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“Healing in Bailey’s Café”

Bailey’s Café, by Gloria Naylor, tells of a street that exists nowhere and everywhere in the world. People who find this street come with broken dreams, broken hearts and broken spirits. They are at a point in their lives where death seems a more hopeful choice than life. There are three establishments on this street; Bailey’s Café, Eve’s Boarding House and Garden, and Gabe’s Pawnshop. These three establishments have developed a system to help their patrons heal. Gabe’s Pawnshop will lead you to Bailey’s Café and Bailey’s Café can lead you to Eve’s Garden, but no one will offer information on where to go. You have to be smart enough to understand the sign on Gabe’s door and you have to have the knowledge and courage to ask where to find Eve. The philosophy of the street is tough love. “You are neither hassled nor coddled; you follow the routine at the café or you don’t eat; you play by Eve’s house rules or you don’t play,” (Felton, Loris 230).

The proprietor of Bailey’s Café arrived after fighting in World War II. From the time he stepped onto foreign soil he could feel the danger and the death of the whole war around him. “Its one of the [worst] feelings you can imagine,” (Naylor 22). He was fighting the war on land and they were moving closer and closer to Tokyo, where the young, the deformed, and the elderly were being protected. It became unbearable for him to go and fight in Tokyo and he knew he would not live through it. As they moved closer he kept killing his opponent, but they kept coming. He was fighting the living dead. He begun to lose his mind; stuffing his nose with dirt, jamming his ear canals with empty shell casings, covering his skin with mud, trying to deaden all his senses to the war around him.


“My salvation rose like the head of a newborn. Hiroshima in exchange for my soul,” (Naylor 26). He prayed to any god who would listen for help even offering the rights to his unborn children in exchange for this help. “And the only god to answer claimed them,” 26). The A-bomb that prevented him from having to go to Tokyo also sterilized him. 

Finally he comes back to California, “the Boys were home,” (Naylor, 26). People are celebrating, bells are ringing, firecrackers are exploding, but these explosions wouldn’t leave craters in the ground. He can only find comfort in the surf. 

He finds himself at the brink of sanity while standing at this wharf in California, firecrackers of celebration exploding behind him.


“I felt it just wasn’t worth it,” he says. At the very moment of Hiroshima happening, it all stopped being worth it,” (Naylor, 27). 


“You get a man with thoughts like that, standing over the edge…”


A hand reaches out and touches his shoulder, “There’s a customer waiting,” (Naylor, 27).


He finds himself standing over a grill at the place you end up when you get to the edge of the world.


In this café he functions “as a kind of inverse St. Peter figure, a keeper of the gate who directs lost souls to sanctuary and salvation,” (Stave 103). Because of everything he went though and saw during World War II he is able to understand the feeling of being at the end of your rope and having no where to go. This understanding enables him to listen to and sympathize with the stories of his patrons. 

Any of his patrons will tell you, he’s not a nice man. He’s good at his word and he calls them like he sees them, and if you don’t like the way he feels, there are other cafes. 


The café has a scarred old counter, peeling linoleum and tables and chairs along the front window. When he discovered himself there the name Bailey’s Café was painted over the door and there was no reason to change it. On this street, in this café, he is Bailey. You can find Bailey’s Café in any town, in any country, anywhere in the world; open 24 hours a day, seven days a week, 365 days a year, but its only there when you need it. The menu never changes and neither do the people who wander in. No one comes in with a simple story, but they all have one thing in common, they’re hanging on to the edge with no where to go but the end of the world.

People think the coffee or food brings them in, but both are bad. Nadine, Bailey’s wife, does make good peach cobbler, but she only makes it when she’s in the mood and won’t serve it until the mood strikes her again. They also don’t come for the company. “Our customers are all so different I’ve yet to see anybody get along in here,” (Naylor, 3). They come for the same reason Bailey’s there, they have nowhere else to go. Bailey knows more about some of his customers than they know about themselves, “and they all boil down to only one type, or they wouldn’t be in here in the first place,” (Naylor, 32). 

There is nothing but a void in the back of the café “since the place sits right on the margin between the end of the world and infinite possibility,” (Naylor, 76). It is a way station and “the choices have always been clear, you eventually go back out and resume your life…or you head to the back of the café and end it,” (Naylor, 221).


Bailey believed the café had been the answer to his problems until Gabe cued him in, “running this café has done no such thing: My puppy, you still stand on that wharf in San Francisco, America…We do nothing here but freeze time.” (Naylor, 219). Whenever a patron leaves the café or the street they are exactly where they left their lives, hopefully more at peace than when they came. 

The café is a place to “restore life and hope,” a place to heal, (Puhr, 1). For those seeking solace, Bailey’s Café is their goal,” (Puhr, 2). It is a place to take a break from life; to make the choice of walking out the front door and resuming your life more appealing than walking out the back door and never coming back. 


The first character we meet in Bailey’s Café is Sadie. She is a lady who can turn a cracked mug of tea into fine china; she is a wino and twenty-five cent whore. Until she was four she thought her name was ‘the one the coat hanger missed.’ When she did ask her mother what her name was her mother beat her viciously screaming “Sadie, Sadie, Sadie.” At this young age she learned that the only way out of her situation was to love. “She didn’t know she was loving this empty woman in order to survive,” (Naylor, 42). 

She knew the difference in the way her mother treated her and the way other parents treated their children had to be her fault so she tried to be as good as she could. . She learned to make no noise and kept the rooms they boarded in impeccably clean. He mother forced he to become a prostitute at the age of thirteen and when she had her first abortion he mother had the doctor sterilize her. After her mother died she worked as a maid in a whore house, and when the government closed down the house she married the man who delivered the wood there. He was a lot like her mother so she kept his house clean and was always quiet. The only time she stood up for herself was when he attempted to destroy her geraniums. She told him, if they leave, she leaves. Sadie loves her geraniums. She always dreamt of having a house with a garden as a young girl and when her geraniums bloomed she had the garden she needed to complete her dream. 

After twenty-five years of marriage her husband died and his daughters tried to take the house from Sadie. She finds odd jobs in an attempt to buy the house. She sells everything she has and finally begins to sell herself again, but only for the exact amount of money she needs to make the amount she has figured out she needs for the day, whether it is three cents or twenty-five cents. 

To survive Sadie takes refuge in her fantasy world where she is wealthy and loved. When life gets to be too much for her on the streets she comes into Bailey’s Café where she has her cup of tea and takes a break from her life. 


Unlike the other women in this story, Sadie never asks where to find Eve. Bailey regrets he cannot tell her to go to Eve’s, but that would break the system of the street. 


Eve owns the boarding house in which some of the women who come into Bailey’s Café live. She found the street after being abandoned and scorned by the godfather and trekking across the delta in search of salvation. 

Eve’s godfather never tells her when she was born. “He said he found me in a patch of ragweed, so new I was still tied to the birth sac and he had to bite off the umbilical cord with his teeth and spit it out to save me from being poisoned: And going through all that for a she-creature earns me the right to decide when it was born,” (Naylor, 83). Eve is a beautiful woman and was a beautiful child. Her godfather’s friends and boys in the neighborhood would stare at her with lustful eyes, but her godfather was a preacher and she knew he would kill them both if she allowed anything to happen. The women were different. They didn’t understand why her godfather still cooked and cleaned for her and why he’s never remarried. That made her Saturday night baths stop. “I was forced to go through months and months with no one and nothing to touch me,” (Naylor, 83). 

She began playing a game with Billy, a boy in the neighborhood. He would stomp all around her causing vibrations in the ground while she lie face down in the grass, grinding against the earth. When her godfather caught her playing these games he stripped her of her clothes, purged her of all the food he’d provided her and kicked her out. 


“I wouldn’t have needed to leave the east of the delta if godfather hadn’t thrown me out of the church. To be thrown out of his church was to be thrown out of the world…Since he had thrown me out, there was nobody who would are take me in,” (Naylor, 85). She stole a bag of flour and made a dress out of the burlap and began her track across the delta. She survived on little to no food and during this long, dry winter became coated, inside and out, in mud made from Delta Dust and the moisture of her body. “[Eve] blessed [her godfather] every step of the way. If he had raised her with tenderness, she wouldn’t have found the strength to do this,” (Naylor, 90). 


 She walked into New Orleans neither male nor female, just mud, but she could choose what she was going to be when she walked back out. Ten years later she was ready to leave with more than she’d ever had before and not a penny earned on her back. 

Eve tells us she aged 1,000 years after her walk from Pilot Town to New Orleans. 

 “I paid for this ordeal with a loss of good eyesight and a loss of my sense of humor,” (Naylor, 91). After all of this she didn’t know where to go. She was too qualified to take over the state with all she’d survived and had no idea where a woman like her should go. “That’s how I ended up here, taking over this brownstone and starting my garden,” she says (Naylor, 91). 


   Women, who have promise and the knowledge, eventually ask where to find Eve. She was the first customer at the café, and, like the Biblical Eve, she is the beginning and the mother of the community. Like Bailey’s Café, Eve provides healing to people who have reached the end and need help returning to their lives.


Eve lets out the rooms in her boarding house to single women. Sometimes they pay, sometimes they don’t…charity has nothing to do with it; Eve is not a charitable person. A woman is either ready for Eve’s or she’s not. And if she’s ready she’ll ask where to find it on her own.

Eve’s boarding house has always been right down the block from Bailey’s Café. According to Jesse Bell, one of Eve’s tenants, “Curfew starts midnight at Eve’s: no more visitors or music, and her boarders can’t have hard liquor at any time,” (Naylor, 116). Jesse calls it a whore house convent and a pussy palace, and though neither she nor Eve sells themselves, many of the women at Eve’s do “move toward their healing though their sexuality,” (Stave, 104). 

Eve’s garden is like the Biblical Garden of Eden. It is a place of creation and rebirth for the women who live there trying to find the purpose in their lives. Even on the street just before the end of the world, flowers grown in Eve’s garden, no matter what the season. Anytime a gentleman caller wants to call on one of Eve’s boarders they must buy the woman a bouquet of her favorite flowers from Eve. 

Eve was Bailey’s first customer. When he found himself at the grill of the café burning that hamburger he realized he was grilling it for Eve and though she’s a vegetarian she accepted it and ate the bun. Just like Bailey, she understood how the café worked without being told and knew that since it was Tuesday hamburgers were the only thing that would be served. Bailey and Eve are a lot alike. Neither of them are friendly nor outgoing people. They have been hardened by their lives and don’t care what anybody thinks about them. It takes people like the two of them, people who have been deeply hurt by life and have their strength, to be both just before the end of the world and able to implement the tough love philosophy that helps the people who wander onto their street. 


Esther is the first of Eve’s tenants to tell her story. Esther’s brother arranges a marriage for her with his boss when she is twelve. Her new husband has an old hag ‘train’ her and there after calls Esther down to the cellar to do unspeakable things to her. Esther agrees to the marriage because she is a good sister. If she marries this man her brother won’t have to take care of her anymore and he will find favor with his boss. As a good sister she stays with her husband twelve years, one year for every year her brother took care of her.   

After the twelve years of marriage Esther leaves her husband and finds Bailey’s Café. The door of the café swings open and she smells Eve’s roses and follows the scent to her new home. Eve used white roses as a healing strategy for Esther’s healing. They have led her to acknowledgement of joy and beauty, which begins to unravel her devastating hatred and moves her closer back to the realm of the fully human, (Stave, 107). 

The next of Eve’s girls to tell her story is Mary, who is nicknamed Peaches. Her father comes into the café liking for Mary, but no one knows her by that name. He describes her to the people in the café as being fair skinned and pretty, but that doesn’t come close to describing her beauty. 


“His daughter is more than pretty. She’s one of those women you see and don’t believe. The kind that live just outside the limits of your imagination,” (Naylor, 100). According to Bailey she is a cocoa-butter dream, having curves that go into curves and warm, sleepy bedroom eyes. 

Mary was her father’s seventh child and being his only daughter, she was his pride and joy. When she was nine he built a wall around their house, but it was already too late. Her mirrors made her think she was a whore because of her beauty. Men’s eyes were mirrors stripping her clothes away. When her choir master put his hand under her shirt she smashes a mirror her father bought her for her tenth birthday because she could remember the excitement she felt with the choir master when she looked into it. 


She tried everything to make this girl in the mirror go away. She made strait As in school, worked part-time at the druggist, joined the Girl Guides, sang for the war relief, and sang for the church choir. “But [the whore] was always there, reflected in the wetness of men’s eyes,” (Naylor, 105). 

She wasn’t the whore reflected in men’s eyes, but she gave them the whore. “Their eyes would cloud over, the pupils tiny pin points that finally reflected nothing,” (Naylor, 105). She had sex with any man who wanted her because they could save her from the girl in the mirror. She hated the way it hurt her father when he beat her and she hated him spending money on doctors for her, so she ran away from home. At first she couldn’t keep a job long because women would be jealous of her, but then she began working in bars. She would stay with what ever man she found until he realized she didn’t care about him. It is during this time she admits to herself that she likes sex and because of this she learns to hate herself. She continues to go from guy to guy, becoming the girl in the mirror because she doesn’t know what else to do. She finally ends up with a crippled man that she would have stopped for if she knew how. “He didn’t question my absences. He didn’t curse. He didn’t plead. He just took out his strait razor one morning at breakfast, pressed it against my throat, and told me very quietly the next man I was with, I would have to watch die,” (Naylor, 110). For a week after that she didn’t leave their apartment. Finally she went to the bathroom mirror and ripped open her right cheek with a beer opener. After she left the hospital she didn’t go back to the cripple, she just stayed in the train going east. She kept riding on the train until she reached the end of the line. 

She came into Bailey’s looking for Eve. “And it was only the scar that was reflected in [Eve’s] eyes when she murmured, Beautiful,” (Naylor, 102). Eve teaches her never to accept wilted flowers because she deserves better. “Look in that mirror and accept no less than you deserve,” (Naylor, 113). Eve teaches Mary to see her beauty reflected in the mirror instead of seeing everything she believes is evil about her.

Mary’s father begs for her to come with him, but Eve tells him to go home. “Leave your daughter here, Eve says, and I’ll return her to you whole,” (Naylor, 113). 


Mary cannot integrate her sexual urges into her concept of herself as the dutiful daughter; rather, she separates and lives each life fully. Her sexual self will sleep with any man, while her virgin self hates the sexual self. Eve convinces Mary that a man special enough to understand what she is worth will continue to buy her daffodils, which is why she can promise Mary’s father she will return her whole. The knowledge of her worth will allow Mary to achieve wholeness, at which point she will neither be dutiful daughter nor whore, both categories in which she is positioned in reflection to men, but rather woman, interacting with men if and when she chooses but not defined by them, (Stave, 108). 

Jesse Bell is the next to tell her story. Bailey says she’s one of those Big Apple gals who don’t bite their tongues about nothing. “Like me, she calls ‘em as she sees ‘em, if it wins her friends or not,” (Naylor, 116). She grew up at the docks where the men were tough and respected and the women were tough enough to stand up to the men. She ends up marring into the King family; a well-to-do black family who believes white is everything that is good. The women in the King family took anything their husbands dished out to them with a smile because they believed they were nothing without them. It was different from anything Jesse had ever known. Uncle Eli, the patriarch of the family, strived hard to make his family as white as possible and hates everything about Jesse Bell and can’t imagine why any King would want to marry someone like her. For awhile she remained strong and kept Uncle Eli out of their lives, but when her son was born everything changed. Jesse let Uncle Eli talk her husband into keeping their son out of public schools and hiring a nanny instead of having Jesse’s mother live with them. “The best started to mean anything that had nothing to do with the Bells…nothing to do with me,” Jesse says (Naylor, 128). Her son grows up wanting nothing to do with Jesse’s family. She loses both her son and husband to the King family. 

Jesse is lost after she realizes Uncle Eli has killed her in her own home. After that she can’t stand for her husband to touch her and her girlfriend is also no longer a comfort. “And then one night someone slipped a little paper envelope of white powder in my hand, and I found what I needed,” she says (Naylor 131). 


She came into Bailey’s, a well dresses junkie, asking for the address on Eve’s business card. “She stumbled [into the café] three or four times, yelling about the wrong address, until it dawned on her to simply ask, How do I get to Eve’s?  [Bailey] was more than happy to tell her,” ( Naylor, 133). After hearing Jesse’s whole story, Eve tells Jesse that she doesn’t waste her time and because she’d invested an hour into listen to Jesse’s story it was of personal interest to her to make sure Jesse quit using. “A dead junkie was certainly not going to be using anymore,” (Naylor, 137). 

Eve takes her out the back of the café where her childhood room and dream bathroom waits. Eve tells her she’s in hell and hell is exactly what she goes through the next four days without her drugs. At the end of the four days when she wakes up Eve bathes and powders her and gives her a velvet case. “The eyedropper was made of crystal, the tea spoon and syringe pure silver, the book of matches embossed,” (Naylor, 139). Jesse found the bottom drawer lined with at least a dozen quarter ounce bags of heroin and in the top drawer a brand new box of milk sugar to cut it. The memories of the death of her mother and what the King’s did to her family come back and she needs the heroin again. Eve knew that four days of withdraw was not going to make sure Jesse would never use again. To be sure that Jesse wouldn’t use, the drug has to be available to her and she has to make the choice not to use. After four days of using Eve takes everything away again. This time it takes Jesse eight days to even be able to sit up in bed and at the end of those eight days there is another velvet case, this time with a gold needle. 

The reader is not told of a third withdraw so it was be assumed Jesse didn’t use this time. Though Eve’s method of helping Jesse to heal from her addiction seems cruel, it is effective and exactly what Jesse needed. Had she gone to a rehabilitation center or hospital again she would have stolen needles and bribed orderlies, just like she had done in the past. 

Eve requires that all of her tenants’ gentleman callers take a bouquet of flowers with them with them when they come to visit and each girl has chosen hr favorite flower for them to buy from Eve’s garden. 
Esther’s choice of white roses is a flower meaning “I am worthy of you,” (Greenaway, 37). After being used by her brother and husband for so many years she is trying to regain her self confidence and to learn to fell worthy of someone else’s love or affection. Eve forces the white roses to bloom in any season for Esther’s gentlemen callers. 
Mary’s favorite flower is a daffodil, which means regard, (Greenaway, 15). Eve asks fifty dollars for a bouquet of daffodils for her. Mary is working toward having regard for herself rather than adapting to whatever a man in her life wants her to be. 
“[Jesse] told Eve she wanted dandelions, and I’m sure Jesse did it to be annoying. Those are the kinds of plants Eve usually pulls up as weeds. Dandelions fit Jesse perfectly. Like Jesse, no matter how hard you try to beat down and get rid of dandelions they always come back and flower. A dandelion represents a rustic oracle, (Greenaway. 15). Jesse is rustic, lacking refinement or elegance, but she is also like an oracle, in that she has great strength and wisdom. 
Even Sadie, though she wasn’t one of Eve’s girls, had a favorite flower; her red geraniums. This flower can represent comfort or stupidity, (Greenaway, 27). Sadie finds comfort in her geraniums because they are part of her fantasy world which causes her to have an extreme dullness of perception or understanding of the real world around her. 

All of Eve’s flowers can be bought except her lilies, which must be her favorite flower because, like her, they are not for sale. Lilies have many meanings; majesty, Eve’s strength and power; purity, her uncompromising values; and return of happiness, something she works toward providing for her tenants. 

Each woman’s favorite flower represents something the woman is working toward. In this way receiving the flowers is a part of the healing Eve’s gives the women who she helps. 
Toward the end of Bailey’s Café the reader is introduced to Gabe, the owner of the pawnshop on the street. Gabe is a Jew from Russia. “His birth is on his face. He carries every crevice and ridge of the Caucas Mountains…His spine is bent from straddling so much of the world for so long and his eyes water constantly from the strain of all he’s seen,” (Naylor, 145). He is a frustrated man because of his love for his people, other Jews, and his belief that they have a God-given responsibility to be better than others.
Unlike the café, which is never closed, Gabe’s Pawnshop is never open. The sign on his front door always says “Will be back at” with a clock under it that shows some hour that is never now. At the bottom of the clock is a red arrow outlined in gold that points to Bailey’s Café. If someone keeps coming back and Gabe thinks they are worth it he’ll flip the sign to “Out of Business” with the same arrow underneath. “A lot of customers get directed to [Bailey’s Café] if they’re smart enough to read the sign,” (Naylor, 130). 
Stanly is the first character the reader meets who tells his story and finds the café by way of the pawnshop. He is from California where his father owns 3,000 acres of land in the Imperial Valley. His father never fought back when people vandalized his property or mistreated him personally because of his race and Stanley disrespected his father for this. His father is finally driven to a breaking point when he buys a set of expensive books by William Shakespeare for Stanly and The Gatlins, a group a thugs, attack them before they could get the crate of books to their truck. The Gatlins stripped them and locked them in the storeroom of the post office. While Stanley and his father are in the storeroom the Gatlins destroy the newly bought books. They could only find women’s clothing in the discarded boxes in the storeroom to cover themselves. When they come out of the storeroom Stanley’s father is read to fight. He beat up all three of the man and earned his sons respect.
In college Stanley majored in mathematics because when answers were subject to interpretation, as a black man he never received fair grades. He was drafted to war in 1942, but not allowed to give blood at the Red Cross. Because of this he took a stand against racism and refused to fight in a war he couldn’t give blood to aid. For this offence he went to jail. While there he helped to organize a hunger strike to protest the segregation in the cafeteria there. 

After he was released from jail he goes home for awhile and then begins looking for a job. He couldn’t work fitting his degree because of his race. He was only offered positions like custodian and mail clerk even though he had a Ph.D. in mathematics. He interviewed for jobs everywhere but in the south to no avail. Because he spent so much time outside walking from interview to interview, when the weather grew hot his suit gave him welts and became impractical to wear, He figured the odds were against him getting a job because of his race and wearing women’s business attire, which was better suited to hot weather, would not hurt his chances any further. 
One day he is finally offered a good job and though is was warm; it was not too hot for the suit. He was offered a position in the marketing division of Waco Glass and Tile. The man who offered him the job was very proud of himself for seeing the ability of a black man. In fact, his company employed another back man as well and he thought the two of them would have a lot on common; after all they’re both black. 

The interviewer took both black employees out to lunch, introducing Stanley to everyone in the room by his degree. He ordered for everyone and continued to order Stanley drinks, even after Stanley said he didn’t want anymore. “The room was beginning to get close. I removed my jacket and loosened my tie. I got noticeable glances from other tables, but it felt so much better,” (Naylor, 120). He later takes off his tie completely and then he unbuttons his shirt. “The head of domestic marketing didn’t notice a thing until the buzz escalated into a muted roar as I removed the shirt completely,” (Naylor, 212). 
After that lunch Stanley walk the streets composing a letter to his father in his head. “Papa … I have been in clothes of every description. There is no doubt … that I am a man … I will see a lot of change. And that is what scares me Papa, because today I had lunch with the future,” (Naylor, 212). Stanley finds Gabe’s Pawnshop and sees the revolvers. Gabe is sweeping the floor and slowly makes his way over to the door and flips over the sign to “Out of Business.” From there Stanley finds the café and there meets Eve, who offers him a job as housekeeper for her boarding house. When Stanley first came to the street he was “set on using the last money he had in his pocket to buy a pawnshop revolver and just one bullet,” but under Eve’s care he will ring in the new year worth close to 50,000 and counting, (Naylor, 165). Stanley earns money by entering contests creating jingles and advertisements for cleaning products. Eve’s cut to ten percent because the whole thing was her idea, even the name Miss Maple. 
Although Miss Maple is revealed as possessing tremendous strength of character, he too requires Eve’s healing, since the repeated rejection and his first glimpse and white men who consider themselves non-prejudiced have led him to despair, (Stave, 112). 

The final story we are told is the story of Mariam. She is a fourteen year old girl who is a Jew from Ethiopia. She is pregnant and claims no man has ever touched her. At an early age Mariam’s mother notices she is slow and she does not go through their villages purification ritual until she is six years old, something most girls go though at a much younger age. Girls must go through this ritual to become true daughters of Beta Israel. Her mother feared they would leave her filthy and intact. To go though this ritual means to be genitally mutilated, this makes her unable to have sex without great and intense pain. The reader is led to believe Mariam is telling the truth about having never been touched by a man, as there is no sign that anyone has broken through her vagina, which was sewn almost completely shut in the purification ritual leaving only enough of an opening for her to urinate. Because she would not name a man who had raped her she is kicked out of her village. “To such a girl expulsion from her home village amounts to a death sentence,” (Naylor, 154). The high priest’s wife sends her towards the rising sun to a friend she has in Addia Ababa, but when Marian gets there she finds that the man’s boarding school has been burnt down and the man is dead. She can accept food from no one. The animals are not slaughtered according to the law and unclean women are allowed to bake the bread. Mariam is terrified of loud noises and dangers of the city. She ducks into a doorway when a plane passes overhead, as she believes it is a “bird monster.” She sees Gabe looking at her through the shop window and he opens the door and lets her in. Gabe broke the system of the street when he let Mariam in and then takes her to Eve and tells Eve she has to take her in. People are supposed to find Eve on their own and she decides who stays there. 
No one on the street knew what to do with Mariam. “Whatever happened to that girl, Eve said, she is pregnant…My place is a way station, just like yours. And there is no world for this girl to return to,” (Naylor, 159). A child has never been born on this street and its not supposed to happen. How can a child be born at the end of the world? Everyone on the street comes into the café to see what will happen when Marian gives birth. When she goes into labor the café fills with lights of every color. Then they hear the cry. Esther smiles and Mary leads them all in singing hymns. Gabe, Bailey and Miss Maple join hands and dance around the café. “For all we knew, when that baby gave its first cry, this whole street could have just faded away,” (Naylor, 224). 

The baby boy is named George after both Gabe’s and Bailey’s fathers. After the circumcision Eve tries to take George back to his mother in the back of the cafe, but was met with a wall of water. “We won’t be raising the baby on this street. And if out prayers are answered, once he leaves us we’ll never see him again,” (Naylor, 228). 
Eve is able to lessen the pain of Mariam’s labor she is released from the terror of her life afterwards. George is given a safe birth and people who care about getting him to a good home to grow up. The whole street worked together in helping this mother and son and in return through their efforts the community is brought together. 
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