
The Baker and The Old Gardener 

In the centre of a thriving town, lived a baker named Ishaan. His bakery was renowned for its 

exquisite confectionery, and his success had made him confident, almost to the point of arrogance. He 

held a narrow belief that respect was a privilege reserved only for the wealthy and influential. 

 

Each dawn, an elderly gardener, affectionately called Ramu Kaka, would arrive at the marketplace. 

His attire was modest, his hands calloused by decades of relentless labour, yet his basket overflowed 

with fresh, fragrant blossoms. Most townspeople either haggled with him harshly or overlooked him 

entirely. Ishaan, too, dismissed his presence, silently questioning what wisdom a humble gardener 

could possibly offer. 

 

One winter morning, a violent storm devastated the small 

herb garden behind Ishaan’s bakery. He stood there, dejected 

and helpless, uncertain how to restore what he had so 

carefully nurtured. 

 

It was then that Ramu Kaka noticed his distress. Approaching 

him with genuine compassion, he said softly, “My son, may I 

assist you?” 

 

Though hesitant, Ishaan agreed. For the next two hours, the 

old gardener worked with remarkable patience, diligence, and 

expertise. With profound knowledge and a benevolent spirit, he taught Ishaan how to revive the 

damaged plants, enrich the soil, and shield them from the cold. He expected nothing in return. 

 

Overwhelmed with gratitude, Ishaan experienced a moment of profound realization. He understood 

that true wisdom is not measured by wealth or social standing, but by experience, integrity, and 

humility. He had judged the gardener by his appearance and had failed to honour his inherent dignity. 

 

The following morning, Ishaan sought out Ramu Kaka at the market. He welcomed him with sincere 

courtesy, offered him a seat and warm tea, and purchased his flowers at their full value. He then 

humbly requested him to become the official caretaker of his bakery garden. 

 

From that day onward, a transformation was evident in Ishaan. He began to treat every individual — 

whether a customer, a delivery boy, or a sweeper — with equal respect, empathy, and civility. 

Consequently, his bakery flourished even more, not merely for its products, but for the warmth and 

humanity it radiated. 

 



He finally understood that respect is not determined by status, but by acknowledging the humanity in 

every individual, and kindness is its most eloquent and meaningful expression. 

 

Moral: True nobility lies not in looking down upon others, but in lifting them up with respect and 

kindness. 
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