less consumed with having to be right all of the time.  My lifelong propensity for “a 
place for everything and everything in its place” has loosened up a bit also.  It’s not that I’m 
settling for less, I am now accepting less than perfect when it is okay to do so.  I’m also free to 
give someone a hug if I wish.  I can thank Cassie, Ariel, Olivia, and Alexa for that.   
 
Other people’s situations in life now catch my attention whereas before it did not.  If a neighbor or 
friend is going through a hard time, is ill, or faces a challenge like surgery or treatment, I find 
myself taking a moment to pray for them, visit them, or just listen.  “Doing” things for people has 
always come naturally to me.  Going beyond the “doing” has never been comfortable.  Taking the 
time to listen and just be there when needed indicates to me that I am “turning into a softie”. 
 
While watching TV, driving, or simply when I am out and about, I tend to notice human-interest 
stories or take note of poignant moments.  I find myself moved by these events, not matter how 
small.  My emotions seem to be more alert and sensitive than they have ever been.  Yesterday 
morning I came across one of those small events that caught my attention.  When driving to work 
in the morning, I try to leave before a certain time so I can miss the school bus traffic.  At times, 
I’ll find myself behind a school bus stopping every half block with it’s red lights flashing and stop 
sign extended picking up kids.  It certainly makes for a slower commute. 
 
While driving yesterday morning I came upon a bus stopped ahead of me heading in the other 
direction.  I slowed down and came to a stop.  The bus door was open.  A father was standing 
there with his young son, elementary school age, appearing to try to convince him that it was 
okay to get on the bus.  He was using sign language.  His son was deaf.  The boy got on the first 
step.  In one continuous motion, his father pointed to himself, then, covered his heart with his 
hand, and then pointed towards the boy saying in sign language, “I love you”.  That was all the 
encouragement that young boy needed.  He hopped right up into the bus, turned, and gave his 
father a wave.   
 
That little episode brought a tear to my eye.  I thought of all the times I complained having to stop 
whenever the school bus stopped.  That morning, it was a delight to stop and witness that scene.  
There were far more important things happening there than me having to wait a few additional 
seconds before continuing on my way.  Rather than complain about the delay I thanked God that 
I could hear.   
 
There was a local news story one night on the TV.  A reporter happened to be at the airport when 
several soldiers returning from Iraq were walking together through the terminal.  Everywhere 
along their route people stopped and applauded them, thanking them for their service.  It was 
unplanned and spontaneous.  I still get goose bumps thinking back on that short news story. 
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There are certain movies that I’ve seen time and time again containing a scene or two that really 
tug at me now whereas it did not before.  The same is true with some TV shows.  M.A.S.H. is one of 
those shows.  Amidst all of the comedy, no other show could capture and portray a poignant 
moment like that show.  I could recite nearly word for word certain parts of episodes that solicit 
emotions when watching.  There are two movies in particular with endings I’ll never forget.  Both are 
comedies that happen to include the actor, John Candy.  He has since passed on.  Have you 
ever seen, “Planes, Trains, and Automobiles”? 
 
I have that movie on tape.  I’ll purposely put it in the VCR and fast-forward it just to watch the end 
of the movie.  It’s my all time favorite movie ending.  Even after all of the trouble that John Candy 
has put Steve Martin through while traveling together in the movie, Steve, while finally heading 
home for Thanksgiving, recalls some of his conversations with John and realizes all is not well.  
He delays his trip home by immediately returning to the bus depot to find John sitting alone in the 
empty depot.  Their conversation and the scenes that follow always get me.  I must be “turning into 
a softie”. 
 
One of the final movies that John Candy starred in before his death was “Uncle Buck”.  Another comedy, 
it had its sincere moments as well.  The last scene has John standing by his old car waving at his 
teen-age niece, Tia, whom he had finally become friends with.  The film freezes that picture of 
him and his smile as the final credits roll.  It was one of the last times John was in a movie.  That fact 
along with the story behind he and Tia brings a tear to my eye. 
 
Whether it’s on film, TV, or in real life, I seem to have developed a sensitivity that I’ve not had 
before.  Perhaps there is a chemical interaction between graying hair and stiffening joints causing 
an emotional change to occur somewhere in my brain.  I have no scientific explanation for it.  All I 
know is what I see and feel.  Has this happened to you?  If not, let it.  It really isn’t all that bad.  
You need not wait until you qualify to be a grandparent.  I think anyone at any age should allow 
themselves to take a few steps down the path towards “softiness”.  Being self-consumed and 
distant isn’t all it’s cracked up to be.   
 
I encourage each one of us to keep our eyes and ears open to the people and events 
surrounding us.  Observe and learn.  Feel and appreciate.  Reach out to people. Enjoy the 
moments. Dare to go beyond your comfort zone.  I’m rather enjoying my experience of “turning 
into a softie”.  I hope you’ll experience it, too. 
 
 
 
 
 


