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A passage that has stuck with me, or the gist of it, for many years, comes from Michael Ende’s The Neverending Story, a playful, enchanting book. The passage involves a giant tortoise called Morla the Ancient One, and speaks to the cyclical nature of life and death, the pointlessness of fretting over things that come and go, when one knows that they’ll come and go again. But The Neverending Story has disappeared from my bookshelf at the moment, so here is an excerpt from Haruki Murakami’s 1999 Sputnik Sweetheart:

"Maybe, in some distant place, everything is already, quietly, lost. Or at least there exists a silent place   where everything can disappear, melding together in a single, overlapping figure. And as we live our lives we discover-– drawing towards us the thin threads attached to each – what has been lost. I closed my eyes and tried to bring to mind as beautiful lost things as I could. Drawing them closer, holding on to them. Knowing all the while that their lives are fleeting."

The theme is similar to Ende’s, as it pertains to loss and the ineluctable momentum of the present. To be honest, I don’t understand the second and third sentences of the paragraph, finding them to be non-sequiturs, and I’ll chalk that up to the translation. The first and fourth sentences are moving. Living in a reality in which "everything is already, quietly, lost" seems so unfamiliar. What, then, would discovery be? How could you make decisions without information from the present (since it would be lost)? Would there be acceptance of some more universal condition if we could come to terms with loss in our very genes, in the air that we breathed? Who knows: this is Murakami, tussling with our basic assumptions about the world we live in, and providing few answers.

But it seems to me that the fourth sentence of the paragraph may be integrated into our lives: the notion of the narrator holding on to as "many beautiful lost things as [he] could". The cycle of loss, which the giant tortoise Morla laments as pointless in The Neverending Story, becomes imbued with meaning if one can find beauty in it. Imagine having that ability! Enjoying the loss of our lives in our minds like a stargazer! What a delightful reality that would be.

