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Text Version of Audio Story: Jefferson 

 
The year was 1802. An elderly man was trying to hide from the bitterly cold 
winter wind, behind a tree on the bank of the River Potomac. 
 
He had been waiting there for hours, hoping for a rider who would be kind 
enough to take him across the river, as there was no way to make it by foot.  
 
Rider after rider would pass, but none were approachable. None seemed to 
have the caring or desire to help an elderly man. The old man had waited 
here many times before and had grown accustomed to being passed by. He 
had developed a sense, just by looking at riders, as to who might be helpful 
and who wouldn’t. 
 
Again, rider after rider would pass; and, by now, the cold had set into his 
bones. He could barely walk, or even raise his arm to motion a rider for help. 
His long white beard glistened with ice and reflected the light of a full moon 
hanging in the night sky. If he could just get across the river, then perhaps he 
could muster the strength to walk to his cottage another few miles away. 
 
Another rider would pass by and not give aid to the old man.  
 
Off in the distance, he could hear the faint hoof beats of yet another mount. 
As this rider, without trepidation, made his way toward the icy waters, the old 
man called out, “Could you help me across the river?” 
 
“Why heavens, yes sir, do hop on.”  
 
But the old man, half frozen, could no longer move. The rider lifted him up on 
his horse, and together they forged the chilling waters of the Potomac. 
 
Once on the other side, the rider continued on as to save the old man from a 
walk he would have never been able to make. He delivered him to what would 
seem to be a quaint and cozy little cabin, but the fire had been out for some 
hours, leaving it dark and cold. 
 
The rider helped him down and assisted him to walk into the little home.  
 
There, he built a fire in the fireplace and wrapped a warm blanket around the 
old gent. He boiled water and made tea and placed a mug into the trembling 
hands of an old man, half frozen. 
 
There, the stranger sat, and the old man recounted the joys and sorrows of a 
long life. He spoke of the woman he had loved and married, long since dead.  
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He spoke of his children who had set out to experience a new country, losing 
touch in a world unable to communicate as we do today.  
 
It was an evening that a lonely old man, hungry for camaraderie and talk, 
would cherish for the rest of his life. 
 
The stranger couldn’t help but ask, “Old-timer, you had to have been on that 
riverbank for hours, and that is a well-traveled path. Why couldn’t you get a 
ride?” 
 
“Well, I didn’t bother to ask,” the old man replied. “I’ve lived long enough and 
have stood on that riverbank enough times that I can just tell when someone 
is willing to help and when they ain’t. All’s I had to do is look at them, and if 
they look away, I’d know they didn’t want to help. When I saw you coming, I 
could see the kindness in your face. I knew I could ask you for help, and I 
knew you’d help.” 
 
The rider was touched by the old man’s ability to see into the souls of people. 
 
“I have learned much from you here this evening, sir. But, I do believe that 
what you have afforded me most is a look inside myself — and the realization 
that I must never be too busy with my own affairs that I disregard the needs of 
others.” 
 
The old man, now thoroughly warm, smiled wide and watched as his new 
friend mounted his steed, there, in the wee hours of the morning. 
 
The rider made a slow walk with his horse for a mile or so, thinking about the 
night’s experience that would forever be a wonderful memory. 
 
Home now in sight, the horse was anxious to be given the go-ahead for at 
least a fast trot. The rider gave his steed a gentle kick, and at a brisk pace, 
the author of the Declaration of Independence and president of a young 
United States —Thomas Jefferson — made his way home to the White 
House. 
 
Broadcasting from the Juniata Valley, I’m the American Storyteller. 


