
The Final Word 
Jesse Huling, ’16, Believes in Waving Hello 
 

Free Minds students in the class of 2016 wrote essays about what they believe – the core values that 

guide their lives. They joined thousands of people who have penned "This I Believe" essays since the 

original 1950s radio show of the same name and the more recent iteration of the project heard on 

NPR. In this essay titled "Aloha," student Jesse Huling shares why he believes in waving to people. 

 

I believe in waving to people in passing, as if to say, 

“Salutations, I’m right here, and I acknowledge your 

presence as well.” And that’s it. Not, “Hi, look at me, I 

have a favor to ask of you.” Nope, just, “Here we are, 

on the same molten stuffed, polarized, puddled rock, 

thankfully contained within its own vacuum, flying 

through space. Here we are at the same time, out of 

countless others, crossing paths. Hello, I’m doing 

fine. I hope you’re doing well. If not, maybe I can 

help, otherwise, carry on.”  

 

It’s a habit I picked up in rural Gonzales County. The 

nearest store to Pa Richardson’s ranch was six 

miles. Out on the roads the people waved to me, to 

each other, who they didn’t necessarily know. That got fun really fast. I can wave to people and they 

wave back? What a concept! So I did, and so did they. Once, passing each other at about 120 mph, 

an older gentleman responded with, not a wave, per se, but he extended both index fingers while 

holding the wheel, and I thought, “What in the hell is that supposed to mean?” Moving forward. 

 

There are good times to wave and not-so-good times to wave, but around the places we live, waving 

ripples through the community to strengthen the ties. I’ve watched it happen. The couple with the 

stroller, that neighbor who drives the jeep, the folks who ride by on bicycles, the kid who didn’t look 

both ways, the lady in the wheelchair who sits on her porch; not only did they wave back to me, but I 

started to notice some of them waving to others, too. There’s a saying that once you start looking for 

something you see it everywhere. So maybe they’d always waved to others before I cared to notice; 

maybe it was me who had adopted their wave. After all, how absurd would it be for me to think that I 

invented the wave?  

 

Gandhi is quoted in saying, “Become the change you wish to see in the world.” I suppose that’s what 

I’m going for, I don’t feel I see the wave where I live as much as I’d like to. Safety first, keep both 

hands on the wheel, but driving, biking, walking, they all have their own version of aloha, be it the 

palm outward upside-down pendulum, a nod, the Miss America-style gyration of the wrist, a smile,  

or just a show of the fingertips, they all say “good day.” 

 

http://thisibelieve.org/about/


This part is important: Don’t assume reciprocation. Therein lies the true nature of giving, which in turn 

is a reward for the conscience. Not everyone waves back where I live or in rural Gonzales County, 

and that doesn’t dehumanize someone or make them a bad person. I have a buddy that I’ve heard 

more than once say, “I have enough friends,” and I kind of admire that, and it’s kind of flattering to 

know that I’m one of them.  

 

I’d like to quote Dan Gediman from the This I Believe podcast: “As children we’re taught to be wary of 

strangers. But random encounters with people we don’t know can lead to some surprising insights 

about others and opportunities to learn more about ourselves.” We all start out as strangers, it’s where 

we go from there that matters the most. Thank you all. 

 

 


