


A very distinguished professor  
dreamed of building a school  

in a poor neighborhood.  
He could not bare the thought  

of seeing so many young  
children growing up  
without the benefit  

of an education.  
One morning he set off  

to take his plans to city hall.  
 



The mayor listened to his 
plans and then exclaimed: 
“Law and goodness not 

always march side by side. 
You go ahead and build it 
and we will give you the 
proper authorization.” 

But the professor was 
determined to become a 

voice for all those  
voiceless children. He 

insisted: 
“But Mr. Mayor I 
personally lack the 
financial resources.” 



The mayor, before the 
humble presence of the 

professor said: 
“Look, you are disrupting 
my administration. You 
hold no position in here.” 

“Well, what can we do?” 
said the mayor. 
“I understand your point 
Mr. Mayor, but isn’t it our 
responsibility  
to look out for 
the future of these 
young minds?” 



The professor left very disheartened. Despite the mayor’s 
objection, he could not bring himself to accept leaving the 

children resigned to such grim a fate, and he spent the afternoon 
and the night of that Saturday thinking and thinking… 



Very early on Sunday he went for a walk in the direction of the 
center of the town. He was so lost deep in prayer asking God for 
help, that he wandered into the busy marketplace.  
“My God, what should I do? Will it not be possible to build a 
roof to shelter these children, oh dear Lord?” 



Now, the town’s market was a busy place, filled with eager 
shoppers rushing about buying groceries. 
Before the professor knew it, in the midst of the commotion, an 
elegant lady grabbed him by the arm mistaking him for a carrier.  



She asked him to pick up all her shopping and follow her. The 
professor, true to his kind and humble nature was happy to 
oblige. 
Standing in front of a large bag of vegetables, the lady asked 
him: “Fill this order for me.” 



Without saying a word, the 
professor obliged and put the 

bag over his shoulders.  
After walking for about half a 
mile, they entered an elegant 

home. 
At that moment, the lady, 

recognizing in him a willing 
helper, asked: 

“I will have some guests 
tonight. Can you stay and help 

me?” 
“Surely! Just give me your 

instructions.” 



So she had him cut up logs for 
the brick oven, which he did with 
great sacrifice, since he was a 
man accustomed to intellectual 
work and not physical labor.  



After, he was made to fix the chimney, which he did, 
at the expense of ruining his own clothes. 



Covered from head to toe in chimney soot, he was sent three miles 
down the road to pick up a roasted turkey.  

It was with his last breath that he made it back with the mighty 
platter. Next, he was asked to clean the kitchen and the large dinning 
room area where guests would dine. 



Early evening seven guests arrived at the mansion. Among them 
was the mayor, who became very surprised at the sight of his 
earlier visitor. 



During the course of the party, the mayor privately told 
his sister, which was the lady of the house, who her 

helper really was.  



When all the guests 
were gone and 

everything was cleaned 
up, the lady, visibly 
uncomforted, asked 

the “helper” what his 
fee was for his services. 
The good man simply 

responded:  
“Oh, nothing. It was a 
great pleasure helping 
you out,” and then left. 



The next day, he was the one in for a surprise. The 
lady paid him a visit in his humble home and, after 
apologizing profusely, announced him that a large 
ample building had been conceded to him for the 

establishment of the school that he wanted to set up.  



She said that the children could make use of the 
property without any problem and that the mayor 

personally would take care of the necessary 
permissions and construction would start right away.  



The professor was 
speechless. Tears of 

joy came rolling 
down his cheeks… 
… and he kissed the 

lady’s hand in 
recognition, 

gratitude and 
friendship. 



The professor‘s good nature had made it possible to overcome 
all the obstacles. Example is more powerful than any argument. 

Once again, the power of gentleness won. 



Let’s Color! 
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