12/23/03

Ms. Giggly and I – Part 2.

There’s been a fair amount of activity in ’03 – a lot of fun and a lot of work. Events of March look way distant in December, and so do people met then. I’d not recall anyone, but I happened to step in the bank again recently….and saw this once familiar face from a distance.

Something’s wrong in the state of Giggly - rather, what happened to all the giggly? 

Ms. Giggly of ‘don’t curb your enthusiasm’ fame used to be this lively staffer that ran around the bank. She normally ran crazy in circles inside the building for no reason, it seemed. Normally surrounded by stacks of important looking files, a ringing phone, and customers who got some scattered but very cheerful attention  – the Giggly of December was a complete sad sack. She looked jaded, ‘mopey’, long-faced, sad.  What on earth had happened? My curiosity was indeed piqued – I just had to know…

Ms. Giggly was the same on subsequent visits to the bank. I didn’t talk to her, nor did I even stop by her table all this time. She looked even sadder, not the hint of a smile even. For her usual bubbly standard, this was a total sea change. Why did I care at all? I amused myself by even doing so.

I pointed out Gigs to a couple other friends who went to the bank – they concurred that there looked to be spot of sadness in her demeanor. However, they hadn’t seen vintage Giggly to compare with – the one that would chatter away wide-eyed across topics.

This melancholic front appeared to bother me for about two weeks, and so out of the blue I wrote my once perky ‘friend’ on email.  ‘Why so sad?’, I asked her - just the one line. 

If any floodgates of explanation could be opened via email, this was proof. Ms. Giggly wrote back, and how! She recalled me from many months ago (very flattering indeed), wanted to know what I was up to. After initially feigning any hint of gloom in her appearance, she said she was doing fine, and asked me what she exactly looked like to me these days. She also said she hadn’t noticed I’d been visiting the bank. Oh. 
‘Forlorn’, I said, ‘You look like you’re moping. What happened?’ 

Gigs first said it was her new role in handling customer complaints that was wearing her down. This was a lot different than cheerily handling new accounts at her own little table, I assumed. She seemed to have many annoyed customers to talk to. Was this a promotion? No, it was a lateral shift, said she. It was hardly distinctive, I thought – Ms Giggly used to stand out in her own corner – by the manager’s chamber. Now she was one of other staffers by a long desk, as sullen customers told her what a lousy bank hers was. 

There had to be more than this, I was sure, something else was bothering Ms Giggly. Something – was it that relationship she’d mentioned last time? She’d talked of some Navy man who worked on dry land – something to that effect. Had he turned out to be a total turd? My imagination went on to what he could have done to mess things up. So I asked how that was going – were they still an item? 

Now we were getting somewhere! Yes, her love life was the reason - but not that he was a jerk or a two-timer (rats, I was hoping), but that she feared a lot of disapproval from her folks. Navy-boy wasn’t exactly what they wanted for her. Navy men lived a wild life – per them, all those ports, all that port wine (and drinking), all those (portly) girls… well, get my drift. I said that was unfair - he could be totally the nice guy with none of that. Rrright. Indeed. 

I also helpfully added that I too knew a few navy guys that lived dual lives – said they showed a perfect front to their folks, but were woo-hoo party boys when sailing. Bet Giggly now felt reassured that all was well with her boy. She said it was the merchant navy where they went bad. Ok. Then after all that I mentioned about sailors, I suggested that her folks were being judgmental if they didn’t approve. Gigs had to be confused now. Was I or was I not for Navy-boy?

All right, now that I knew the reason for her long face, I was fine. All that was needed was the reason, not that any solution was imminent from me. But there was a lot of detail and pontification forthcoming from Ms. Giggly. She went on about how trying a time it was for her, and how she worried her parents would create a racket. She hadn’t even told them. Boring for me. Could she not accelerate things and have that racket happen already?

Fifteen emails later, I wanted a time out. Gigs was really, really upset about her life and I really wasn’t too keen to discuss more. There was also some philosophical musing that I didn’t care to hear. I said that she and he should likely elope, if things came to such a pass. Sail the seven seas, do a Winslet-DiCaprio on the bow of the ship – go Giggly! She didn’t even hear that.

Ms Giggly said I should stop by at the bank and flash a smile. I said it’d be good to see her back to her old giggly self again. Yes, I did use that word. Gigs said she’d be ‘giggly’ (as in perky) for me – good thing she doesn’t know that’s her nickname from me. She really did say that. Honest.

She’ll be all right. The Navy-man will bring that smile back when Ms Giggly’s parents are convinced he doesn’t conform to their stereotype of sailors. I think he should actually go to the ocean, as opposed to dry land at this time. 

As for Ms Giggly and I, it was again a refreshing encounter – at least until I knew why she was sad. Haven’t met her yet since.

-V.

