Humility
 
My 17-year-old son returned home from a 1950s costume party with a first-place award. As I admired his certificate, he told me the judges unanimously voted him “Best-dressed Nerd.” My smile faded when I noticed his “costume” came from my closet. (Richard Maffeo, in Catholic Digest)
No one can make you feel more humble than the repairman who discovers you've been trying to fix it yourself. (Bits & Pieces)

Knute Rockne in 1923 made all his Notre Dame football players take dancing lessons. (L. M. Boyd)

As anyone who has ever attempted a garden knows, the payback for one's patient planning and chipped fingernails seems, finally, nothing short of a miracle. One sunny day, the satiny petals of the peony unfurl; the delphinium's blue outdoes the bluebird. Suddenly stiff backs and nursery bills are forgotten -- or, at least, forgiven. Amid the joy even the simplest annual border or back-yard plot can give us, there's little risk in becoming overly proud of one's garden because gardening by its very nature is humbling. It has a way of keeping you on your knees. (JoAnn R. Barwick, in House Beautiful)
What the world needs is more geniuses with humility. There are so few of us left. (Oscar Levant, entertainer)

Before spring becomes beautiful, it is ugly, nothing but mud and muck. I love the fact that the word “humus” -- the decayed vegetable matter that feeds plants -- comes from the same root that gives rise to the word “humility.” It helps me understand that the humiliating events of life, the events that leave “mud on my face” or that “make my name mud,” may create the fertile soil in which something new can grow. (Parker J. Palmer, in Let Your Life Speak)
 
The most difficult instrument to play well is second fiddle. (Liguorian)
Scripture records only one time that Jesus Christ admitted that He was the Messiah, and that was in a private conversation. See St. John 4:26.
(E.C. McKenzie, in Tantalizing Facts, p. 63)

On our 20th wedding anniversary, my husband and I were cuddling in front of a cozy fire. In the throes of a passionate kiss, I noticed that the living-room blinds were open. “Just a minute,” I said, leaving my man's embrace to drop the shades. “Now,” I asked coyly, “where were we?” “Apparently looking out the window,” he replied. (Carol Packer, in Reader's Digest)
 
I was attending a church function while my wife was at work. Striking up a conversation with a young woman, I discovered that she had the same unusual first name as my wife. I said it was the first time I'd ever met another person with that name. A while later the woman rose to leave the gathering. At the door, she turned toward me and called out for all to hear: “Don't forget to tell your wife you've found someone else.” (James Burns, in Reader's Digest)
 
During a mid-morning break from skiing at Vail, I was standing at a counter, drinking hot chocolate, when I felt a tap on my shoulder. I turned around and saw a young, good-looking couple. The man asked, “Are you Henry Mancini?” And I, giving my best “ah, shucks” crooked smile, replied, “Well, yes, I am.” He said, “You dropped your credit card.” (Henry Mancini with Gene Lees, in Did They Mention the Music?)
 
First man: “What the world needs is more exceptionally intelligent people who are also humble.” Second man: “I suppose you're right. There's not a lot of us left.” (Brian Crane, in Pickles comic strip)

When my aunt backed the family van into the garage, she accidentally knocked off a side mirror. “Someone hit the van while I was shopping at the mall,” she told my uncle upon his return from the office. “The culprit didn't even leave a note. Can you imagine the nerve?” “The guy had more nerve than you think,” my uncle replied. “He even followed you and put the broken glass in our garage.” (Lynn Sowers, in Reader's Digest)
How can some people become so conceited, when everyone knows we all begin and end as nothing? (Ashleigh Brilliant, in Pot-Shots)
A co-worker in our California office flew to Chicago during a blizzard. He spent hours driving to make his appointment at a suburban office complex. The parking lot was empty, so he pulled up next to the main entrance. As he was signing in, the receptionist looked outside and asked, “Before your meeting, could you move your car off the front lawn?” (Russell G. Graham, in Reader's Digest)

“Blessed are the poor in spirit: for theirs is the kingdom of heaven.” 
The root word that is translated “spirit" is more accurately and meaningfully translated “pride” – “poor in pride.” Jesus says, “theirs is the kingdom of heaven.” But keep in mind that “heaven,” as Jesus uses the term, is not a place in the sky or a reward for after life. The word “heaven” comes from a Greek root that means “expanding.” (Eric Butterworth, in Discover the Power Within You, p. 58)
I've been told I set a few records, but I really don't know what they are.
(Tiger Woods, U.S. Open golf champion)
My neighbor Joanne and I are film buffs. Joanne, however, objects to the high cost of refreshments sold by theaters and sometimes tries to sneak in a snack hidden in her large handbag. Once, Joanne popped a bag of microwave popcorn and stashed it in her pocketbook just before we set out. But as we approached the theater entrance, we were stopped by the ticket taker. “I'm sorry,” he told Joanne. “No outside food allowed.” “What makes you think I have food from outside?” Joanne hedged. “Well, ma'am,” he said, “your purse is steaming.” (Lea Schaffner, in Reader's Digest)

A friend and I stayed at a Chicago hotel while attending a convention. Since we weren't used to the big city, we were overly concerned about security. The first night we placed a chair against the door and stacked our luggage on it. To complete the barricade, we put the trash can on top. If an intruder tried to break in, we'd be sure to hear him. Around 1 a.m. there was a knock on the door. “Who is it?” my friend asked nervously. “Honey,” the woman on the other side yelled, “you left your key in the door.” (Berniece B. Phillips, in Reader's Digest)
 
The great tenor, Roland Hayes, always used to pause for a moment of quiet with eyes closed when he faced his audience for the first time in a concert. He was once asked by a reporter what he was doing. A humble man, Hayes was hesitant to reveal his secret. But eventually he admitted that he was praying. When asked what he prayed about, he replied, “I just get quiet and receptive and say, ‘O Lord, blot out Roland Hayes, that the people may hear only thee.’” (Eric Butterworth, in Discover the Power Within You, p. 62)

Native American wood carvers say the most honored figure on the vertical wooden statue is, contrary to popular belief, at the bottom; i.e.: it's the low man on the totem pole. (L. M. Boyd)

If your troubles are deep-seated and of long standing, try kneeling. (Bits & Pieces)

“God made me the kind of person who wanted to write stories,” Stephen King says. “There's really a simple and egotistical idea at the bottom of it all, one that has sustained artists from time immemorial. It's the feeling that ‘I'm great; they're going to love this; I'll be rich and famous and never suffer again.’ But that's only partly true. Nothing really changes. I'll still be told by my wife, ‘Steve, we need a loaf of bread,’ and so I'll go out shopping. If I forget and come back instead with an idea that I tell her will make us $2 million, she'll still say, ‘Steve, I'm delighted, but we need a loaf of bread.’” (Bill Goldstein, in Publishers Weekly)
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