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GEORGIES III  “The Altar is Infinite”
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“Nine years forward and someone finally gets to see me —

remembering all that impressive work I forged countless times.  I’m so glad to come out of this closet after getting here in a shipping container and a Glad bag.  Time for some fresh air.  Good polishing.  A little more action.  I’m Georgies.  Sightless.  Scoreless.  Disconnected bend.  I’m high performance but after going from a flight bag then mailed back across an ocean again, I don’t know what’s in store now that Martinique has ordered another pair of me— stingray this time, whatever that means.”  

“There’s a switch going on.  Am I a good luck charm?  A spy?  A weapon?  A wedding gift?  A ghost?  I started as a scared kitten in a Florida consignment shop.  Then I was rubbed by soldiers, kissed by a possessed woman, and experienced an alien compound underneath dream moon lighting.  And I’m very, very tired of boxes.”
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I’m so glad I’m not a tiny shoe made from porcelain, ceramic or glass.  Placed in a curio cabinet or on a small riser Fire King custard cup just to be seen.  Being worn has its drawbacks.  I would be worth a fortune if I were a vintage, scaled-down replica.  Especially in a detailed, exposed-view model of a Stratocruiser, I would fly flawlessly, with the experience under my belt.  
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“Something is happening in this current life.  And I’m not limiting my ambitions based on my past.”  A mission that’s bigger than my story.  That’s all I know.  Nine years changes anyone — even a shoe.  I must undergo some sort of strategy.  Because I’m trying not to be afraid.  Again.”
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“I remember walking with Martinique.  Back when she’d talk to me.  Saying ashes were used to make soap — 

Cleanliness from destruction.  That’s a kind of magic, isn’t it?”  Soap theory, I call it.  Burn something down, and the whatlefts wash us clean.  I’ve been burned before.  Of course.  I know a little something about that.  You know what comes next.
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But then – music.  Love, love, love, love, love.  Almost like Bad-Bad-Bad-Boy-you make me feel so good 🎶

“I wonder who is singing.  Easing their way to the closet.  Reaching for me.  The picture on the wall has moving eyes.  Or is it that I’m so stunning?  This can’t be a prank.  If I’d ignite my potential — master my circumstances — forcing another level of performance — a pursuit.  The two of us are going somewhere.  I get to hang out.  Spread my wings and make my moves.  One step at a time.”

“The hands that lifted me from the dark — Jim?!  He holds me as if I’m a crystal ball”.  Jim with his gunboat feet, holding a pair of women’s heels that saved his life.  “His hands are bigger now.  Rougher. He’s not trying me on.  He knows better.  He’s not putting me back in the box either. “

Jim did something I did not expect.  

He’s dancing.  Sliding across the hardwood in his Bombas socks like Tom Cruise in that movie.  He spun once.  Twice.  Almost lost his balance.  Mumbling, “Martinique used to love these.”  With a strange euphoric expression, he swiveled his head back and forth as though he might have slipped one foot in — I held my breath.  He held his.  Then he laughed.  “No way, not even close.”  But he didn’t put me back in the box.  

That’s how I knew something had happened.  Nine years, and Jim Galphron was dancing, again.  
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My sole feels at peace with you here.  Wherever he takes me, sets the stage.  Unexpectedly Jim is spring cleaning.  Not his most glamorous assignment.  I don't believe it.  He didn’t call his guy who calls him Boss.  He appears to take pleasure in tending to daily necessities as he threw in a few loads of laundry.  There must be a reason.  Only Jim..  Now Jim is on his Mac.  Paying some bills?  I smell a delightful mystery.  He’s humming, pacing and checking the tracker.  Maybe he’s starving.  Nothing warrants suspicion;.  I am staying sharp on my toes.  The suspense of being out of the box is taunting me.  Jim’s footsteps across the floorboards mark a slow motion creak I know by heart as he walks through the house, peeking through the window, appearing worn out.  A gust must have hit him — the old sash shutters make it obvious as he belts out a breath of thick mist.  He stroked his beard thoughtfully.  The scrape of his palm along the stubble is the loudest sound in the room.  Eventually, I heard the doorbell ring.  It’s Mr. Sutherland and his wife Sarah Joan Sutherland. He hosted them and they got comfortable.  Mrs. Sutherland’s whiff of opulent 19th century Palais-Royal Mother-of-Pearl is a rare treasure ...  Mr. Sutherland gave a preparatory “ahem”.  

Jim breaks the ice.  “Food’s on the way.  It will only be a minute.”  The Sutherlands unbuckle the premium Italian vegetable tanned leather briefcase from Satchel & Page.  

I can only assume they are here to discuss a new pair of shoes.  “Three months we’ve waited to see you Jim.  Everything is in order for your specific request. A few hours from now the package will get to that address, just as you instructed.  We got word from the outsourcing team that Intertek was hot on the supply.  Our employees were able to divert the crate away from the inspectors long enough to get it to the shippers.  Our dedication to delivering authentic quality has raised the bar beyond even our own expectations.”

I’m feeling a way.  Original quality?  I’m right here.  Just in time, the doorbell rings and dinner is here.  As they moved through the place, they were stunned to know that Jim has a home with a full on retro diner inside.  Crimson leather upholstery featuring brushed aluminum trim.  Mrs. Sutherland stared at me in passing as she admired the unique home interior.  The fluorescent diner lights lit up.  The kind that hums before it warms up.  The visibility washes over me as the chrome trim catches the hum, throwing the light back as a glare.  I hadn’t realized how dark it was until now.  I could hear forks on plates.  Light talk.  The clinking of lowball glasses, cheers and a toast from Jim.  None of it was for me.  Until Jim toasted, celebrating the heart and soul of Georgies. He’s recounting the way Georgies improved their life and saved his life at the same time.  While reminding them that it’s safer to give things time to emerge naturally.  What he had on the ice was a general sparkling white grape juice.  He retreats to his hidden square in the wall, running his finger along the seam.  The Sutherlands only see what he brings out, they don’t see the invisible square in the wall.  He treats them to real drinks and walks into the room with me to check his Mac.  I absorb Jim’s intensity while his quest remains unfulfilled.  He trusts me with his most guarded secret.  Not them.  It’s a mystery.  But I felt the weight of that.  The screen is aglow.  A map.  A dot.  Jim went back in with the Sutherlands placing me on the table.  The Sutherlands are awestruck, as if I’d just cut a dash.  The silence spoke volumes.  He stands taller and he glances toward the corridor.  He resets the diner stools perfectly into place.  Adjusts the lights and neatly wipes the bar top.  Mrs. Sutherland sips her glass, noticing Jim’s subtle cues.  She helps Jim get things in order as much as  possible, setting her glass at its exact square position and they take the cue really fast.  Everything is set as they exit the home.  
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Jim locked the door behind them and now the house is silent.  As if someone has been gone much too long.  A helicopter sound is overhead.  The Mac is sleeping and I wait.  It’s Wednesday at seven in the afternoon.  The Mac, the modern oracle, is asleep.  And I, Georgies, the enduring, am wide awake.  He’s acting like a total night owl tonight.  He exhaled sharply, I ask myself, is the helicopter buzz raising his antenna or is he daydreaming?  Daydreaming can be a good thing.  We all know Jim is a cut above the rest.  He doesn’t get bothered by things other people concern themselves with.  If it hasn’t materialized, it ain’t his problem.  His mind quickly maps out the entire scenario — like the Polaroid automatic image process.  I understand when he’s focused.  When I see him in that relaxed position with a candle lit, I know the tension of the day has lifted.  There’s a specific time of the day when getting his beauty rest is non-negotiable.  Jim has been moving since o’ damn forty.  He hasn’t gone back to check the dots yet.  Jim has a clear, compelling, and actionable vision.  He walked to the wall to retrieve a small note.  That and the sips were nearly all his secret compartment held.  The small note has the exact words Martinique uncovered in Peru when she followed the guidance of the anthropologist who led the way.  

— Job 33: 30 —
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The recliner’s comfort is gently lulling Jim into tranquility, the note is in his hands like a tissue and it never slips out.  The rhythm of a man who hasn’t stopped.  It’s nearing midnight.  Before dozing off Jim stared at the note as he usually does when he takes it out.  These nights have been as many and as heavy as the steps I’ve taken.  The way he breathes changes.  Slower.  Heavier.  He’s fixated on that one thing, knowing full well there’s more to the story.  He does not understand, yet he won’t let it go. 

Remember Jim’s promise to the Melchizedeks nine years ago?  I knew what the note said.  “Bring back his soul from the pit, so that he may be enlightened with the light of the living.”  I remember what he doesn’t.  Years back on the phone with Marty, they spoke about it.  “We’ll save the sun,” he said.  “From the forces diluting universal resources and the instability that hydrostatic hydrogen fusion made.”  
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The sun:  a timeless titan that will forever be the original sleepy giant.  Long before movies.  Don’t fact-check me on that.  It’s the truth.  The giant sun has been waiting — since before there were shoes to walk the earth — for the soothe.  As his promise to the Melchizedeks, the star in every man’s chest, the adventuring to come — Jim will put two and two together.  I am Georgies, I will be here when the world-ender finally wakes.  Jim’s famous quote to Martinique;  “ everyday the sun rises on the east and sets on the west.”  And that’s something to appreciate.
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