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THE TRAMP

The river is cold as fall changes to winter, and its water glides softly
over the sharp rocks on the bed. The bank on both sides is pebbled,
and further up gets forested with willows; the leaves have turned
through orange and red to brown at this time of year, and each minute
adds to the collection of these on the ground underneath. Chill winds
blow in the early morning, when the sun is not strong enough to
break through the clouds, and a light drizzle starts to fall on the
downy leaves up the bank. Soon droplets begin to form on the leaves
still attached to their boughs, and as they collect, the foliage starts
drooping lower until the accumulated water drops off the ledge.

The tramp gets up at this time, for his face is cold. He quickly
gathers his meager belongings in the bundle of tattered clothes that
he carries with him, and makes his way to the bank of the river. He
quickly rinses his face with a handful of water, for it is freezing cold,
and runs his fingers through his matted hair (or at least makes an at-
tempt of it). The morning ablutions are done.

Under a spreading willow, which still retains some of its foliage, a few
yards up the river he seeks temporary shelter. He reaches into his coat
pocket and draws a half-eaten can of beans and a bent spoon. He crum-
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ples the lid over with the utmost care, for its edges are sharp, and reaches
into its contents. The congealed mass of food is slowly dislodged from
the sides of the can, and the tramp starts to chew on the cold morsels,

The end of morning meal signifies the start of 2 day-long trek
upriver to the town. Perhaps he
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a roof over his head; he would work hard all day, laying bricks or car-
rying luggage at the railway station or running errands for a store.
He would work hard if he could get a proper meal at a proper time,
and have a routine set for him. Maybe he could even have a few
friends, others like him roaming the country in search for jobs, and
landing the same employment. He could progress, if given the
chance, and prove his worth to the world . . .

By around noon the sun breaks through the clouds and the driz-
zle stops; the wet leaves and the soggy ground start to dry, and the
atmosphere assumes a slight degree of warmth, The leaves on the
ground start to scatter as they dry, for the tramp’s shuffling footsteps
dislodge them from their bed. The river sparkles up ahead as the
sunlight is reflected off jts surface, but underneath it is cold and for-

bidding. There is nothing to be seen in the distance, bur for the
naked willows and the interminable river.
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COMMENTS:
An excellent essay if descriptive writing is the object. The essay is

T'he description of the physical surroundings is great, but the dj-
tion of the narrative js fuzzy, leaving a sense of confusion. (PLF)




