Mar 13, 2003 

Ms. Giggly and I

Sent this out among other actual anecdotal experiences to folks back in Boston – 

Among my experiences in B'lore/India this visit:

 So on Sat afternoon (yesterday), I stopped by at the bank. There's many of these snazzy hi-tech whatever banks all over the place here where they SmS your account updates even. Ooooh! 

At the bank I met this young perky staff member. Ms 'Giggly', as I chose to instantly refer to her (like to give nicks to people, which I don't tell 'em) - was in charge of opening new accounts. A busy ferret no doubt, Ms Giggly (F/24) was rather keen on figuring out where I was from as I filled in an application under her eagle eye. Then she said she knew I was Tam Iyer (my community) cos of my name - I smiled condescendingly (shame on me) and said 'brilliant'. She bounded around the bank as she got the welcome kit, also shooed away waiting customers to other staff...lol, and was like a friendly puppy as she giggled and asked about what I did. She also she was Tam Iyer, from B'lore, and told me her name (charming), and about her family, chachi, chacha (aunt/uncle)here, and a sister, brother-in-law in the US – she went on to volunteer more such unsolicited data. I barely suppressed a smile, not that she cared. 

She asked how I liked being back in Ind, (giggled away during all this time) and said that she knew I'd love BLR. Then she even admonished me for writing the date backwards... tch tch! Almost smacked my wrist, she did. I'd said like five words during all this time - Ms G was in charge of the talking throughout. 

The bank advertises on tv on how fast it's new a/c opening process is. They say it's done before your coffee gets cold. So I asked Ms Giggly, 'Where's the coffee like in the ad?'. She went red, was really apologetic and kept saying sorry - I wondered why I even asked! I changed the topic by asking silly questions like what a 'nominee' was. She went on to say she sympathized with me banking in an alien environment, and reassured me that her bank was getting up to North American levels. I told her that her little bank was actually better. She beamed. 

Ms Giggly was quick as she talked, and was almost sorry that the process was swift, and that I had to go - (to meet my friend Joe later). She then (fondly?) expressed the hope that I might stop by at the branch again some time. I smiled gallantly, nodded, thanked her for promptness, said 'Thanks, ma'am', and took off. She was probably watching me dreamily as I left, until she was rudely jolted out of her thoughts by the next customer - 'El Meano'. (Ok - that part, I made up) 

I confess, it was actually a nice refreshing little encounter, most un-bank like indeed. I re-enacted the whole thing to friends later that night, and they were fairly amused. Will write about the MTV-II/Val Day bookshop incident next. 'laters. =) 

-Venkat. 

