
Motivational Stories # 1 

 

 6 ways to make WOW happen  

“Don’t Settle for Less than Great.” Let us talk about greatness, not settling for good and finding the courage 
to make “Wow” happen. 

1. Take a stand for greatness. Like many important things in life, creating a wow experience begins with 
making a commitment. You must resolve in your own heart that you will not sell out or settle. This isn’t 
necessary for every project, of course. But when you decide that the dream warrants it, you have to take a 
stand and play full-out. 

2. Connect with the original vision. King Solomon once said, “Where there is no vision, the people perish.”  
This is also true for wow. Before it exists, it is only an idea. The only place it exists is inside your head. 
Sometimes you just have to close your eyes and once again become present to what it is you are trying to 
create. 

3. Remind yourself what is at stake. I have found that the best way to do this is to ask, “Why is this so 
important?” When I was writing my first book, I had a list of seven reasons why I needed to write the book. I 
reviewed it every morning before I began writing. It gave the project an almost epic significance, but it kept 
me going when I wanted to quit. 

4. Listen to your heart. Most of us have spent a lifetime ignoring—or even suppressing—our intuition. I 
don’t know if this is a product of modern rationalism or Indian pragmatism. Regardless, I believe intuition is 
the map to buried treasure. It is not infallible, but neither is our reason. And it can point us in the right 
direction. We need to pay attention to this inner voice. 

5. Speak up. This is the crucial step. You must give voice to your heart and go on the record to defend your 
wow ideas. If you don’t, who will? You may be the original dream’s last best chance of staying alive. This is 
why you can’t afford to remain silent. 

6. Be stubborn. This is perhaps the toughest part of all. We all want to be liked. We don’t want to be “high 
maintenance” or unreasonable. But think back on your own history. Aren’t the people you respect the most 
also the ones who demanded the most from you? You may not have fully appreciated it at the time but, 
looking back, their stubborn refusal to settle is what made the difference. 

Let us realize that each one of us is a born winner and somewhere we lost track that we are born winners. 
Now get back to the winning habit and start making this world a WOW place with your WOW leadership 

Compiled by  
 Dr. S.Nagraj Rao 
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The important things in life  

A philosophy professor stood before his class with some items on the table in front of him. 
When the class began, wordlessly he picked up a very large and empty mayonnaise jar and 
proceeded to fill it with rocks, about 2 inches in diameter. 

He then asked the students if the jar was full. They agreed that it was. 

So the professor then picked up a box of pebbles and poured them into the jar. He shook 
the jar lightly. The pebbles, of course, rolled into the open areas between the rocks. 

He then asked the students again if the jar was full. They agreed it was. 

The professor picked up a box of sand and poured it into the jar. Of course, the sand filled 
up everything else. 

He then asked once more if the jar was full. The students responded with a unanimous 
“Yes.” 

“Now,” said the professor, “I want you to recognize that this jar represents your life.  

The rocks are the important things – your family, your partner, your health, your children – 
things that if everything else was lost and only they remained, your life would still be full. 

The pebbles are the other things that matter – like your job, your house, your car. 

The sand is everything else. The small stuff.” 

“If you put the sand into the jar first,” he continued “there is no room for the pebbles or the 
rocks. The same goes for your life. 

If you spend all your time and energy on the small stuff, you will never have room for the 
things that are important to you. Pay attention to the things that are critical to your 
happiness. Play with your children. Take your partner out dancing. There will always be time 
to go to work, clean the house, give a dinner party and fix the disposal. 

Take care of the rocks first – the things that really matter. Set your priorities. The rest is 
just sand.” 

Compiled by Dr. S.Nagraj Rao pmjf 
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“Well, I made a difference to that one!”     
 
A young girl was walking along a beach upon which thousands of starfish had been washed 
up during a terrible storm. When she came to each starfish, she would pick it up, and throw 
it back into the ocean. People watched her with amusement. 
  
She had been doing this for some time when a man approached her and said, “Little girl, 
why are you doing this? Look at this beach! You can’t save all these starfish. You can’t begin 
to make a difference!” 
  
The girl seemed crushed, suddenly deflated. But after a few moments, she bent down, 
picked up another starfish, and hurled it as far as she could into the ocean. Then she looked 
up at the man and replied, 
  
“Well, I made a difference to that one!”     
  
The old man looked at the girl inquisitively and thought 
about what she had done and said. Inspired, he joined 
the little girl in throwing starfish back into the sea. 
Soon others joined, and all the starfish were saved.  
  
 
Perseverance against great odds and against the criticism of others is the very hallmark of 
value-based idealism, as is refusing to accept failure. The understanding that we hold in our 
hands the power to change a life, a mind, or a circumstance today – right now – is a 
powerful insight and motivator.  
 

Every single service activity we Lions do, however small it might be, makes a difference to 

the recipient.  Let us not bother about critics but carry on our good service activities.  

Remember “ It makes a difference to someone”. 
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June Hill Robertson McCarroll (June 30 1867—March 30 1954) was a nurse (later a 

physician) with the Southern Pacific Railroad in the early twentieth century who is 

credited by Caltrans with the simple but revolutionary idea of delineating highways 

with a painted line to separate lanes of traffic. The concept of painting lines to 

separate lanes is now in use all over the world.  

 

McCarroll was born and raised in the Adirondacks. She attended a medical college in 

Chicago, then eventually moved to Southern California in 1904 with her first husband, 

John Robertson. They had hoped that the desert climate would help him recuperate 

from tuberculosis, but Robertson died in 1914. Within two years, she had remarried, 

this time to Frank McCarroll, the local station manager for the Southern Pacific 

Railroad. From 1907 to 1916, she was the only physician regularly practicing in the 

vast desert between the Salton Sea and Palm Springs. She was also the only 

physician serving the five Indian reservations in the area on behalf of the Bureau of 

Indian Affairs.  

 

In the fall of 1917, McCarroll was driving on the road leading to her office near Indio, 

California on a stretch of highway that would later be incorporated into U.S. Route 99. 

The highway remains today as part of Indio Boulevard. She was literally run off the 

road by a truck, as she recalled many years later:  

 

My Model T Ford and I found ourselves face to face with a truck on the paved 

highway. It did not take me long to choose between a sandy berth [sic] to the right 

and a ten-ton truck to the left! Then I had my idea of a white line painted down the 

center of the highways of the country as a safety measure.  

 

McCarroll soon communicated her idea to the local chamber of commerce and the 

Riverside County Board of Supervisors, with no success. Finally, she took it upon 

herself to hand-paint a white stripe down the middle of the road, thus establishing the 

actual width of the lane to prevent similar accidents. Through the Indio Women's Club 

and many similar women's organizations, McCarroll launched a vigorous statewide 

letter writing campaign on behalf of her proposal. In November of 1924, the idea was 

adopted by the California Highway Commission and 3,500 miles of lines were painted 

at a cost of $163,000. It would not be long before the idea was adopted worldwide.  



 

 

 

 

A memorial plaque to Dr. McCarroll is located at the intersection of Indio Boulevard 

and Flower Street in Indio, California. On April 24, 2002, to honor her contribution to 

road safety, California officially designated the stretch of Interstate 10 near Indio east 

of the Indio Boulevard/Jefferson Street exit as "The Doctor June McCarroll Memorial 

Freeway." The plaque is located at GPS coordinates 33º43.260 N, 116º13.040 W.  

Quoted from This web site.  

 

 
The next time someone tells you that one person can't make a difference 

in this world just remember Dr. June... 

Compiled by Dr. S.Nagraj Rao pmjf 
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My mother used to ask me: "What is the most important part of the body?" 

  

Through the years I would take a guess at what I thought was the correct answer. When I was younger, I thought 

sound was very important to us as humans, so I said, "My ears, Mommy." 

  

Mother said, "No Many people are deaf. But you keep thinking about it and I will ask you again soon." 

Several years passed before she asked me again. Since making my first attempt, I had contemplated the correct 

answer. So this time I told her, "Mommy, sight is very important to everybody, so it must be our eyes." Mother 

looked at me and told me, "You are learning fast, but the answer is not correct because there are many people who 

are blind." 

  

Stumped again, I continued my quest for knowledge. Over the years, Mother asked me a couple more times and 

always her answer was, "No, but you are getting smarter every year, my child." 

  

Then last year, my grandpa died. Everybody was hurt. Everybody was crying. Even my father cried. I remember that 

especially because it was only the second time I saw him cry. My Mom looked at me when it was our turn to say our 

final good-bye to Grandpa. 

  

Mother asked me, "Do you know the most important body part yet, my dear?" 

  

I was shocked when she asked me this now. I always thought this was a game between her and me. Mother saw the 

confusion on my face and told me, "This question is very important. It shows that you have really lived in your life. 

For every body part you gave me in the past, I have told you was wrong and I have given you an example why. But 

today is the day you need to learn this important lesson." 

  

Mother looked down at me as only a mother can. I saw her eyes well up with tears. Mother said, "My dear, the most 

important body part is your shoulder." 

"What is the most important part of the body?" 
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I asked, "Is it because it holds up my head?" 

  

Mother replied, "No, it is because it can hold the head of a friend or a loved one when they cry. Everybody needs a 

shoulder to cry on sometime in life, my dear. I only hope that you have enough love and friends that you will 

always have a shoulder to cry on when you need it." 

  

Then and there I knew the most important body part is not a selfish one. It is sympathetic to the pain of others. 

People will forget what you said... People will forget what you did..... But people will NEVER forget how you made 

them feel. 

  

True or not, the story makes you stop and think. Be blessed. Be a blessing. Get your shoulder ready. 

 

Compiled by  

Lion S.Nagraj Rao 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

http://www.funzug.com/index.php/stories/be-blessed.-be-a-blessing.-get-your-shoulder-ready.html
http://www.funzug.com/index.php/stories/be-blessed.-be-a-blessing.-get-your-shoulder-ready.html
http://www.funzug.com/index.php/stories/be-blessed.-be-a-blessing.-get-your-shoulder-ready.html
http://www.funzug.com/index.php/stories/be-blessed.-be-a-blessing.-get-your-shoulder-ready.html
http://www.funzug.com/index.php/stories/be-blessed.-be-a-blessing.-get-your-shoulder-ready.html
http://www.funzug.com/index.php/stories/be-blessed.-be-a-blessing.-get-your-shoulder-ready.html
http://www.funzug.com/index.php/stories/be-blessed.-be-a-blessing.-get-your-shoulder-ready.html
http://www.funzug.com/index.php/stories/be-blessed.-be-a-blessing.-get-your-shoulder-ready.html


Motivational Stories # 6 

 

                                                                                The Broken Pot 
 

A water bearer in India had two large pots, each hung on an end of a pole which he carried 

across his neck. One of the pots had a crack in it, and while the other pot was perfect and 

always delivered a full portion of water at the end of the long walk from the stream to the 

masters house, the cracked pot arrived only half full. 

For a full two years this went on daily, with the bearer delivering only one and a half pots 

full of water in his masters house. Of course, the perfect pot was proud of its 

accomplishments, perfect to the end for which it was made. But the poor cracked pot was 

ashamed of its own imperfection, and miserable that it was able to accomplish only half of 

what it had been made to do. After two years of what it perceived to be a bitter failure, it 

spoke to the water bearer one day by the stream.  

"I am ashamed of myself, and I want to apologize to you."  

"Why?" asked the bearer. "What are you ashamed of?"  

"I have been able, for these past two years, to deliver only half my load because this crack in 

my side causes water to leak out all the way back to your masters house. Because of my 

flaws, you have to do all of this work, and you don't get full value from your efforts." the pot 

said.  

The water bearer felt sorry for the old cracked pot, and in his compassion he said, "As we 

return to the masters house, I want you to notice the beautiful flowers along the path."  

Indeed, as they went up the hill, the old cracked pot took notice of the sun warming the 

beautiful wild flowers on the side of the path, and this cheered it some. But at the end of 

the trail, it still felt bad because it had leaked out half its load, and so again the Pot 

apologized to the bearer for its failure.  



The bearer said to the pot, "Did you notice that there were flowers only on your side of your 

path, but not on the other pots side? That's because I have always known about your flaw, 

and I took advantage of it. I planted flower seeds on your side of the path, and every day 

while we walk back from the stream, you've watered them. For two years I have been able 

to pick these beautiful flowers to decorate my masters table. Without you being just the 

way you are, he would not have this beauty to grace his house."  

Each of us has our own unique flaws. We're all cracked pots. But if we will allow it, the Lord 

will use our flaws to grace His Father's table. In Gods great economy, nothing goes to waste. 

Don't be afraid of your flaws.  Acknowledge them, and you too can be the cause of beauty. 

Know that in our weakness your strength is made perfect. 

Compiled by Lion  Dr. S.Nagraj Rao pmjf 
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A Glass of Milk – Paid In Full    

Compiled by Lion  Dr. S.Nagraj Rao pmjf 

One day, a poor boy who was selling goods from door to door to pay his way through school, 
found he had only one thin dime left, and he was hungry. He decided he would ask for a meal 
at the next house. However, he lost his nerve when a lovely young woman opened the door. 
Instead of a meal he asked for a drink of water. She thought he looked hungry so brought him 
a large glass of milk. He drank it slowly, and then asked, “How much do I owe you?” “You 
don’t owe me anything,” she replied. “Mother has taught us never to accept pay for a 
kindness.” He said, “Then I thank you from my heart.” 

As Howard Kelly left that house, he not only felt stronger physically, but his faith in God 
and man was strong also. He had been ready to give up and quit. 

Year’s later that young woman became critically ill. The local doctors were baffled. They 
finally sent her to the big city, where they called in specialists to study her rare disease. Dr. 
Howard Kelly was called in for the consultation. When he heard the name of the town she 
came from, a strange light filled his eyes. Immediately he rose and went down the hall of the 
hospital to her room. Dressed in his doctor’s gown he went in to see her. He recognized her at 
once. He went back to the consultation room determined to do his best to save her life. From 
that day he gave special attention to the case. 

After a long struggle, the battle was won. Dr. Kelly requested the business office to pass the 
final bill to him for approval. He looked at it, then wrote something on the edge and the bill 
was sent to her room. She feared to open it, for she was sure it would take the rest of her life 
to pay for it all. Finally she looked, and something caught her attention on the side of the 
bill. She began to read the following words: 

“Paid in full with one glass of milk” 

Signed. Dr. Howard Kelly. 

 

 

 

http://academictips.org/blogs/a-glass-of-milk-paid-in-full/
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One day I decided to quit.... I quit my job, my relationship, my spirituality. ...                                       

I wanted to quit my life. 

I went to the woods to have one last talk with God. 

"God", I said. "Can you give me one good reason not to quit?" 

His answer surprised me... 

"Look around", He said. "Do you see the fern and the bamboo?" 

"Yes", I replied. 

"When I planted the fern and the bamboo seeds, I took very good care of them. 

I gave them light. I gave them water. The fern quickly grew from the 

earth. Its brilliant green covered the floor. Yet nothing came from the 

bamboo seed. But I did not quit on the bamboo. 

In the second year the Fern grew more vibrant and plentiful. And 

again, nothing came from the bamboo seed. But I did not quit on the 

bamboo". 

He said. "In the third year, there was still nothing from the bamboo seed. But I would not 

quit. 

The Fern and the Bamboo 

Compiled by   

Lion Dr. S.Nagraj Rao    
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In the fourth year, again, there was nothing from the bamboo seed. I would not quit." 

                                                                                                                                                                                               

He said. "Then in the fifth year a tiny sprout emerged from the earth. 

Compared to the fern it was seemingly small and insignificant. 

But just 6 months later the bamboo rose to over 100 Feet tall. 

 It had spent the five years growing roots. Those roots made it strong and gave it what it 

needed to survive.  

”I would not give any of my creations a challenge it could not handle." 

 He said to me.  "Did you know, my child, that all this time you have been struggling, you 

have actually been growing roots. I Would not quit on the bamboo. I will never quit on you. 

Don't compare yourself to others." 

He said. "The bamboo had a different purpose than the Fern, yet, they both make the forest 

beautiful." 

Your time will come, God said to me. "You will rise high!" 

"How high should I rise?" I asked. "How high will the bamboo rise?" He asked in return. 

"As high as it can?" I questioned. 

"Yes." He said, "Give me glory by rising as high as you can." 

I left the forest and brought back this story. 

I hope these words can help you see that God will never give up on you........ 
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Story compiled by Lion S.Nagraj Rao 

 

A frail old man lived with his son, his daughter-in-law, and his four-year-old grandson. His eyes were blurry, his hands 

trembled, and his step faltered. 

 

The family would eat together every night  at the dinner table. But the elderly grandfather's shaky hands and failing 

sight made eating rather difficult. Peas rolled off his spoon, drooping to the floor. When he grasped his glass of milk, 

it often spilled clumsily at the tablecloth. 

 

With this happening almost every night, the son and daughter-in-law became irritated with the mess. 

 

"We must do something about grandfather," said the son. 

 

"I've had enough of his milk spilling, noisy eating and food on the floor," the daughter-

in-law agreed. 

 

So the couple set a small table at the corner. 

 

There, grandfather ate alone while the rest of the family enjoyed their dinner at the dinner table. Since grandfather 

had broken a dish or two, his food was served in wooden bowls. Sometimes when the family glanced in grandfather's 

direction, he had a tear in his eye as he ate alone. Still, the only words the couple had for him were sharp 

admonitions when he dropped a fork or spilled food. The four-year-old watched it all in silence. 

 

One evening, before supper, the father noticed his son playing with wood scraps on the floor. He asked the child 

sweetly: "What are you making?" Just as sweetly, the boy replied, "Oh, I'm making a little bowl for you and mama to 

eat your food from when I grow up." The four-year-old smiled and went back to work. 

 

These words so struck the parents that they were speechless. Then tears streamed down their cheeks. Though no 

words were spoken, both knew what must be done. That evening, the husband took grandfather's hand and gently 

led him back to the family table. 

 

For the remainder of his days, grandfather ate every meal with the family. And for some reason, neither husband nor 

wife seemed to care any longer when a fork was dropped, milk was spilled or the table cloth was soiled. 

 

 

Wooden Bowls                              
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Helpless love    

Once upon a time all feelings and emotions went to a coastal island for a vacation. 
According to their nature, each was having a good time. Suddenly, a warning of an 
impending storm was announced and everyone was advised to evacuate the island. 

The announcement caused sudden panic. All rushed to their boats. Even damaged boats 
were quickly repaired and commissioned for duty. 

Yet, Love did not wish to flee quickly. There was so much to do. But as the clouds darkened, 
Love realized it was time to leave. Alas, there were no boats to spare. Love looked around 
with hope. 

Just then Prosperity passed by in a luxurious boat. Love shouted, “Prosperity, could you 
please take me in your boat?” 

“No,” replied Prosperity, “my boat is full of precious possessions, gold and silver. There is no 
place for you.” 

A little later Vanity came by in a beautiful boat. Again Love shouted, “Could you help me, 
Vanity? I am stranded and need a lift. Please take me with you.” 

Vanity responded haughtily, “No, I cannot take you with me. My boat will get soiled with 
your muddy feet.” 

Sorrow passed by after some time. Again, Love asked for help. But it was to no avail. “No, I 
cannot take you with me. I am so sad. I want to be by myself.” 

When Happiness passed by a few minutes later, Love again called for help. But Happiness 
was so happy that it did not look around, hardly concerned about anyone. 

Love was growing restless and dejected. Just then somebody called out, “Come Love, I will 
take you with me.” Love did not know who was being so magnanimous, but jumped on to 
the boat, greatly relieved that she would reach a safe place. 

On getting off the boat, Love met Knowledge. Puzzled, Love inquired, “Knowledge, do you 
know who so generously gave me a lift just when no one else wished to help?” 

http://academictips.org/blogs/moral-tale-helpless-love/


Knowledge smiled, “Oh, that was Time.” 

“And why would Time stop to pick me and take me to safety?” Love wondered. 

Knowledge smiled with deep wisdom and replied, “Because only Time knows your true 
greatness and what you are capable of. Only Love can bring peace and great happiness in 
this world.” 

“The important message is that when we are prosperous, we overlook love.  

When we feel important, we forget love. 

 Even in happiness and sorrow we forget love.  

Only with time do we realize the importance of love.  

Why wait that long? Why not make love a part of your life today?” 

compiled by Lion Dr. S.Nagraj Rao 
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HOW WOULD YOU LIKE TO BE REMEMBERED?  

Compiled by Lion  Dr. S.Nagraj Rao 

About a hundred years ago, a man looked at the morning newspaper and to his 
surprise and horror, read his name in the obituary column. The news papers had 
reported the death of the wrong person by mistake. His first response was 
shock. Am I here or there?  

When he regained his composure, his second thought was to find out what 
people had said about him. The obituary read, "Dynamite King Dies." And also 
"He was the merchant of death."  

This man was the inventor of dynamite and when he read the words "merchant 
of death," he asked himself a question, "Is this how I am going to be 
remembered?"  

He got in touch with his feelings and decided that this was not the way he 
wanted to be remembered. From that day on, he started working toward peace. 
His name was Alfred Nobel and he is remembered today by the great Nobel 
Prize.  

Just as Alfred Nobel got in touch with his feelings and redefined his values, we 
should step back and do the same.  

What is your legacy?   How would you like to be remembered? 

Will you be spoken well of?  

Will you be remembered with love and respect?  Will you be missed? 

 

 

 

http://great-motivational-stories.blogspot.in/2008/09/how-would-you-like-to-be-remembered.html


 

Motivational Stories # 12 

The Inspirational Short Story of the Tree Who Becomes 

Stronger Through Life's Storms 
Compiled by Lion  Dr. S.Nagraj Rao 

A story was told me several years ago when I was going through a trial in my own personal 
life. The story was about a very young tree. 

The young tree faced many storms through its young life. The powerful winds, torrential 
rains, famine, ice, and snow would lie across its branches. 

At times the young tree questioned its maker asking, "Why have you let so many storms 
come into my life?" 

His maker whispered, "You will understand one day, stand firm, you will make it through the 
storms of life." "The challenges will pass, keep this in mind." 

The tree questioned his master, "If I go through one more winter the snow will surely break 
my branches, if I face any more powerful wind I will surely be uprooted and moved away." 

His maker whispered, "Stand strong, dig your roots deep into the soil, you will understand 
someday." 

Somehow the young tree kept the positive thoughts in his mind and managed to survive 
and make it through even the toughest of storms. 

Somehow, even in the toughest of times, when the things it went through should have 
broken it down, it found a way to stand firm even through the worst of storms. 

As the young tree grew taller, stronger, and matured the tree realized the storms of life had 
made it stronger. 

Life is not about waiting for the storms to pass... 

It's about learning how to dance in the rain. 
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Peace of mind  

Compiled by Lion Dr. S.Nagraj Rao 

Once Buddha was walking from one town to another town with a few of his followers. This 
was in the initial days. While they were travelling, they happened to pass a lake. They 
stopped there and Buddha told one of his disciples, “I am thirsty. Do get me some water 
from that lake there.”  

The disciple walked up to the lake. When he reached it, he noticed that some people were 
washing clothes in the water and, right at that moment, a bullock cart started crossing 
through the lake. As a result, the water became very muddy, very turbid. The disciple 
thought, “How can I give this muddy water to Buddha to drink!” So he came back and told 
Buddha, “The water in there is very muddy. I don’t think it is fit to drink.”  

After about half an hour, again Buddha asked the same disciple to go back to the lake and 
get him some water to drink. The disciple obediently went back to the lake. This time he 
found that the lake had absolutely clear water in it. The mud had settled down and the 
water above it looked fit to be had. So he collected some water in a pot and brought it to 
Buddha.  

Buddha looked at the water, and then he looked up at the 
disciple and said, “See what you did to make the water 
clean. You let it be ... and the mud settled down on its own 
– and you got clear water... Your mind is also like that. 
When it is disturbed, just let it be. Give it a little time. It will 
settle down on its own. You don’t have to put in any effort 
to calm it down. It will happen. It is effortless.”  

What did Buddha emphasize here? He said, “It is effortless.” Having 'peace of mind' is not 
a strenuous job; it is an effortless process. When there is peace inside you, that peace 
permeates to the outside. It spreads around you and in the environment, such that people 
around start feeling that peace and grace.  
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Give time to our family  

Compiled by Lion Dr. S.Nagraj Rao 

After 21 years of marriage, my wife wanted me to take another woman out to dinner and a 
movie. She said, “I love you, but I know this other woman loves you and would love to 
spend some time with you.” 

The other woman that my wife wanted me to visit was my MOTHER, who has been a widow 
for 19 years, but the demands of my work and my three children had made it possible to 
visit her only occasionally. That night I called to invite her to go out for dinner and a movie. 
“What’s wrong, are you well?” she asked. 

My mother is the type of woman who suspects that a late night call or a surprise invitation 
is a sign of bad news. “I thought that it would be pleasant to spend some time with you,” I 
responded. “Just the two of us.” She thought about it for a moment, and then said, “I would 
like that very much. 

That Friday after work, as I drove over to pick her up I was a bit nervous. When I arrived at 
her house, I noticed that she, too, seemed to be nervous about our date. She waited in the 
door with her coat on. She had curled her hair and was wearing the dress that she had worn 
to celebrate her last wedding anniversary. She smiled from a face that was as radiant as an 
angel’s. “I told my friends that I was going to go out with my son, and they were impressed, 
“she said, as she got into the car. “They can’t wait to hear about our meeting.” 

We went to a restaurant that, although not elegant, was very nice and cozy. My mother 
took my arm as if she were the First Lady. After we sat down, I had to read the menu. Her 
eyes could only read large print. Half way through the entries, I lifted my eyes and saw Mom 
sitting there staring at me. A nostalgic smile was on her lips. “It was I who used to have to 
read the menu when you were small,” she said. “Then it’s time that you relax and let me 
return the favor,” I responded. During the dinner, we had an agreeable conversation – 
nothing extraordinary but catching up on recent events of each other’s life. We talked so 
much that we missed the movie. As we arrived at her house later, she said, “I’ll go out with 
you again, but only if you let me invite you.” I agreed. 

“How was your dinner date?” asked my wife when I got home. “Very nice. Much more so 
than I could have imagined,” I answered. 

http://academictips.org/blogs/give-time-to-our-family/


A few days later, my mother died of a massive heart attack. It happened so suddenly that I 
didn’t have a chance to do anything for her. Some time later, I received an envelope with a 
copy of a restaurant receipt from the same place mother and I had dined. An attached note 
said: “I paid this bill in advance. I wasn’t sure that I could be there; but nevertheless, I paid 
for two plates – one for you and the other for your wife. You will never know what that 
night meant for me. I love you, son.” 

At that moment, I understood the importance of saying in time: “I LOVE YOU” and to give 
our loved ones the time that they deserve. Nothing in life is more important than your 
family. Give them the time they deserve, because these things cannot be put off till “some 
other time.” 
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Compiled by Lion Dr. S.Nagraj Rao 

One night a man had a dream. He dreamed  he 

was walking along the beach with the LORD. 

Across the sky flashed scenes from his life.  

For each scene he noticed two sets of 

footprints in the sand: one belonging to 

him, and the other to the LORD 

When the last scene of his life flashed before him, 

he looked back at the footprints in the sand. 

He noticed that many times along the path of 

his life there was only one set of footprints 

He also noticed that it happened at the very 

lowest and saddest times in his life. 

 

This really bothered him and he questioned the LORD about it: 

"LORD, you said that once I decided to follow you, you'd walk with me all the way. 

But I have noticed that during the most troublesome times in my life, 

there is only one set of footprints. I don't understand why when I needed you most you 

would leave me."  

The LORD replied: 

"My son, my precious child, I 

love you and I would never leave you. 

During your times of trial and suffering, 

when you see only one set of footprints, it 

was then that I carried you." 
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Compiled by Lion Dr. S.Nagraj Rao 

Shake It Off And Step Up  
 

A parable is told of a farmer who owned an old mule. The mule fell into the farmer's well. 
The farmer heard the mule 'braying' - or - whatever mules 
do when they fall into wells. After carefully assessing the 
situation, the farmer sympathized with the mule, but decided 
that neither the mule nor the well was worth the trouble 
of saving. Instead, he called his neighbors together and told 
them what had happened...and enlisted them to help haul dirt 
to bury the old mule in the well and put him out of his misery.  
 

Initially, the old mule was hysterical! But as the farmer and his neighbors continued 
shoveling and the dirt hit his back...a thought struck him. It suddenly dawned on him that 
every time a shovel load of dirt landed on his back...HE SHOULD SHAKE IT OFF AND STEP 
UP! This he did, blow after blow.  
"Shake it off and step up...shake it off and step up...shake it off and step up!" he repeated to 
encourage himself. No matter how painful the blows, or distressing the situation seemed 
the old mule fought "panic" and just kept right on SHAKING IT OFF AND STEPPING UP!  
 

You're right! It wasn't long before the old mule, battered and exhausted, STEPPED 
TRIUMPHANTLY OVER THE WALL OF THAT WELL! What seemed like it would bury him, 
actually blessed him...all because of the manner in which he handled his adversity.  

THAT'S LIFE! If we face our problems and respond to 

them positively, and refuse to give in to panic, 

bitterness, or self-pity...THE ADVERSITIES THAT 

COME ALONG TO BURY US USUALLY HAVE WITHIN 

THEM THE POTENTIAL TO BENEFIT AND BLESS US! 

Remember that FORGIVENESS--FAITH--PRAYER-- 

PRAISE and HOPE...all are excellent ways to "SHAKE 

IT OFF AND STEP UP" out of the wells in which we 

find ourselves! 
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Compiled by Lion Dr. S.Nagraj Rao 

Courage Conquers Fear  

Relative to the whole scheme of things, your life span could be compared to lighting a 
candle and immediately blowing it out. In other words, life is short - very short. Missing out 
on any of the joys life offers is a tragedy.  

If your life is being controlled by your fears, you are most certainly cheating yourself.  

Courage is the mental muscle that conquers fear. Like 
all muscles, the more you use them the stronger they 
become. Courage is not something you are born with, it 
must be developed. Individuals who fail to develop 
courage, remain confined in mental prisons and face each 
day as mental lightweights.  

It has been said if you face the thing you fear, fear 
leaves you.  

For years I believed that courageous individuals had no 
fear. I was wrong. Eddie Richenbacher put it very well when he said, "There is no courage 
without fear." We all have fear, however, not everyone becomes subservient to their fears.  

There is, very likely, something you have wanted to do for years - move to another city, start 
your own business, apply for that better position, go after the big account. Whatever it is 
you should do it. Remember, life is not a practice run. This is it. A little courage leads to 
more.  

Observe those poor souls who are without courage. They merely tiptoe through life hoping 
they make it safely to death.  

You and I were never meant to live that way. Learn to live the way you like by no longer 
living as you dislike. Forge into the remainder of your day with an abundance of courage. 
That's living!  
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Compiled by Lion Dr. S.Nagraj Rao 

Why do birds fly in an inverted "V" formation?  

TEAM WORK IS DREAM WORK 

The good sense of the Goose: In the fall when 
you see geese heading south for the winter 
flying in the "V" formation, you might be 
interested in knowing what science has 
discovered about why they fly that way. It has 
been learned that as each bird flaps its wings, 
it creates uplift for the bird immediately 
following. By flying in a "V" formation, the 
whole flock adds at least 71% greater range 
than if each bird flew on its own. 
 
PEOPLE WHO ARE A PART OF A TEAM AND SHARE A COMMON DIRECTION GET WHERE 
THEY ARE GOING QUICKER AND EASIER, BECAUSE THEY ARE GOING QUICKER AND EASIER 
AND BECAUSE THEY ARE TRAVELLING ON THE TRUST OF ONE ANOTHER. 
 
Whenever a goose falls out of formation, it suddenly feels the drag and resistance of trying 
to go through it alone and quickly gets back into formation to take advantage of the power 
of the flock. 
 
If we have as much sense as a goose, we will share information with those who are headed 
the same way we are going. When the lead goose gets tired, he rotates back in the wing and 
another goose takes over. IT PAYS TO SHARE THE VISION AND TOGETHER WE CAN MAKE 
THE DIFFERENCE! 
The geese honk from behind to encourage those up front to keep their speed. 
 
                  The next time you see a formation of geese, remember .................. 
IT IS A REWARD, A CHALLENGE AND A PRIVILEGE to be contributing to a TEAM!  

Scientists have determined that the "V" -shaped formation that geese use when migrating 
serves two important purposes:  



 

 
First, it conserves their energy. Each bird flies slightly above the bird in front of him, 
resulting in a reduction of wind resistance. The birds take turns being in the front, falling 
back when they get tired. In this way, the geese can fly for a long time before they must 
stop for rest.  
The second benefit to the "V" formation is that it is easy to keep track of every bird in the 
group. Fighter pilots often use this formation for the same reason. 
 
WORDS OF SUPPORT AND INSPIRATION HELP ENERGISE THOSE ON THE FRONT LINE, 
HELPING THEM TO KEEP FACE IN SPITE OF THE DAY-TO-DAY PRESSURES AND FATIGUE. 
 
Finally, when a goose gets sick or is wounded by a gun shot and falls out, two geese fall out 

of the formation and follow the injured one down to 
help and protect him. They stay with him until he is 
either able to fly or until he is dead, and then they 
launch out with another formation to catch up with 
their group. 
 
If we have the sense of a goose, we will stand by each 
other when things get rough. 
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Compiled by Lion Dr. S.Nagraj Rao 

 the spectacular Brooklyn Bridge  

DETERMINATON – Communication, 
Perseverance  & Wife’s devotion 

In 1883, a creative engineer named John Roebling 
was inspired by an idea to build a spectacular 
bridge connecting New York with the Long Island. 
However bridge building experts throughout the 
world thought that this was an impossible feat and 
told Roebling to forget the idea. It just could not be done. It was not practical. It had never 
been done before.  

Roebling could not ignore the vision he had in his mind of this bridge. He thought about it all 
the time and he knew deep in his heart that it could be done. He just had to share the 
dream with someone else. After much discussion and persuasion he managed to convince 
his son Washington, an up and coming engineer, that the bridge in fact could be built.  

Working together for the first time, the father and son developed concepts of how it could 
be accomplished and how the obstacles could be overcome. With great excitement and 
inspiration, and the headiness of a wild challenge before them, they hired their crew and 
began to build their dream bridge. 

The project started well, but when it was only a few months underway a tragic accident on 
the site took the life of John Roebling. Washington was injured and left with a certain 
amount of brain damage, which resulted in him not being able to walk or talk or even 
move. 

"We told them so." 
"Crazy men and their crazy dreams." 
"It`s foolish to chase wild visions."                                                                            Everyone had a 
negative comment to make and felt that the project should be scrapped since the Roeblings 
were the only ones who knew how the bridge could be built. In spite of his handicap 



Washington was never discouraged and still had a burning desire to complete the bridge 
and his mind was still as sharp as ever.  

He tried to inspire and pass on his enthusiasm to some of his friends, but they were too 
daunted by the task. As he lay on his bed in his hospital room, with the sunlight streaming 
through the windows, a gentle breeze blew the flimsy white curtains apart and he was able 
to see the sky and the tops of the trees outside for just a moment.  

It seemed that there was a message for him not to give up. Suddenly an idea hit him. All he 
could do was move one finger and he decided to make the best use of it. By moving this, he 
slowly developed a code of communication with his wife.  

He touched his wife's arm with that finger, indicating to her that he wanted her to call the 
engineers again. Then he used the same method of tapping her arm to tell the engineers 
what to do. It seemed foolish but the project was under way again. 

For 13 years Washington tapped out his instructions with his finger on his wife's arm, until 
the bridge was finally completed. Today the spectacular Brooklyn Bridge stands in all its 
glory as a tribute to the triumph of one man's indomitable spirit and his determination not 
to be defeated by circumstances. It is also a tribute to the engineers and their team work, 
and to their faith in a man who was considered mad by half the world. It stands too as a 
tangible monument to the love and devotion of his wife who for 13 long years patiently 
decoded the messages of her husband and told the engineers what to do. 

Perhaps this is one of the best examples of a 
never-say-die attitude that overcomes a terrible 
physical handicap and achieves an impossible 
goal.  

Often when we face obstacles in our day-to-day 
life, our hurdles seem very small in comparison 
to what many others have to face. The Brooklyn 
Bridge shows us that dreams that seem 
impossible can be realized with determination 
and persistence, no matter what the odds are.  

Even the most distant dream can be realized with determination and persistence. 
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Compiled by Lion Dr. S.Nagraj Rao 

 Helen Keller's Speech at 1925 International Convention  

Cedar Point, Ohio, USA                           June 30, 1925 

Dear Lions and Ladies:  

I suppose you have heard the legend that represents opportunity 
as a capricious lady, who knocks at every door but once, and if 
the door isn't opened quickly, she passes on, never to return. And 
that is as it should be. Lovely, desirable ladies won't wait. You 
have to go out and grab 'em. 

I am your opportunity. I am knocking at your door. I want to be 
adopted. The legend doesn't say what you are to do when several beautiful opportunities 
present themselves at the same door. I guess you have to choose the one you love best. I 
hope you will adopt me. I am the youngest here, and what I offer you is full of splendid 
opportunities for service. 

The American Foundation for the Blind is only four years old. It grew out of the imperative 
needs of the blind, and was called into existence by the sightless themselves. It is national 
and international in scope and in importance. It represents the best and most enlightened 
thought on our subject that has been reached so far. Its object is to make the lives of the 
blind more worthwhile everywhere by increasing their economic value and giving them the 
joy of normal activity. 

Try to imagine how you would feel if you were suddenly stricken blind today. Picture 
yourself stumbling and groping at noonday as in the night; your work, your independence, 
gone. In that dark world wouldn't you be glad if a friend took you by the hand and said, 
"Come with me and I will teach you how to do some of the things you used to do when you 
could see?" That is just the kind of friend the American Foundation is going to be to all the 
blind in this country if seeing people will give it the support it must have. 



You have heard how through a little word dropped from the fingers of another, a ray of light 
from another soul touched the darkness of my mind and I found myself, found the world, 
found God. It is because my teacher learned about me and broke through the dark, silent 
imprisonment which held me that I am able to work for myself and for others. It is the 
caring we want more than money. The gift without the sympathy and interest of the giver is 
empty. If you care, if we can make the people of this great country care, the blind will 
indeed triumph over blindness.  

The opportunity I bring to you, Lions, is this: To foster 
and sponsor the work of the American 
Foundation for the Blind. Will you not help me 
hasten the day when there shall be no 
preventable blindness; no little deaf, blind child 
untaught; no blind man or woman unaided? I appeal 
to you Lions, you who have your sight, your hearing, 
you who are strong and brave and kind. Will you 
not constitute yourselves Knights of the Blind in 
this crusade against darkness? 

I thank you. 
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Thanks for Your Time 

Compiled by Lion Dr. S.Nagraj Rao 

It had been some time since Jack had seen the old man. College, girls, career, and life itself 

got in the way. In fact, Jack moved clear across the country in pursuit of his dreams. There, 

in the rush of his busy life, Jack had little time to think about the past and often no time to 

spend with his wife and son. He was working on his future, and nothing could stop him. 
 

Over the phone, his mother told him, "Mr. Belser died last night. The funeral is 

Wednesday." 
 

Memories flashed through his mind like an old newsreel as he sat quietly remembering his 

childhood days. 
 

"Jack, did you hear me?" 
 

"Oh sorry, Mom. Yes, I heard you. It's been so long since I thought of him. I'm sorry, but I 

honestly thought he died years ago," Jack said. 
 

"Well, he didn't forget you. Every time I saw him he'd ask how you were doing. He'd 

reminisce about the many days you spent over 'his side of the fence' as he put it," Mom told 

him. 
 

"I loved that old house he lived in," Jack said. 
 

"You know, Jack, after your father died, Mr. Belser stepped in to make sure you had a man's 

influence in your life," she said. 
 

"He's the one who taught me carpentry," he said. "I wouldn't be in this business if it weren't 

for him. He spent a lot of time teaching me things he thought were important... Mom, I'll be 

there for the funeral," Jack said. 
 

As busy as he was, he kept his word. Jack caught the next flight to his hometown. Mr. 

Belser's funeral was small and uneventful. He had no children of his own, and most of his 



relatives had passed away. 
 

The night before he had to return home, Jack and his Mom stopped by to see the old house 

next door one more time. 
 

Standing in the doorway, Jack paused for a moment. It was like crossing over into another 

dimension, a leap through space and time. 
 

The house was exactly as he remembered. Every step held memories. Every picture, every 

piece of furniture... Jack stopped suddenly. 
 

"What's wrong, Jack?" his Mom asked.  

  "The box is gone," he said. 

"What box?" Mom asked. 

"There was a small gold box that he kept locked on top of his desk. I must have asked him a 

thousand times what was inside. All he'd ever tell me was 'the thing I value most,” Jack 

said.  

It was gone. Everything about the house was 

exactly how Jack remembered it, except for the 

box. He figured someone from the Belser family 

had taken it. 

 "Now 

I'll never know what was so valuable to him," 

Jack said. "I better get some sleep. I have an 

early flight home, Mom." 

 

It had been about two weeks since Mr. Belser died. Returning home from work one day Jack 

discovered a note in his mailbox. "Signature required on a package. No one at home. Please 

stop by the main post office within the next three days," the note read. 
 

Early the next day Jack retrieved the package. The small box was old and looked like it had 

been mailed a hundred years ago. The handwriting was difficult to read, but the return 

address caught his attention. 
 

"Mr. Harold Belser" it read. 
 

Jack took the box out to his car and ripped open the package. There inside was the gold box 

and an envelope. Jack's hands shook as he read the note inside. 



 

"Upon my death, please forward this box and its contents to Jack Bennett. It's the thing I 

valued most in my life." A small key was taped to the letter. His heart racing, as tears filling 

his eyes, Jack carefully unlocked the box. There inside he found a beautiful gold pocket 

watch. 
 

Running his fingers slowly over the finely etched casing, he unlatched the cover. Inside he 

found these words engraved: 
 

"Jack, Thanks for your time! -Harold Belser."  "The thing he valued most...was...my time." 
 

Jack held the watch for a few minutes, then called his office and cleared his appointments 

for the next two days. "Why?" Janet, his assistant asked. 
 

"I need some time to spend with my son," he said. "Oh, by the way, Janet... thanks for 

your time!" 
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The parable of Brother Leo  

Compiled by Lion Dr. S.Nagraj Rao 

A legend tells of a French monastery known throughout Europe for the extraordinary 
leadership of a man known only as Brother Leo. Several monks began a pilgrimage to visit 
Brother Leo to learn from him. Almost immediately, they began to bicker about who should 
do various chores.  
   
On the third day they met another monk going to the monastery, and he joined them. This 
monk never complained or shirked a duty, and whenever the others would fight over a 
chore, he would gracefully volunteer and do it himself. By the last day, the others were 
following his example, and from then on they worked together smoothly.  

When they reached the monastery and asked to see Brother Leo, the man who greeted 
them laughed.  

'But our brother is among you!' And he pointed to the fellow who had joined them.  

Today, many people seek leadership positions, not so much for what they can do for others 
but for what the position can do for them: status, connections, perks, advantages. They 
do service as an investment, a way to build an impressive resume.  

The parable about Brother Leo teaches another 
model of leadership, where leaders are 
preoccupied with serving rather than being 
followed, with giving rather than getting, with 
doing rather than demanding.  

Leadership based on example, not command. 
This is called servant leadership.  

Can you imagine how much better things would 
be if more club presidents, ZCs / RCs / VDGs / DGs  saw themselves as servant leaders?  
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Value of a Smile 

Compiled by Lion Dr. S.Nagraj Rao 

The value of a smile is priceless, yet it is the cheapest, easiest, most rewarding and most 
sincere gift to anyone that crosses your path. A smile makes a person's day, anybody's day 
even a stranger's day. A smile is infectious. Start infecting people with your smile today.  

 

 

 

 

 

A smile is nature's best antidote for discouragement. It brings rest to the weary, sunshine to 
those who are sad, and hope to those who are hopeless and defeated. 

A smile is so valuable that it can't be bought, begged, borrowed, or taken away against 
your will. You have to be willing to give a smile away before it can do anyone else any good. 

 
 
So if someone is too tired or grumpy to flash you a 
smile, let him have one of yours anyway. Nobody 
needs a smile as much as the person who has none 
to give. 

 

“I was smiling yesterday, I am smiling today and I will smile tomorrow.      Simply because life is 

too short to cry for anything.” 
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Value  

Compiled by Lion Dr. S.Nagraj Rao 

A well known speaker started off his seminar by 
holding up a $20 bill. In the room of 200, he asked, 
"Who would like this $20 bill?"  

Hands started going up.  

He said, "I am going to give this $20 to one of you but first, let me do this." He proceeded 
to crumple the dollar bill up. 

He then asked, "Who still wants it?" 

Still the hands were up in the air. 

"Well," he replied, "What if I do this?" And he 
dropped it on the ground and started to grind it into 

the floor with his shoe. 

He picked it up, now all crumpled and dirty. "Now 
who still wants it?" Still the hands went into the air.  

"My friends, you have all learned a very valuable 
lesson. No matter what I did to the money, you still 
wanted it because it did not decrease in value. It was 
still worth $20.    

Many times in our lives, we are dropped, crumpled, and ground into the dirt by the 
decisions we make and the circumstances that come our way. 

We feel as though we are worthless.  

But no matter what has happened or what will happen, you will never lose your value. 
You are special - Don't ever forget it! 
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EAGLES IN A STORM 

Compiled by Lion Dr. S.Nagraj Rao  

Did you know that an eagle knows when a storm is approaching long before it breaks? 

 The eagle will fly to some high spot and 

wait for the winds to come. When the 

storm hits, it sets its wings so that the 

wind will pick it up and lift it above the 

storm. While the storm rages below, the 

eagle is soaring above it.  

The eagle does not escape the storm. It 

simply uses the storm to lift it higher. It rises on the winds that bring the storm.  

When the storms of life come upon us - and all of us will experience them - we can rise above 

them by setting our minds and our belief toward God. The storms do not have to overcome 

us. We can allow God's power to lift us above them. 

God enables us to ride the winds of the storm that bring sickness, tragedy, failure and 

disappointment in our lives. We can soar above the storm. 

Remember, it is not the burdens of life that weigh us down, it is how we handle them. 
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What goes around comes around  

Compiled by Lion Dr. S.Nagraj Rao  

One day a man saw an old lady, stranded on the side of the road, but even in the dim light 
of day, he could see she needed help. So he pulled up in front of her Mercedes and got out. 
His Pontiac was still sputtering when he approached her. 

Even with the smile on his face, she was worried. No one had stopped to help for the last 
hour or so. Was he going to hurt her? He didn’t look safe; he looked poor and hungry. He 
could see that she was frightened, standing out there in the cold. He knew how she felt. It 
was those chills which only fear can put in you. He said, “I’m here to help you, ma’am. Why 
don’t you wait in the car where it’s warm? By the way, my name is Bryan Anderson.” 

Well, all she had was a flat tire, but for an old lady, that was bad enough. Bryan crawled 
under the car looking for a place to put the jack, skinning his knuckles a time or two. Soon 
he was able to change the tire. But he had to get dirty and his hands hurt. 
As he was tightening up the lug nuts, she rolled down the window and began to talk to him. 
She told him that she was from St. Louis and was only just passing through. She couldn’t 
thank him enough for coming to her aid. 

Bryan just smiled as he closed her trunk. The lady asked how much she owed him. Any 
amount would have been all right with her. She already imagined all the awful things that 
could have happened had he not stopped. Bryan never thought twice about being paid. This 
was not a job to him. This was helping someone in need, and God knows there were plenty, 
who had given him a hand in the past. He had lived his whole life that way, and it never 
occurred to him to act any other way. 
He told her that if she really wanted to pay him back, the next time she saw someone who 
needed help, she could give that person the assistance they needed, and Bryan added, “And 
think of me.” 
He waited until she started her car and drove off. It had been a cold and depressing day, but 
he felt good as he headed for home, disappearing into the twilight. 

A few miles down the road the lady saw a small cafe. She went in to grab a bite to eat, and 
take the chill off before she made the last leg of her trip home. It was a dingy looking 
restaurant. Outside were two old gas pumps. The whole scene was unfamiliar to her. The 
waitress came over and brought a clean towel to wipe her wet hair. She had a sweet smile, 
one that even being on her feet for the whole day couldn’t erase. The lady noticed the 
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waitress was nearly eight months pregnant, but she never let the strain and aches change 
her attitude. The old lady wondered how someone who had so little could be so giving to a 
stranger. Then she remembered Bryan. 

After the lady finished her meal, she paid with a hundred dollar bill. The waitress quickly 
went to get change for her hundred dollar bill, but the old lady had slipped right out the 
door. She was gone by the time the waitress came back. The waitress wondered where the 
lady could be. Then she noticed something written on the napkin. 

There were tears in her eyes when she read what the lady wrote: “You don’t owe me 
anything. I have been there too. Somebody once helped me out, the way I’m helping you. If 
you really want to pay me back, here is what you do: Do not let this chain of love end with 
you.” 
Under the napkin were four more $100 bills. 

Well, there were tables to clear, sugar bowls to fill, and people to serve, but the waitress 
made it through another day. That night when she got home from work and climbed into 
bed, she was thinking about the money and what the lady had written. How could the lady 
have known how much she and her husband needed it? With the baby due next month, it 
was going to be hard…. 
She knew how worried her husband was, and as he lay sleeping next to her, she gave him a 
soft kiss and whispered soft and low, “Everything’s going to be all right. I love you, Bryan 
Anderson.” 

There is an old saying “What goes around comes 
around.”  

“Kar bhala tou ho bhala” 

What you sow, so you reap.  

God never keeps any obligation done to HIS children. HE returns it with interest. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 Motivational Stories 28 

PRAYING HANDS 

Compiled by Lion Dr. S.Nagraj Rao  

Back in the fifteenth century, in a tiny village near Nuremberg, lived a family with eighteen 

children. Eighteen! In order merely to keep food on the table for this mob, the father and head of 

the household, a goldsmith by profession, worked almost eighteen hours a day at his trade and any 

other paying chore he could find in the neighborhood. 

 

Despite their seemingly hopeless condition, two of Albrecht 

Durer the Elder's children had a dream. They both wanted to 

pursue their talent for art, but they knew full well that their 

father would never be financially able to send either of them to 

Nuremberg to study at the Academy.  

After many long discussions at night in their crowded bed, the 

two boys finally worked out a pact. They would toss a coin. 

The loser would go down into the nearby mines and, with his 

earnings, support his brother while he attended the 

academy. Then, when that brother who won the toss 

completed his studies, in four years, he would support the 

other brother at the academy, either with sales of his artwork or, if necessary, also by laboring in 

the mines. 

 

They tossed a coin on a Sunday morning after church. Albrecht Durer won the toss and went off to 

Nuremberg. Albert went down into the dangerous mines and, for the next four years, financed his 

brother, whose work at the academy was almost an immediate sensation. Albrecht's etchings, his 

woodcuts, and his oils were far better than those of most of his professors, and by the time he 

graduated, he was beginning to earn considerable fees for his commissioned works. 

 

When the young artist returned to his village, the Durer family held a festive dinner on their lawn 

to celebrate Albrecht's triumphant homecoming. After a long and memorable meal, punctuated 

with music and laughter, Albrecht rose from his honored position at the head of the table to drink 

a toast to his beloved brother for the years of sacrifice that had enabled Albrecht to fulfill his 

ambition. His closing words were, "And now, Albert, blessed brother of mine, now it is your turn. 

Now you can go to Nuremberg to pursue your dream, and I will take care of you." 



 

All heads turned in eager expectation to the far end of the table where Albert sat, tears streaming 

down his pale face, shaking his lowered head from side to side while he sobbed and repeated, over 

and over, "No ...no ...no ...no." 

 

Finally, Albert rose and wiped the tears from his cheeks. He glanced down the long table at the 

faces he loved, and then, holding his hands close to his right cheek, he said softly, "No, brother. I 

cannot go to Nuremberg. It is too late for me. Look ... look what four years in the mines have done 

to my hands! The bones in every finger have been smashed at least once, and lately I have been 

suffering from arthritis so badly in my right hand that I cannot even hold a glass to return your 

toast, much less make delicate lines on parchment or canvas with a pen or a brush. No, brother ... 

for me it is too late." 

 

More than 450 years have passed. By now, Albrecht Durer's hundreds of masterful portraits, pen 

and silver-point sketches, watercolors, charcoals, woodcuts, and copper engravings hang in every 

great museum in the world, but the odds are great that you, like most people, are familiar with 

only one of Albrecht Durer's works. More than merely being familiar with it, you very well may 

have a reproduction hanging in your home or office. 

 

One day, to pay homage to Albert for all that he had sacrificed, Albrecht Durer painstakingly drew 

his brother's abused hands with palms together and thin fingers stretched skyward. He called his 

powerful drawing simply "Hands," but the entire world almost 

immediately opened their hearts to his great masterpiece and 

renamed his tribute of love "The Praying Hands."  

The next time you see a copy of that touching creation, take a second 

look. Let it be your reminder, if you still need one, that no one - no 

one - - ever makes it alone! 
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STORY OF AN ANT 

Compiled by Lion Dr. S.Nagraj Rao  

One morning I wasted nearly an hour 
watching a tiny ant carry a huge feather 
across my back terrace. Several times it 
was confronted by obstacles in its path 
and after a momentary pause it would 
make the necessary detour. At one point 
the ant had to negotiate a crack in the 
concrete about 10mm wide. After brief 
contemplation the ant laid the feather 
over the crack, walked across it and 
picked up the feather on the other side 
then continued on its way.  

I was fascinated by the ingenuity of this ant, one of God’s smallest creatures. It served to 
reinforce the miracle of creation. Here was a minute insect, lacking in size yet equipped with 
a brain to reason, explore, discover and overcome. But this ant, like the two-legged co-
residents of this planet, also shares human failings. After some time the ant finally reached 
its destination – a flower bed at the end of the terrace and a small hole that was the 
entrance to its underground home. And it was here that the ant finally met its match. How 
could that large feather possibly fit down that small hole? Of course it couldn’t. So the ant, 
after all this trouble and exercising great ingenuity, overcoming problems all along the way, 
just abandoned the feather and went home. 

The ant had not thought the problem through before it began its epic journey and in the end 
the feather was nothing more than a burden. 

 Isn’t life like that! We worry about our family, we worry about money or the lack of it, we 
worry about work, about where we live, about all sorts of things. These are all burdens – the 
things we pick up along life’s path and lug them around the obstacles and over the crevasses 
that life will bring, only to find that at the destination they are useless and we can’t take 
them with us. 
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The paradox of our time  

Compiled by Lion Dr. S.Nagraj Rao  

The paradox of our time in history is that we have taller buildings, but shorter tempers; 
wider freeways, but narrower viewpoints. We spend more, but have less; we buy more, but 
enjoy it less. We have bigger houses and smaller families; more conveniences, but less time. 
We have more degrees but less sense; more knowledge, but less judgment; more experts, 
yet more problems; more medicine, but less wellness. 

We drink too much, smoke too much, spend too recklessly, laugh too little, drive too fast, 
get too angry too quickly, stay up too late, get up too tired, read too little, watch TV too 
much, and pray too seldom. We have multiplied our possessions, but reduced our values. 
We talk too much, love too seldom and hate too often. 

We’ve learned how to make a living, but not a life. We’ve added years to life, not life to 
years. We’ve been all the way to the moon and back, but have trouble crossing the street to 
meet the new neighbor. We’ve conquered outer space, but not inner space. We’ve done 
larger things, but not better things. We’ve cleaned up the air, but polluted the soul. We’ve 
split the atom, but not our prejudice. We write more, but learn less. We plan more, but 
accomplish less. We’ve learned to rush, but not to wait. We build more computers to hold 
more information, to produce more copies than ever, but we communicate less and less. 

These are the times of fast foods and slow digestion; big men, and small character; steep 
profits, and shallow relationships. These are days of two incomes, but more divorce; fancier 
houses, but broken homes. These are days of quick trips, disposable diapers, throwaway 
morality, one night stands, overweight bodies, and pills that do everything from cheer, to 
quiet, to kill. It is a time when there is much in the show window and nothing in the 
stockroom. A time when technology can bring this letter to you, and a time when you can 
choose either to share this insight, or to just hit delete. 

Remember, spend some time with your loved ones, because they are not going to be 
around forever. 

Remember to say a kind word to someone who looks up to you in awe, because that little 
person soon will grow up and leave your side. 

Remember to hold hands and cherish the moment for someday that person will not be 
there again. 



Give time to love, give time to speak, and give time to share the precious thoughts in your 
mind. 

AND ALWAYS REMEMBER: 

Life is not measured by the number of breaths we take, but by the moments that take our 
breath away. 

 

 


