
 

We were heading home for lunch after a day at the Thames. As everyone does in London, 

we had taken the Underground there, and now must take it home. About halfway there we had to 

switch lines, so we headed through the white-tiled tunnels, across the station.  

On the way, we saw a middle-aged man surrounded by canvases. From a few yards away, 

he looked like a normal street vendor. But as we got closer, we could see the dirty clothes and 

tangled hair- the mark of the homeless in London. 

 People passing would sneer, or avert their eyes and ignore his calls advertising his 

paintings. That’s what they do in London- ignore what they don’t want to see. But somehow, he 

kept smiling at the passers-by. I felt so bad for him, in his situation I’d be so angry at the 

whispers, the averted glances- those little things that dehumanize. 

 I slowed down to look at the paintings and he looked so happy, so hopeful. Mom and Dad 

looked worried- probably because you never really know with his type. But he just told us the 

story of his pictures, how he was saving up to rent an apartment on the outskirts of London- real 

estate was cheaper there, he said. 

 My favorite was the streets of London in black and white, with a red double decker bus in 

its center. It seemed as if it had some sort of personal meaning- as any painting that looked like 

that must. He’d used spray paint and stencils- it had taken him three weeks to get it just right and 

was beautiful in its simplicity.  

We ended up buying it, and as we left to catch our train, there were two or three groups 

of tourists behind us, waiting for a painting. 



 

I’d wondered why the locals still ignored him, but now I know the prejudice was too 

deeply ingrained into them for them to follow the example of a Londoner’s American family.  

Every now and then, I wonder what happened to that man- it’s been three years now. I 

hope for the best, but I know deep down what usually happens to people like him.  

I choose to deny that anything could happen to that kind street painter who was perfectly 

normal. Except he was homeless. 


