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One day this winter, | saw a perfect stranger lose his glove. He walked quickly
across a busy intersection where | was waiting in my car for the red light to turn
green. As he neared the sidewalk on the right side of the intersection, a black glove
fell out of his backpack.

He didn’t see it fall. He strode briskly up the hill. My mouth opened instinctively,
and | had a flashing mental image of myself leaping out of the car to shout to him.
“You lost your glove! It's on the sidewalk behind you! Come back and get it!”
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Then the light turned green and | drove on, impelled by the cars behind me. But |
couldn’t shake my concern about his glove, or my feeling that | should have told
him, somehow, what had happened to it. | knew he would arrive at home, or at
some other destination, and he wouldn’t know what happened to his glove.
Perhaps several hours would pass, even a day, before he reached into his backpack
and discovered it was missing. To him, it would be gone forever.

But it isn’t gone. | know where it is. I, a sentient being, know that it still exists. |
know exactly what happened to it. But he doesn't.

It's a problem | can’t solve. | don’t know his name or where he lives. | don’t know
where he was going. | wouldn’t even recognize him if our paths chanced to cross
again. | wouldn’t know he was the person | could approach with my story about
what really happened to his glove. There are realities that no amount of urgency
can transcend.

A lost glove is a small thing, easily replaced and then forgotten.

But this small loss stayed with me. | don’t like loss. | wish it was not part of the
created world. | love, and therefore, | fear loss.

Yet what kept my attention on this lost glove was not so much the reminder of my
fear as the startling knowledge that to me, the glove was not lost. | saw what
happened to it.

The man who owned the glove did not.

Perhaps all loss is like this, suggested that inner voice which creates moments like
this one and uses them to shift my perspective. He can no longer find his glove,
and he does not know what happened to it. But this does not mean the glove
ceased to exist. Someone, a real person, knows where it is. The glove’s existence
does not depend on his knowledge of it. It is the same with death, isn’t it? You can
no longer see the person who has died. But Someone can. You are not the origin of
life. Your knowledge is like a room without windows. What is outside the room
exists, no matter how much you cannot see it.

It's true of all the parts of life we turn away from and step around. They are real.
Real people are living through them, living all the way through them, moment by
moment. Even death can be lived through, and when it ends, Someone knows
where we are.
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