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ALK The summer sun
burned the pavements
on Ermou Street

in Athens, Tourists,
clutching shopping
bags and frappés,
wandered past
without seeing
anything —their
pocKets )ingling
with spare coins.

And there, in the shadow
of 3 luxury boutique, stood
mario- a Charlie Chaplin
mime. DreSsed in an old plack
suit two sizes too big, his

He tipped it to
passersby, his silent
Chaplin-esque dance
AW d language of
ASD exaggerated frowns
- and hopeful smiles.

mario movyed like a ghost
from another time.
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-rarely more.



Mario Slept in 3
storage room pehind
a bakery, its owner
letting him stay in

exchange for sweeping
flour dust at dawn.

His stomach
often echoed
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...he thought, remembering
the film he’d watched
\{Hikeahy _ on an opsolete library
' laptop, Chaplin’s Tramp,
A | boiling a shoe for supper.

Athens had no shortage of artists, but mario was neither trendy nor awkward. He was invisible,
the Kind of man people apologized to after bumping into him.

A mother was buried [
in Thessaloniki, )

and a father was lost  JIIIEY
to the crisis.
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NO Safety net,
just the street.
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One afternoon, as he
adjusted his hat for the
hundredth time, a newspaper
kiosk caught his eye.

[ Mario snorted. Patience |
didn't fill stomachs, |

Avoice |
| cut through N
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The laughter of strangers
stung more than their
indifference. A single euro
could mean the difference
between warm+th and
another hungry night.
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mario hadn't chosen
art. Art had chosen him

because hunger leaves
no room for pride.

Now, at thirty-Ffive,
he performed, not for
fame, but for the €1.50
needed t0 buy 3 tiropita
-cheese pie- before the
bakery closed.

At twelve,
he'd danced for
coins outside
Syntagma

fingers brushing

the rim of his
hat, as if it held
the Tramp's spirit.

construction,
but his back

Greece had welfare
programs, put mario’s
papers were
"STILL PRQCESSING".
NGQs handed out
sandwiches, but no one
handed out dignity.




One evening, as

2\ Mario packed up his |

haf’ d ﬁ‘mmaker
Knelt beside him.

YOU'RE

For weeks,
cameras \COHOwed
mario, not just his

act, but his life:

the way he still
PONShed his shoes
each dawn, 3s if
hope could be buffed
into leather

PERFORMERS.
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The hat was
always there,
a Silent witness.




When the film aired, it

went viral. "The modern

Tramp," they called him.
Donations poured in.

A theatre offered
him a3 residency,
even 3 mime workshop.
The flyer read:

mario was happier now,

better Off -put every

saturday, he returned
to Ermou Street.
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he told the filmmaker, . .
. 73| THE POOR DON'T

adjusting his hat with

3 practised flick of 4 DISAPPEAR
his wrist. | WHEN YQU STQP

OOK'NG As he began his act,

3 little gir) dropped
a coin into his hat.
mario winked,
and for a3 moment,
the Tramp lived again.




