figlio

by Brad Jacobson


There are energies around us that affect everything in our physical and mental existence. Names have been added to our dictionaries to distinguish the pheromones and endorphins that create our behaviors. Yet, you can’t rely too heavily on the scientific terms to prevent your inner soul from stretching and bursting over your latest heart stopper. Everything in the world may affect how you live but you’ll never see the examples because it’s the beating blood of your physical heart that makes your legs shake when you’ve fallen in love. There’s a term called figlic that some people have used to describe the immense pleasure, whether it’s formed in energies or in our own minds. The term represents the very existence of love and the feeling that reduces thinking minds to petty fools.


Jessie’s thoughts raged over the world’s energies as her legs bent and stretched creating a speedy rhythm to her morning run. The waters of Lake Calhoun crashed against the stone wall edge that the woman ran beside. She thought of her latest failed attempt at creating a soul mate. No one felt the hurt like Jessie, at least it never felt conceivable that someone could relate. Maybe that’s why she could never describe her resentment at the world. She relied too heavily on the moment of candlelight and roses when she could look up to the gods and tell them, “Yes, it’s here. I feel it!”


The strength in her legs finally longed for a rest. She slowed her limbs until she was sure her heart would allow her to sit. She lounged onto a brown stained park bench and looked out over the water to the Minneapolis skyline. She was proud to be in her life at that moment. She had left her small Wisconsin town to make her way into the city. It was her city, one she had made for herself. A place to live that was of her choice and no one else had influenced it. Her desires had placed her here and she was proud of herself.


She thought back to the night she arrived in the city. She had fought through a blizzard with tears welling like crystals in her blue slits. She rang the door of her favorite confidante and told him of her defiled love affair. She had almost married and realized how she could never be happy in the union. Her friend let her in the door and into his life. It was in their life together, this woman of innocence and man of desire that held the very structure of her being together.


Another runner in the park brought her back to reality briefly as he ran past her in a flash of heat. She loved the very atmosphere she was daydreaming in. She thought of Scott, her beloved friend. They had done everything possible together yet she couldn’t stop thinking of all the things yet to come. Scott was a small man but what he lacked in physical stature he made up for with his personality. He was the party favorite at every social gathering. “The Belle Of The Ball” people would refer to him, but to her he was more than a party favor. He was the only person who could understand and philosophize with her. Their times together, especially alone, were always magical to both of them. The pair was inseparable and anyone who saw them assumed they were brother and sister, some even insinuated they were lovers. They did all the same things, yet they had their own dreams for the future. They laughed at the same things but cried for different reasons. They were of the very same element but they were able to distinguish themselves. Their greatest joy lie in their desires for love and in the man who would be able to love them. Their need for figlio came to life one spring night on the verandah of the small apartment they shared.


“You’re thinking about him again, aren’t you?,” Scott asked her sincerely.


Jessie took a drink from the Absolute Cranberry they were drinking. “I can’t help it,” she finally said. “I know it sounds stupid but I really thought that I loved him. It’s always the same. I think they need me and that’s all it takes for me to fall in love with them.” She paused before breaking the seriousness with her Brooklyn influenced accent, “I’m a givah!”


“I know. You are a giver,” said Scott, trying to reprise the accent that had come so naturally to Jessie. “But you shouldn’t beat yourself up about it. You left him. You got out of it before it was too late.”


“I got out of it again,” she counteracted, “I must send out signals. Send me your losers, your drunks, your potheads. I’ll take them all in. Any convict has a place at Jessie’s house.”


They couldn’t help but laugh at the statement. It was very true that Jessie seemed to find the most impoverished and needy specimens to add to her love life. The problem appeared to be in the behavior of the loser. The men were usually fairly charming and they would convince Scott, who had a hand in all of Jessie’s love affairs, and ultimately convince Jessie that he was a worthy soul to take into their circle. The whole affair would turn sour and the man would show his true worthless colors. Jessie would give all that she had in her but it would never be enough to help the relationship. Unfortunately, Jessie was always the last to see her life on the skids. Scott had an eye out for his friend and he always gave her the warning signs that the end was near, but you never see for yourself what others are so observant in recognizing. So Jessie would lose another insidious bout with desire and she’d get rid of the emotional vampire that sucked out her resources.


Scott wasn’t any better in his conquests for love. In fact, he often asserted that love was the furthest thing from his mind. The object of love was never meant to harm but that seemed to be its main purpose to Scott. He’d meet, he’d fall and then Scott would have to leave. It was what he conceded he had to do to survive. He could always count on himself and when he would bring someone else into his world it only interrupted his thoughts. Love, or rather the beings that represented the emotion, were only diversions from real life. The life he led without another person was the life he was meant to live, or at least that’s how he viewed it.


They both shared their grievances for the loves longs since dead. Scott had his track record not far off from Jessie’s. He had felt the pangs of an almost codependent nature. His was of an opposite level than his friend’s. Scott was the needy one in a relationship. He wanted to be taken care of and helped. Unlike the men Jessie associated with, Scott wasn’t the type to let his needs be known. He knew he could survive without his lover’s assistance but he needed to know that the lover was able and willing to help. However, no one Scott had ever met had been able to stand as tall as Scott stood on his own. He knew he buried himself in many ways but he never asked for love so when the lover actually felt the ecstasy towards Scott, it was obvious the whole situation had gone terribly wrong.


“Do you think we are the only two people who become co in relationships?, “Jessie asked.


“I doubt it, but I don’t understand how people can do it. I’m happier without someone in my life. I get more stuff done when I’m alone,” he remarked.


“So do I.. .but as soon as I meet someone I change. I become Miss Caregiver all over again. I give up everything of myself”


“I do the same thing. I’ve lived through some of them. Giving up my goals and doing what they think I should. I know there’s a way to have a relationship and not lose yourself. There has to be.”


“I’ve never found it,” Jessie said.


“No kidding, huh?,” Scott interjected with his sarcastic humor.


“You don’t give yourself up though. Not like me. You never keep anyone around if you don’t like what’s going


“I’ve sacrificed myself once or twice,” he said, “that’s why I won’t do it anymore. If I feel that I’m not happy than I’m not staying where I am. You can’t sacrifice your own happiness,” he paused, “especially to make someone else happy.”


“I wish I was straaang lak you,” rephrasing her accent.


“I wish I was too, “ he insisted.


The pair shared more of their lives with each other as if they were hearing it for the first time. They knew each other better than any lover could ever know them but they never bored from hearing the other’s stories. They laughed at Jessie’s fear that in her old age her large breasts will be roosting on her knees whenever she sits and how Scott would be right next to her in the retirement home with an oxygen tank and a pack of cigarettes tucked away in his shirt. Sick humor to others but to them it was the makings of a perfect friendship.


They had the ability to laugh at themselves. It is a quality so few people have but one that so many people cherish. They carried an air about themselves that attracted everyone around them. They would conclude that their ability to make everyone laugh was their greatest problem in the search for the perfect mate. They were just too lovable. They likened themselves to sitcom characters and thoroughly believed there should be a television camera tucked away in a corner of their house.


They would notice their physical looks and laugh about what they were lacking. Jessie with her muscle toned legs and arms had blonde hair hanging in a bob above her shoulders. 11cr breasts would protrude when she wore her baby doll tees and dresses. She would wear them anyway because Scott said she looked like she was supposed to be

wearing them. She often felt she looked like she should be on a street corner but her personality outshined any wardrobe and no one ever questioned her virtues.


Scott was also blonde, reminding everyone they could be siblings. He wasn’t very tall and not very masculine but he looked like the boy next door. A look he could detest but it was an asset to him that he truly cherished. So the friends would confide together about their idiosyncrasies and the lack of true physical beauty, but no one else would ever hear and no one else would ever even think to voice the thoughts they shared.


“All we need is each other,” they would exclaim before hugging.


They hugged as a term of endearment and for the most part they meant every word, but life takes over and you think about the future and where you really want to be. Some innate longing leaves you looking for something more. It doesn’t matter your gender or your sexuality, humans want to be in a physical and emotional bliss that you can only feel with another connecting soul. Jessie and Scott had met at a plane in the universe. They knew the energies and connections that bring two people together. They had found a niche and planned to keep it together forever but they still held onto the belief that there was more. There was a love waiting to capture them and make them whole. They wanted each other, they wanted themselves and they wanted someone else to come into their lives.


“There is someone out there that can make me have it all,” Jessie said.


“There has to be. I want everything and I don’t think it is too impossible to believe that I or we or anybody else can’t have it all. I can be myself and I can be in love. So where the hell is the guy that can bring it all together?”


“If you find him ask him if he has a straight brother,” Jessie reacted.


“There should be a word that represents everything about love,” he said.


“What do you mean?”


“You know. There’s love but that’s too simple of a word because I love you, but I love my mother and I could maybe love a man,” he finally said, “So you see there’s too many loves. There should be a separate word for each one.”


“Are you trying to segregate again,” Jessie teased. The vodka was getting into both of their heads and the night was coming to a close but Jessie and Scott loved to talk so the conversation continued.


“Noah!,” he emphasized the accent, “I just want something big. I say we make up a name for the feeling of real bonafide lust, I mean love.”


“Luuuuuuv!,” they both emphasized.


In the background of their verandah a red neon light shone bright. It revealed the name of a restaurant that was close by. Jessie and Scott would venture to eat the Italian gourmet they could smell everyday inside of their apartment. The place was known for its good looking patrons and more notably for its good looking staff. Jessie insisted the men who waited tables there had really been bred on a modeling ranch. As Jessie and Scott talked, the smell of Italian bread waved into their nostrils. Jessie dreamed of owning her own restaurant whenever the garlicky smell permeated the air while Scott just thought about the men who put the garlic bread on the tables.


“Figlio,” Jessie muttered under her breath.


Scott looked at her and a sinister smile invaded his features.


“Figlio,” he said.


Their blue eyes danced in the wind as they faded into dreams of the perfect love. They didn’t care what the man looked like. They shared the idea that looks were superficial and unlike most people who coined the phrase, they actually meant it. What they wanted was a true romance. A love that would keep them up at night, not with envy or wondering but with pure delight. Delight in the fact that they could achieve it all. It was to be the art of figlio. They hadn’t any idea what the word meant and in fact they hadn’t a desire to know. It could be a restaurant, a strange Italian word, or a proprietor’s name. It just didn’t matter because to them the word was devoid of anyone else’s definition. It was the essence of love and no one could ever dare to tell them any different.

