GLOVE STORY

This is a story of what it means to be lost and what it means to lose. 

I'm not talking lost like a virginity or lost like a Cup Final, or lost like a tourist. 

This is when you're lost like a glove. 

And as you go through the museum you'll see some of the gloves that still have that feeling.

(OK, this happened all about a year ago now. In between there has been a whole new girl, there has been September 11th, there have been days when I've thought about HER every minute and days when I've forgotten I ever even knew her. What I did at the time was to make notes about the gloves and my feelings for Kitty*. What I'm doing now is filling in the gaps and trying to make sense of both these things.)

If you had to remember every glove you've ever owned, at least in your adult life you'd probably give it quite a good shot, wouldn't you. Well, you'd remember the pairs, probably. You'd remember when you got them, what sort of things you'd been at when you wore them. You'd recall how long they lasted, and what it felt like when they were no longer part of your life. This is what this little museum is about then. Gloves and what they mean. It's all kind of a metaphor; you'll work it out. 

I heard someone say once that you can't spell glove without spelling love. This is very true. Neither can you spell smitten without spelling mitten. 

When I first met Kitty that was what I was. Totally smitten. She was so funny and generous. She had a whole set of phrases she used to describe things and people. She had a laugh that sounded like a classroom on the last day of term. Not the kids, the classroom. She was awesome the way Americans describe things. 

And when you're smitten you don't ever think you'll stop being smitten. You expect smit to be your constant state forever. You expect that person to be part of your forever. Forever never lasts though.

GLOVE 1

WHEN: 

14th November 2000, 11.57am

WHERE: 

On the north side of a zebra crossing on The Cut, SE1

HAND: 

Right

DESCRIPTION: 
A workman's glove. Predominantly green rubber, the green of impressive houseplants. Grey fabric with red and black stripes.

Now, when I started collecting these gloves I was missing her badly. So I thought, why not collect lost gloves. Why not make a little shrine to being part of a pair away from your other half. Maybe they'd make me feel better.

I'd been going out with Kitty for about six months, maybe a bit more. We had been working together in one of those jobs where you need a colleague to become a friend. Not because the job is so awful (I mean, it was pretty bad, but that's not what pushed us together) but because you need to get rid of all those stresses and the best way to do that is by letting them go in private with someone, who, in public you treat very professionally and properly. We could be talking any job - spying, drilling for North Sea Oil, data entry for a multinational credit card company. What we happened to be doing wasn't important, but the fact that we were the only two single people our age where we worked drew us together. At first it was just a few drinks after work where we managed to be the last ones to leave, or I said I'd walk her home, or wait with her until the taxi came. I liked being alone with her, getting to know her in a way that I couldn't quite when others were around.

Then a colleague told me that he thought we should get together. That if I wasn't there for a meeting or whatever, that she'd ask where I was. That her face lit up when I came in. And he'd seen me do the same things too. He said he thought we had the same sense of humour and that things might really click for us. That put me in the right mind - I began to look at her as the person I have been looking for. Does that make sense? I mean she was right for me - smart, funny, sexy, independent and someone whose work I admired and I could learn from too. My mind was slowly coming round. I'd done her little friendly favours in the past but one night she did me the best favour of all. I won't go into details, but it was a night when I had to celebrate life and she knew this and said she'd come to a corny disco just near work. We danced together like absolute loonies for hours, and to this day I know it was that moment that made me fall for her. And that moment makes me love her still.

And when you have a moment like that, you feel found. You've found someone and you've found something in yourself that you like because they like it in you. And losing that person and losing those feelings sucks. 

GLOVE 2

WHEN:

14th November 2000, 7.00pm

WHERE:

Corner of Endell Street and Long Acre, WC2

HAND:

Right

DESCRIPTION:
A lady's brown leather glove. Fairly small. The colour of well polished mahogany. There are three lines of stitching on the back.

The job we had worked on early in the year had finished in September and we were no longer seeing each other every day. We were both independent people. I think that's partly what we liked about each other, the fact that we could exist separately but together we felt so right, so much more of ourselves came out when we spent time together. 

But the end of the job did mean we were drifting apart. We were making each other unhappy in tiny, incremental ways. But you can't lose something in stages. One day you have it, the next day you don't. Is that right? Or but sometimes a thing is lost on one day but you don't know it's lost until the time comes when you go to use it again and it's not there. It's been lost, but the feeling you get when you realise it's gone is delayed. This was more like what was happening to us. 

We should have ended it at the end of the job, I can see in hindsight, but we had been so happy together before that neither of us wanted to see that happiness end. I guess it had ended though. I guess it had been lost but we didn't know.

Kitty took a job in Manchester and I took a job in London. Now this meant that we wouldn't be able to spend too much time together in the next couple of months but we thought we'd get through it. We spent a long time on the phone to each other; I wasn't able to go and visit her during the weeks because of both our work schedules and then weekends seemed to be troublesome too. For example, we could have shared one weekend together, but it was the christening of my goddaughter and Kitty couldn't come to London and then out to the country and then back north. It was difficult, but we would try to get through it.

I wanted her to know how much I missed her so I put together a care package, full of candy, silly magic tricks, magazines, bits of make-up I knew she loved. She didn't mention she'd received it on the telephone, but I guess she must have.

The following weekend I freed myself. I made sure I was able to make the trip and I took the plunge and rang where she was staying to say I wanted to spend at least two evenings with her.

They said she had told them she had left for the weekend and so I thought, ah well. Maybe she's coming down here. But she left a message to say she was ill and that she was going to Scotland to visit her aunt instead. I hadn't seen her in three weeks now, I think, but it may just have been two and a half. But even so. It was miserable.

GLOVE 3

WHEN:

18th November 2000, 9.40 am

WHERE:

Foundation House, Cromwell Road, SW7

HAND:

Right

DESCRIPTION:
Another work or gardening glove. It is red like wet brick, rubber, with an elasticated cotton wrist. The first glove to be approved by the European Community.

I got the card on the morning of a doctor's appointment. I had to go get my ears syringed. It happens.

When I recognised her writing on the envelope I thought it was going to be a thank you card for the box of fun, but it wasn't. It was one of those 'I think we should just be friends' letters. 

It's not that I hadn't seen this coming. I had said before she'd gone up to Manchester that maybe this would be the solution. I'd miss her so much while she was away and things had taken a bit of a downturn. 

I guess I'd been collecting the gloves to try and commiserate with them. To understand how they felt as one half of a broken pair. I knew things had been going badly with Kitty and I thought that by sympathising with misplaced woollen objects I found on the street I could transfer my crappy self pity onto them.

But it was me who had lost her, wasn't it? I had pushed her away with my selfishness. I wasn't the misplaced glove, she was. I was the guy with one cold hand now, wasn't I? I didn't know. 

It's rubbish at the end of things. You think about what you should have said, what you should have done. You retrace your steps in your relationship. You think about where you're sure you had it last. Where you could have lost it. But the fact remains. It's lost.

Glove 4: 

When: 4th December 2000, 10pm

Where: In a puddle at the corner of Gt Marlborough Street and Regent St, W1

HAND:
Either

DESCRIPTION:
A child's mitten. Tiny, green. Sodden.

By the beginning of December I was really missing Kitty. I wasn't quite the same without her. I didn't want to bother her, but I guess I knew she didn't want to see me anymore. She wasn't at all rude on the phone when we spoke, but at least half the warmth had gone from her voice. 

I finished my job here in the middle of December. I'd bought my own new pair of gloves for the winter and promptly lost one. So I resolved to get myself a new pair. 

GLOVE5

WHEN:

22nd December 2000, 6.20pm

WHERE:

outside Borders Tottenham Court Road, WC1

HAND:

Left

DESCRIPTION: 
Longer, black, lady's glove. Suede with a sort of fur wrist trim. Made in China.

I found this one while on the way to meeting a group of men I really love. We were all at University together years ago, and we have a big Christmas meal each year. This time we also went to see a West End show. It was about three men who are in a little gang together and rely on each other, but they argue constantly. One of them buys a painting and one them is about to get married. As we were all men ourselves, we quite liked the ideas the play had about men (interestingly, it was written by a woman) but we didn't think the performances were that hot. Over dinner, one man told the rest of us he would host a New Years' Party and that we were all invited. I shared with the men, the fact that I had lost my woman and they were all sympathetic, even those men that had managed to preserve their relationships with women, or start new, more successful ones, over the past year.

Christmas was partly really hard, partly really easy. I had been looking forward to being with Kitty and maybe spending time with her family, but it wasn't to be.

I wasn't exactly looking for lost gloves all this time, but you find that when you set yourself a mission like this, you surprise yourself by how much it takes you over. I was almost willing glove wearers to drop them, just so I'd have more for the collection. I would pour scorn on smug pairs that looked great together and hope that soon one of them would end up like me. Sorry, with me. In this collection.

I began to work out the psychology of lost gloves. Do they drop in pairs, with only the one recovered by the owner? If so, how can the owner ignore one? Do right handed people lose more left handed gloves? And/Or vice-versa? Are they like sunglasses, in that it's best to get a cheap pair as you're bound to lose them anyway? And that string that goes down children's' sleeves and is sewn into their mittens, isn't that a great idea?

GLOVE 6

WHEN
 28th December 2000 7.20pm

WHERE
stairs of Gloucester Road Underground

HAND
Either

DESCRIPTION
a child's navy blue glove. Woollen. Age 6?

One of the things about being in a pair is that, should you meet other people who think you should pair with them, you resist the temptation. You don't see people walking around with odd gloves, one having forced its way into a settled pair. Socks, sometimes, yes, I'll grant you. But this is not the Museum of Lost Socks.

Now, after the letter and after the job had been finished, I decided to look up Irene. We'd met after work one day - she was the friend of a friend of a colleague - and we'd got on pretty well. Maybe I could find myself making a new pair with her. She was glamorous, exotic (she was two halves of two different non-British nationalities!) and funny, and I thought, well, maybe this is it. Maybe if Kitty and I weren't to be a pair, maybe Irene and I could make it.

Christmas came and went and we spent quite a bit of time together in that last week of the year. It was beginning to go very well.

GLOVE 7

WHEN
30th December 2000 9.05pm

WHERE
Covent Garden Plaza

HAND
Left

DESCRIPTION
Navy blue wool.

I found this one when Irene and I were walking through Covent Garden. I had explained to Irene about putting the collection together and she thought it sounded pretty funny. And then, suddenly there was this glove. Right there on the ground at the exact moment I had told her about collecting them. She laughed all the way to the restaurant. She had that rolling laugh that when it stops I can't wait to hear again. So I kept being funny all night. And as we walked, she held ever tighter to my arm. 

We ate at a barmy restaurant called Sarastro's after seeing 'Meet the Parents' which we both thought was hysterical. Irene had laughed continuously. We kissed for about three days at the tube station before saying goodnight. I think we'd held hands all evening and laughed all the time too.

Glove 8

When

31st December 9pm

Where
London Bridge tube (Jubilee Line platform)

Hand

right

Description
black 100% polyester

Irene and I had spent the afternoon getting her outfit for the party. She bought a fabulous gold top and a very glamorous satin skirt. She wanted to wear her long gloves with them, but decided that was too much.

I went over to her flat and we had a meal of cheese and apple and then headed out. I found the glove and Irene laughed again. Now really I should have handed this one in, but my collection was too important now. I needed all the gloves I could get.

Well the party was great. I loved being with her and all my friends loved her too. One of the men from the Christmas meal asked me if she was my new girlfriend, and I said it was early but I hoped so. I've got a couple of photos from the night and we look great together. Really great.

Glove 9

When 1/1/1 2.15pm

Where
Piccadilly line tube train on the way home from the party 

Hand

right

Description
rebel active, blue soft ladies

I was still in my natty outfit from the night before, feeling manky but looking sharp. Irene wanted me to make it to a New Year's Day walking tour that afternoon, but I was whacked. I collected the glove from the shelf behind the seats where someone had put it for safety and went home to spend the first afternoon of the new year alone and cosy. We spoke on the phone that evening and though she had to go to New York for business, I couldn't wait to see her again and really get this good thing going.

A couple of nights later Irene told me she couldn't see me any more as she was really seeing this guy in the States. He was actually married, but she somehow felt there was more of a future with him than with me. 

I looked at my collection and felt exactly like they felt. Lost. 

But OK, I began to work all this out. You know, it was all very well to collect these gloves, but the real thing that is lost is the other glove. The glove the owner ends up with. The one I didn't find on the street. How do they feel when their partner has gone forever. They feel useless. Nobody wants to keep just one hand warm. What's the point? I suppose they get thrown out just as much as the lost one has. There is a cruelty there, that through no fault of its own, the unlost glove finds itself unwanted.

And what was it with me? Am I just the odd glove that can't find its pair? I thought it was Kitty, but that turned out to be wrong. Now Irene. Kitty I hadn't seen since the letter and wouldn't see properly until March to give her her Christmas present. And Irene, well. 

I couldn't work out which glove I ever was. The one that's lost or the one that isn't. The one that's left behind as its partner goes out into the world. Or the one that never comes home again.

I think I laughed myself to sleep that night. 

Gloves, eh?

Glove 10

When 8/1/1 12.50pm

Where 
Haddenham, Bucks

Hand 

either

Description
green or brown small child's or lady's wool

I'd gone out to Buckinghamshire to visit my friend Julie who, just before Christmas, had fallen off her horse and broken her collar bone. She was staying with her folks in the house she grew up in, the room she was born in, even. She wanted to work on her relationship with them and also to save up some money for a deposit for a flat. I got a train and we decided to walk for about half an hour to this great little pub and where we'd have us a fine lunch. I told Julie about the gloves and she said I was mad, but it would be interesting to see my results. She saw my point about being lost though, and suggested I should try and hand myself in to a lost property office, to see if Kitty would ever come to collect me. This made us laugh for a couple of hundred yards as we made our way along an unsidewalked country lane. And then we did the 'ah' of two people dismissing the same idea at the same time. I like Julie a lot. 

One of the first things that attracted me to her was her gloves in fact. I'd noticed her at a Christmas party a few years ago (she is a very beautiful woman as well as most serene and elegant) and we both ended up leaving at the same time. Accidentally? Maybe not, but by chance we found ourselves getting the same tube. She wore these neat black leather gloves which were exactly right for her, and I decided I would get to know her. After a little bit of research through the hostess of the party, I got her number and while I don't think she ever really fancied me, her friendship has always been something very dear to me. 

Kitty and I went to her birthday drinks party after work one night when we were together, and Kitty excused herself early. Julie and I ended up having a drunken late meal and it was good. Kitty was always jealous of old female friends of mine, even though I loved her more deeply, she felt I'd loved people like Julie longer and that somehow lessened her love for me.

Does a glove find itself jealous of a ring. Or a watch? Just because they've spent more time on the hand of the person, does it mean that they love them more?

No. Because a glove makes the person warm. It makes the person happy to face the outside on days when conditions would make them want to stay inside otherwise. The glove protects the person from the thorns of roses, the stings of nettles, the brutality of cricket balls, the splinters of carpentry, the acid of chemistry, the chafing of driving. It can be there for the glamour of opera and the fun of snowballs. It is what we need, when we need it.

And I should say, the largest part of glove is, I remind you, love.

I continued collecting gloves through that winter and maybe I should have put them all up here too. There are about twenty including one I found one in Majorca in February. I've moved house this year and they all came with me in a big Rymans carrier bag, and scanning them in tonight to put up on the site has brought a lot of things back. They do look so sad on their own, but here let them be remembered for always. 

Oh, and if you recognise one of them, email me to claim them? I've looked after them well.

So Irene wasn't the one either. Now in January I met Lily. She seemed just as fabulous as Kitty when we met. We had fun. She made me laugh. She chucked me by the end of February but we stayed friends. Weirdly, this was at a drinks party where she saw Kitty for the first time and told me that Kitty had been giving her looks all evening. Anyway, after the chuckage Lily and I stayed friends and in August she told me we should just get back together and that I was her Mr Right. She chucked me again before September was out.

So apart from those two separate months with Lily, and the half week with Irene, I spent the year alone. A lost glove. Or maybe the unlost one. I'm still undecided. 

So what did I learn that winter? Well, first and foremost, I learnt that people lose a lot of gloves. At least ten. All odd. All alone. The fact that I never found matching gloves says something. Doesn't it?

And that it doesn't matter how much love you put into something, there's a chance that it will slip from your grasp unless you hold onto it every moment of every day. You have to wear it all the time if you really don't want to stand a chance of losing it. But whether that's gloves or girls, or anything else for that matter, you simply can't hold on to it all the time and if something is destined or is determined to slip away, if it wants to be lost by you, it always will be. You can't tell just by looking at the pair which glove's going to be lost, but believe me, one of them will be.

One of the reasons I'm only finishing this now, just about a year on is that I didn't really want to return to this story. I wouldn't let myself open the bag and look at the lone gloves again. And it's odd, but writing it tonight, the Saturday before Bonfire Night 2001 when the sky is getting repeatedly acned by bangers sent up and bursting and thinking of all the people out there watching the fireworks and aahing and oohing, I'm missing Kitty terribly.

It's cold tonight and I'm sure there are people out there wearing gloves. 

And they're standing with the ones they love.

*Names have been changed to protect the eminent.

