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It was a cold morning, b i t t e r c o l d , a 
cold made even harsher by i t s j u s t 
being Monday. Even so, Yonge Street 
was crowded with s u i t e d businessmen, 
walking to and f r o , preoccupied with 
the events of the coming day. Women, 
wrapped in p r o t e c t i v e coats, adorned 
with m u l t i c o l o r e d scarves and gloves, 
hurried to awaiting desks in sheltered 
o f f i ces. 

I heard h i s voice a block before I 
reached the corner, r i n g i n g c l e a r in 
the c h i l l a i r . I smiled inwardly, 
nothing seemed to deter t h i s man, he 
was l i k e the s t r e e t l i g h t s , always 
there, ready to shine when darkness 
approached. This morning he was 
dressed in his black a t t i r e , white 
c u f f s j u s t v i s i b l e above f ur l i n e d 
gloves. His c l e r i c a l c o l l a r was hidden 
by a handmade s c a r f , probably donated 
by a loy a l f o l l o w e r . I always accepted 
a l e a f l e t , deposited a dime, and turned 
towards work. Today, I was e a r l y , so I 
stopped to l i s t e n . Nobody ever seemed 
to l i s t e n , in fact nobody seemed to 
stop. I wondered why he bothered. 
Those blank expressions which scamp
ered past considered him i r r e l e v a n t , 
yet something drew him there every 
morning. I stood motionless s t a r i n g 
at c o n s t r u c t i o n workers laughing as 
they put the pieces of a new e d i f i c e 
together. People brushed past me, re
minding me I too must be on my way. I 
deposited my dime and continued on with, 
"And Jesus s a i d , 'Let the c h i l d r e n come 
unto me,1" echoing f a i n t l y in my mind. 

The Savarin always reminded me of my 
apartment t h i s e a r l y in the day: dark 
and deserted, i t did not s t a r t to l i v e n 
up u n t i l noon when the businessmen came 
in f o r t h e i r twelve o'clock c o c k t a i l s . 

I began arranging the t a b l e s , f o l d i n g 
napkins, t r y i n g to be c e r t a i n every
thing was in i t s proper place. The 
rest of the g i r l s l i n g e r e d , smoking 
c i g a r e t t e s and c h a t t i n g i d l y over i n 
stant c o f f e e . My request to leave for 
an hour seemed to s t a r t l e them. I 
never went anywhere. I assured them I 
would be back before the lunch hour 
crowd, so they consented. 

I wasn't sure where the o f f i c e was, so I 
splurged and took a t a x i . I walked 
back though; i t r e a l l y wasn't that f a r , 
and t h i s time I needed the pick-me-up 
fresh a i r always seemed to give. Ap
proaching the Savarin, I h a l t e d , i t 
seemed as i f I couldn't face i t today--
the smiles of the businessmen, p o l i t e , 
i r r e l e v a n t gestures made to make you 
feel important. Oh, yes, they deserved 
the t i t l e of p r o f e s s i o n a l s ! They knew 
thei r bus i ness. 

I made i t through the day, routine 
grows into one's system and a f t e r awhile 
can be performed mechanically. That's 
a l l I was on t h i s b i t t e r Monday--a 
machine performing a f u n c t i o n . My mind 
was miles away, r e s t i n g on the front 
doorstep of a white bungalow somewhere 
down east that had once been home. 



At c l o s i n g time, I l i n g e r e d , drawing on 
a c i g a r e t t e and d r i n k i n g warmed over 
c o f f e e . I had never smoked u n t i l I 
came to Toronto. I'd never needed a 
crutch before, now i t seemed as i f I 
had too many. 

It was a mile from the Savarin to my 
apartment, but the walk seemed short 
t h i s time. I dreaded the emptiness, 
the s t a l e a i r that p r e v a i l e d throughout 
the four rooms. At one time I had 
h u r r i e d home, anxious to prepare a home 
cooked meal f o r a hungry man. Now I 
couldn't even eat. Everywhere I looked 
I saw b i t s and pieces of a l i f e too 
short--c?gar stubs, w i l t i n g roses, a f t e r 
shave. 

Tuesday morning I phoned in s i c k , I was 
s i c k , but not from some l o c a l v i r u s . I 
made my second telephone c a l l of the day 
around t w o - t h i r t y . The report was pos
i t i v e . I don't remember how I passed 
the rest of the day. 

V/ednesday morning was a descendant of 
Monday. Black clouds hovered menacing
l y above the heads of the s c u r r i e r s , 
anxious to f i n d warmth. The preacher 
stood e r e c t , in his usual spot, speak
ing i n t o the microphone to anyone who 
wanted to hear. I opened my purse. I 
had $85, on impulse I put $30 i n t o the 
s i l k hat held by h i s a s s i s t a n t . The 
man of the c l o t h turned slowly to me, 
pressed something hard into my hand and 
whispered, "Have f a i t h , my c h i l d . " 

I laughed o u t r i g h t at h i s concerned 
expression. The look in his eyes re
minded me of one I'd seen many times 
before, but would never face again. 

The c l i e n t e l e at the Savarin had an o l d 
customer return for the f i r s t time in 
four months. Today, though, the gold 
g l i s t e n e d b r i l l i a n t l y on h i s l e f t hand 
and his laughter was the loudest of a l l . 
He was the greatest businessman; he 
r e a l l y knew h i s work. Odd though, f o r 
a man of such merit, he could never 
look you s t r a i g h t in the eye. 

A f t e r the rush was over, I t o l d the boss 
1 was through, slowly picked up my coat, 
wrapping i t s s o f t f o l d s around my body, 
and descended the carpeted s t a i r c a s e . I 
f e l t no remorse, only a p i t y f o r those 
up there w a i t i n g and working p a t i e n t l y 
in the oppressive fog of c i g a r e t t e and 
c i g a r smoke. Nobody s a i d good-bye or 
wished me luck. I r e a l l y don't b e l i e v e 
they r e a l i z e d I was leaving. 

Passing May and Co. on the way home, I 
sauntered in and decided on a lov e l y 
lounging o u t f i t f o r the evening. I a l s o 
bought myself two large lobsters and 
champagne. It took me two hours to pre
pare my dinner, but the r e s u l t s were 
e x c e l l e n t . I put on some s o f t music by 
some obscure band who r e a l l y should have 
made i t , l i t the candles decorating my 
u s u a l l y bare t a b l e , and sat down and 
enjoyed my meal. Afterwards, I ran my 



bath and lay soaking in suds f o r what 
seemed an e t e r n i t y . Then meticulously 
drying myself, I splashed on the re
mainder of a b o t t l e of cologne, and 
l a i d myself down on the cold l i n e n 
sheets of my bed. The lounging gown 
f i t p e r f e c t l y , and as I lay swathed in 
s a t i n I held d e l i c a t e l y the l a s t thing 
he had l e f t in my home. Glancing sky
ward f o r a moment, I envisioned once 

more Yonge Street e a r l y in the morning. 
I reached f or the g i f t from the preacher 
and saw only an address label and a 
phone number. With one l a s t d rink of 
champagne, I toasted him. Yes, I 
thought, today these c h i l d r e n w i l l come 
unto Him. V/ith hands widespread, I 
watched as the red of humans dripped 
onto a waxed f l o o r . I hoped there 
wouldn't be too much mess f o r the land
l o r d . 


