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Once upon a time a poor old beggar woman stood shivering by the side of a road which led to a prosperous
village. She hoped some traveler would be touched by her misery, and would give her a few pennies with which
to buy food and fuel.
It had been snowing since early morning, and a sharp east wind made the evening air bitterly cold. At the
sound of approaching footsteps the old woman’s face brightened with expectancy, but the next moment her
eager expression changed to disappointment, for the traveler passed without giving her anything.
“Poor old woman,” he said to himself. “This is a bitter cold night to be begging on the roadside. It is, indeed. I
am truly sorry for her.”
And as his footsteps became fainter, the beggar woman whispered, “I must not give up. Perhaps the next
traveler will help me.”
In a little while she heard the sound of wheels. It happened to be the carriage of the mayor, who was on his way
to a Thanksgiving banquet. When his excellency saw the miserable old woman, he ordered the carriage to stop,

lowered the window, and took a piece of money from his pocket.
“Here you are, he called, holding out a coin.
The woman hurried to the window as fast as she could. Before she reached it, however, the mayor noticed that
he had taken a gold piece instead of a silver one out of his pocket.
“Wait a moment,” he said. “I’ve made a mistake.”
He intended to exchange the coin for one of less value, but he caught his sleeve on the window fastening, and
dropped the gold piece in the snow. The woman had come up to the carriage window, and he noticed that she
was blind.
“I’ve dropped the money, my good woman,” he said, “but it lies near you there in the snow. No doubt you’ll find
it.”
“Thank you, sir, thank you,” said the beggar, kneeling down to search for the coin.
On rolled the mayor to the banquet. “It was foolish to give her gold,” he thought, “but I’m a rich man, and I
seldom make such a mistake.”
That night after the banquet when the mayor sat before a blazing fire in his comfortable chair, the picture of
the beggar woman, kneeling in the snow, and fumbling around for the gold piece, came before his eyes.
“I hope she will make good use of my generous gift,” he mused. “It was entirely too much to give, but no doubt
I shall be rewarded for my charity.”
The first traveler hurried on his way until he came to the village inn, where a great wood fire crackled merrily
in the cheery dining room. He took off his warm coat, and sat down to wait for dinner to be served. But he
could not forget the picture of the old beggar woman standing on the snowy roadside.
Suddenly he rose, put on his coat, and said to the host, “Prepare dinner for two. I shall be back presently.”

He hastened back to the place where he had seen the poor old woman, who was still on her knees in the snow
searching for the mayor’s gold piece.
“My good woman, what are you looking for?” he asked.
“A piece of money, sir. The gentleman who gave it to me dropped it in the snow.”
“Do not search any longer,” said the traveler, “but come with me to the village inn. There you may warm
yourself before the great fire, and we shall have a good dinner. Come, you shall be my Thanksgiving guest.”
He helped her to her feet, and then, for the first time, he saw that she was blind. Carefully he took her arm, and
led her along the road to the inn.
“Sit here and warm yourself,” he said, placing her gently in a comfortable chair. In a few moments he led her to
the table, and gave her a good dinner.
On that Thanksgiving Day an angel took up her pen, and struck out all account of the gold piece from the book
where the mayor recorded his good deeds. Another angel wrote in the traveler’s book of deeds an account of
the old beggar woman’s Thanksgiving dinner at the village inn.
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