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Gloves 

By Candice Rubie 

 

He heard the girl before he saw her. The echo of her sneakers resonated throughout the 

empty station, noticeable even over the hum of the eleven o’clock train approaching. There was 

something about the dated concrete stones that refused to let anyone be a ghost among the other 

passengers. Even the softest of steps could be heard.  

Over the past two months he’d grown to despise the sound, silently cursing each step he 

took. He was used to being a shadow, swimming through crowded streets completely out of 

sight, but each night as he ventured across the concrete to his usual perch behind the central 

pillar, his thunderous footsteps sewed him back to his body once more. Tonight was different. He 

breathed a thank you into his knees for the volume, for without it he would have completely 

missed her. 

Even with the noise he almost didn’t notice her. Her thin black sweatshirt camouflaged 

her among the shadows cast by the lip of the station, though he got the feeling that was 

intentional. Something about her hesitance to approach the illuminated platform edge, the way 

she shuffled her bag from hand to hand, told him she wanted to remain out of sight. He knew 

how to recognise that look with ease; he’d spent months perfecting it. 

It wasn’t uncommon for someone to arrive at the station this late. In the two months since 

he’d found this place he’d never spent an entire night without someone showing up. Usually they 

were the successful business type: a tumble of briefcases and suit jackets and polished shoes that 

squeaked across the station floor. He could never understand what motivated someone to leave 

their home so late for business. If he’d had a home, nothing could have persuaded him to leave. 



2 
 

He pulled his knees tighter to his chest, suddenly self-conscious of the unkempt tangle of 

brown hair dusting his shoulders and the weathered jeans he’d gotten from the shelter. He 

considered tucking the visible strands under his toque but decided against it. There was no 

chance she could see him from her position in the shadows. She wouldn’t even know he existed. 

Still, he couldn’t help instinctively dusting off his grime covered pant legs. 

The purr of the oncoming train grew louder still; it couldn’t have been more than two 

minutes away. The girl noticed it too, and the sound of her footsteps once again echoed off the 

station’s walls as she crossed the weathered concrete floor. She couldn’t have been more than a 

couple of meters away now. The reduced distance sent his heart pounded in his chest. He could 

count the beats. He’d never paid too much attention to patrons in the past, but something about 

this girl was different. 

Using the pillar for support, he painstakingly got to his feet, careful not to misstep and 

give away his position. Obscured behind the structure, he adjusted his worn t-shirt. The chill of 

the station reverberated throughout his entire body but he wouldn’t zip up his jacket and risk 

making a noise. Unsure how to make his presence known without scaring the girl away, he 

gingerly took a few steps around the pillar into the light.  

He could feel the moment she noticed him, the pressure of her eyes on the back of his 

skull. He paused at the edge of the platform, no more than a few feet from tracks, and breathed in 

the cool evening air. He didn’t even have time to exhale before the girl joined him at the tracks, 

arms wrapped around her waist, bag slung over one shoulder.  

“Is it always this quiet here so late at night?” 
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Her question caught him off guard, scrambling any hope he’d had of crafting an elegant 

response. It puzzled him how she could tell he was here so often. The warmth to her voice 

surprised him, mixed with the tinge of an accent he couldn’t quite place. He wondered where she 

was from, why she would waste her time in a town like this. He looked up at her and was 

instantly taken aback by the piercing brown eyes directed right at him. 

“I’m not complaining, I’ve never been one for crowded spaces. I just always imagined a 

lot more people out at this time: starting adventures, exploring new places, meeting up for secret 

rendezvous. Living, you know?” 

He smiled, nodding his head vigorously to make up for his loss of words, eliciting a laugh 

from the girl. He couldn’t help but notice the way her eyes crinkled when she smiled, the shock 

of red hair that tumbled out from behind the black hood when she shifted her head. She couldn’t 

be much older than twenty, similar in age to himself. 

The train finally clambered across the track, shrieking as it halted in front of the platform. 

He wondered where the time had gone. It felt like only seconds had passed since he first heard 

her tentative footsteps gliding across the concrete, yet the arrival of the train said otherwise. 

“Are you cold?” 

The girl dropped her bag and slid the generic black gloves off her hands before he could 

respond. Holding them out towards him, she smiled.  

  “Thank you, really, but it’s no problem,” he managed to croak out. 

“Don’t worry, the cold doesn’t bother me that much,” she insisted, “and it’ll be much 

warmer on the train.” 
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He tentatively took the gloves, taking his time to pull the stiff material over his fingers. 

They were still warm from her hands.  

“Thank y-”  

As he lifted his eyes from the gloves, he noticed the girl was gone. He studied the train 

with sad eyes, curious as to why she had seemed so eager to talk to him yet rushed off without 

saying goodbye. He understood the feeling – he hated saying goodbye too. He continued to 

watch as the train pulled out minutes later, clambering down the track to yet another empty 

station. He would have stood there all night but the howling wind persuaded him to head back 

into the safety of the walled station. 

As he turned, his foot caught something: the strap of a brown leather bag. The girl’s bag. 

She must have forgotten to pick it back up when she rushed off. He crouched down, looking at 

the bag then back up again. The station had a lost and found, but if he brought the bag he’d have 

to explain why he was there. He decided on checking for the girl’s wallet for a card with her 

address. 

Sliding off the gloves, he zipped open the bag partway, careful not to let the zipper catch. 

He reached in and felt around the nearly empty bag grabbing the first thing his hand felt. The 

item was warm against his skin, odd in the frigid weather, and clearly metal. He maneuvered it 

out of the half zipped bag, curious as to what he held in his hand. He took in a deep breath, 

shocked, unable to tear his eyes away. In his hand he held a still-warm black handgun. 

He heard the sirens before he saw them. 


