
Downtown Galway was bustling just as it is every day. Each new afternoon is as though a small carnival came to town. 

There are people swarming the assortment of shops and there are street performers, human statues and artists lined 

along the stoned walkway through the miniature city. 

I decided to take a seat by the water at the end of town. I sat on a long granite bench next to an elderly couple looking 

out onto the water. They didn’t speak, just sat there in contentment with one another, closing their eyes and breathing 

deeply when the breeze rolled in. I sat too, enjoying the fresh air and taking cover anytime one of the fearless gulls 

tried to dive over my head in pursuit of bread crumbs. 

A man came over to our bench, looked at me and asked “Do you mind if I squeeze in here?”I said “not at all” and he 

set up camp. He took out his packaged sandwich, his taytos, and an Amstel beer and started to eat. He was an older 

man in his late forties. He had long brown hair tied back with a lavender ponytail holder and a salt and pepper goatee. 

He wore a hot pink button down shirt over a navy tee, jeans, and dark purple shoes.  He looked at me and noticed I 

was working on something and said “I’m not in your way, am I? Excuse my back.” 

I continued to work, trying to meticulously recreate what I was seeing. Every brick seemed to want a place in my 

memory; every leaf and water ripple as well. I just saw water and buildings-that was it. Even if I did manage to 

replicate it on paper it was just that and nothing more. It was getting dark and the sun hid away behind the overcast. 

The old couple tossed their crumbs to the squawking vermin with wings and went on their way. The man moved to 

their spot of the bench. “Does it bother you if I smoke a cigar down here? I’m not trying to run away from you, I just 

don’t want to blow it in your face.” I gave him the go ahead. He puffed the cigar and the wind carried the smoke over 

his head and it danced in front of me for a moment before vanishing. I caught a whiff and thought of my father’s 

poker nights and the neighborhood dads taking us trick-or-treating on Halloween. 

I looked and saw a group of tourists walk up to the water. I knew they were tourist because they took a group picture. 

I could only hear snippets of “Everyone ready?  And “Hold it!” over the group’s symphony of laughter. I looked back at 

my scene. The clouds rolled by in a gray-scale making the panoramic view brilliantly gloomy. 

“The light makes everything look so two-dimensional” the man said wistfully in my general direction. It was the first 

time I noticed that he was British. 

Hm, what? Oh right, I was drawing. He thought I was an artist and for a brief moment in time I wanted to pretend I 

was. The only trick with pretending is he might ask to see what I was working on. If he looked, he would have known 

the truth. 

“Oh, I’m working on something for a journaling class” and he started peering toward my work, “but I’m not very 

creative so it’s not like its good.” I threw in quickly and bashfully, holding my drawing close to me so he couldn’t see 

it. 

“Not creative? Not creative? You can’t say that. I’m sure it’s not true.” 

“How do you figure?” I asked him, attempting to draw water without calling too much attention to my artwork. 

“Because everyone’s creative in one way or another” he responded, taking a sip of his canned beer. 

At this we started talking about what it meant to be creative, and he told me the story of his quest to creativity. How 

he too thought he wasn’t creative and so he worked in advertising, doing the media aspect and not the idea part. He 

told me he left advertising to and I quote, “save his soul.” 



He continued with his story: “My life changed on my 33rd birthday. My mom died-no don’t be sad young lady. It 

wasn’t a sad death; it was beautiful, an awakening if you will so don’t you be sad about it.” 

He told me after his mom died he decided to travel and realized the beauty the world had to offer. He explained that 

yes, the world takes people away, but it also offers colors and sensations and visions and raw unspoiled beauty. It may 

seem like all it does is take, but if you stop just for a moment you can see all it has to give.  I didn’t buy it, and he could 

tell by the look on my face so he elaborated. 

“Beauty,” he said “can be found anywhere. Even these clouds here! Sure it’s gray and that has a negative connotation, 

but this is actually perfect lighting for photographing nature with a film camera, even though you wouldn’t think it. 

It’s absolutely beautiful-you just need to know how to look for it.” 

So I did. I strained my eyes and looked around me, and eventually I saw beauty. The water rushed by and the sky was 

taken over by a billowing gray. I closed my eyes and I heard an acoustic guitar start to play a sweet, sad tune softly in 

the distance. The music reflected its surroundings. A peaceful gloom engulfed the surrounding area. 

I asked him what he did for a living in order to be able to see the beauty in everything. He told me he went from 

advertising, to poetry, to music, to photography, and he was currently a wrestler. 

“So you can imagine why I come here to get some peace and quiet” he laughed. 

He sat with me for a long while, this strange and inspiring man. We discussed American politics and art and poetry 

and literature until the sky grew ever darker. 

“Well I best be off to run my errands. 

“I understand. It was a pleasure to meet you…” 

“The name I was born with is Charles David, but the name I’ve been given is Blue. And you are?” 

“Lisa.” 

“Lisa, what a pretty name.” 

He stood up and collected his knapsack. Stretching his arms back over his head and craning his neck he let out a 

heavy but satisfying sigh. 

“Many blessings on all you do, Lisa.” He got up to walk away, but suddenly stopped and looked back at me, directly 

into my eyes. “And remember, Lisa, you are creative.” He winked, and I’d like to think he was on his way to instill the 

poetic notion of beauty to another stranger, unable to see it. 

 


