
Empathy: Walking in Another’s Shoes 

 

When I was growing up, I often used to ride my bike all around my neighborhood from sun-up to 

sundown. Once I came across a boy, one year younger than I, named Travis Landry. I noticed he was playing a 

hand-held gameboy much like my own, so I stopped riding to inquire about the game he was playing. He told 

me what it was and then he introduced himself. At that point, I had no idea what being this kid’s best friend for 

the next eight years would bring. It would bring me an understanding of the less fortunate and the meaning of 

the word empathy-a quality that all humans should have-and what it is like not to have much and sometimes 

nothing at all.  

Once I started to become better friends with Travis, I began to go over to his house more often. The first 

time I went, I observed how rundown it was and I questioned whether I should go inside; I didn’t go in at first. 

After I became more comfortable with being there, I finally went in. when I did, my heart sank at the sight of 

how bad it actually was. There were roaches from ceiling to floor and all over the kitchen. There was junk 

covering the entire living room and spilling into the hallway. The aroma of the cat urine permeated the house, 

and poor Travis didn’t have a room of his own. This unlocked the mystery of why he always wanted to be at my 

house.  

Travis later introduced me to his family. He lived with his mother, Patricia; his grandmother, Gale; and 

his grandfather, Greg. His family consisted of the nicest people I had ever met, and I wished my family shared 

the love and bond like his did. None of his family members had a job, and his mother stayed at home to take 

care of all of them. His grandparents were too old to work. The first time I was in the kitchen I wanted a clean 

glass for a soda, but I didn’t want to drink out of the glass if roaches had been crawling all over it. When I went 

to use faucet, nothing came out. When I asked him what was wrong, he told me his family didn’t having 

running water or electricity. This I couldn’t understand.  

The Landrys were running an extension from their neighbor’s house to their own to use some necessary 

appliances. After observing this, I really felt for my friend and the struggles his family faced on a daily basis. I 

was so upset that I judged him and his family at first sight when it came to our friendship. Once I learned that, I 

helped them whenever I could with whatever I could. I would be at his house more than my own, though mine 

was a lot nicer. For the first time, I had a true friend. Even though, Travis’s family had next to nothing, they did 

everything they could for him and even for me. I knew that if I were to ever not have a place to go, I would 

always be welcomed there. 

About two years later when things were still not getting any better for them, a tragedy happened in their 

lives. The extension cord that they were using for power overloaded the circuit and caught the house on fire. I 

just happened to be staying at night, and Travis and I stayed up late, so we were awake when the power went 

out. We didn’t know what happened; maybe the neighbors unplugged the cord on accident like they often did. 

We just continued to play our gameboys in the dark because they had sufficient lighting on the screens. I then 

smelled the smoke, so we jumped up and ran to the bedroom where the cord was being run through the window 

and it was on fire! Travis hurried and got his family up and out of the house while I started to fill up buckets of 

water from the neighbor’s faucet to douse the fire. I couldn’t put out the fire on my own, and they were losing 

things fast. I hurried and got out of the house as the neighbor was calling the fire department. By the time they 

arrived, it was too late; the house was gone. After they put out the fire and took me to the ambulance for some 

much needed oxygen, I saw Travis and his family huddled together hugging each other and every one of them 

was in tears. Ever since that day, I have not been the same. I thought for a while about why that happened to 

them; they didn’t deserve it. Often I thought I could have done more to help and blamed myself for the loss of 

their home like most people do.  

Travis and his family moved to homeless shelter after the incident until someone bought the land where 

their house had once dwelled. Once it had been purchased, they moved to a little trailer on the other side of 

town because that is all they could afford with that money. I still see them to this day, but Travis’s grandmother 

sadly passed away about a year ago. Travis and I are still best friends to this day, though I don’t get to see him 

as much as I’d like to.  

My life changed by knowing the Landrys and the quality of empathy was placed in my heart after I met 

this family and witnessed firsthand how hard lice can really be. I see now the struggles people have to endure 

just because they are less fortunate. The next time I see someone who looks less fortunate or is in a bad 

situation, I won’t laugh or judge them. I will take a minute to walk in their shoes. 
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