
There was an old 
man who went to 
live with his son 
and his wife. They 
greeted him when 
he arrived. And they  
had a big feast.

The 
Wooden 
Bowl

The old man 
worked 
everyday, 
getting weaker 
each day. his 
hands started 
trembling.

Time passed, the old 
man growing older 
each day. his 
daughter in law had 
a baby. he couldn’t 
hold her because 
of his trembling 
hands

Time passed, years 
passed, the man 
grew older and 
older by the day.

His hands could not 
hold things 
anymore, so, his son 
had given him a 
wooden bowl he 
wouldn’t break, and 
his own table.
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After the old man’s 
death, his son made 
wooden bowls for 
the whole family.

The moral is that 
you should always 
return the kindness


