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By the time we got to Woodstock we were half a million strong,
And everywhere there was song and celebration...
We are stardust. We are golden. 
And we've got to get ourselves back to the garden. 

Joni Mitchell


Chapter 1

Two Maestros

An awestruck painter perched on a pedestal.  The power of a million-year-old soul beat against his twenty-year-old chest.  Now that he was a polydimensional icon in the living museum that Zenyans call The Eclectic Muse, he knew better than to mistake the miracle as the pulse of a mechanical heart.  What magic the Source had wrought!  Moments ago, he experienced being an infinite child and suddenly this mature body blossomed.  He could taste the memory of paint on his lips and feel the rumble of yearning in his extremities.  All he had to do is yield to desire and the perfume of paradise would fill his nostrils.

His pedestal was a ledge.  A billion hopes lay before him with ten dimensions of fulfillment.  He could glide in and out of them.  He could part company with himself and be multiple facets at once, with or without awareness, as he wished.

The young master's contemplation of his options was interrupted by a click behind him.  His eyes moved to the sound.  The door to his starry memory opened.  He saw the silhouette of a woman carried in the arms of a man and heard the rustle of cloth.

"Polydimensional kisses!"  The man bellowed with spooky laughter and planted a kiss on his giggling bride.  He carried her into the moonlight. 

"Who is that?"  The woman's eyes gleamed toward the muse.

He set his bride down.  They held hands and walked together toward the statuesque figure on the ledge. 

"Incredible," the man whispered.

"He's a new addition," his bride said as she walked in a circle around him.

The painter, poised with his paints, sat perfectly still.  His mind's eye followed her, already hooked on her symmetry and the smoothness of her chocolate silk skin.  The pangs of jealousy stopped his eyes cold when moonlight glinted off a titanium chain she wore about her neck, indicating the two were truly one rare occurrence.  Soul mates. 

She stopped behind him and looked at the canvas. 

"He looks real," her husband said.

"Touch his heart."

The husband glanced curiously at his young wife and reached with one finger pointing.  He touched the muse's chest and his eyes filled with wonder.  "Weird," he uttered, for he was dumbfounded by what he felt.

"What's weird about it?" she asked.

"I can't think of a better way to put this.  It seems crazy, but this is Zenya, so I should be ready for anything, right?"

"Yes," she nodded and laughed. 

"He feels more real than real.  Does that make sense?"

"It makes perfect sense to me.  He is more real than what you knew as real."  It was fun sharing her home world with a virgin.

"Hey!  Since we got here, it seems you are too familiar with this place.  Why is that?"  He was beginning to suspect that his bride had been here before.

"I am born of Zenya," she confessed.

He did not know that the perfectly imperfect human child he had grown up with in the 21st Century was a polydimensional being.  "I married an alien?"

She burst out laughing.  "I was as human as you were for those twenty years on Mars."

The painter inhaled.  "Do you smell it?"  The young master startled them when he stood and stretched.

"We haven't met before, have we?" she asked.

The muse gazed deeply into her kind eyes and then sadly shook his head.

"Ruby Lovejoy.  Oh, my bad," she giggled, "It's, Ruby Griffith!  We're newlywed.  This is my better half, Dylan." She grinned sweetly and kissed Dylan's cheek.  Her husband stood spellbound, gazing at the polydimensional Starry Night in progress.

"Vincent van Gogh," the young painter introduced himself as if he had to. 


"What dimensions are you into?"  Ruby asked him.  She knew the time and place associated with the masterpiece that made him famous, but not where he was being now, besides Zenya, the eleventh dimension.  "You seem earthy," she said, suspecting that he was being another version of himself on Earth.


"Earthy, yes.  And something called Feilor comes to mind," Vincent hinted.

"Are you also in the tenth dimension right now?"  Ruby asked.  He nodded.  "What a dissonant chord–four, ten, and eleven," she could hear it in her head. 

Vincent poked Dylan, waking him from the hypnotic state that the polydimensional Starry Night has on newbies.

"Where am I?"  Dylan asked.

Ruby giggled and told Vincent, "It's his first dip in The Eclectic Muse."

"Mine too," he teased Dylan.  "I believe I may have drifted away for a lifetime.  Suddenly my nostrils were filled with that aroma."  He pointed at a cypress tree with a brush.

"Who am I?"  Dylan was suddenly a stranger to himself.

Ruby laughed heartily as she threw her arms around his neck and kissed him.  "Do you remember now?"

That helped!  He grinned at her and she recognized the desire in his eyes.  "We need a different room."  With that, he scooped her up and carried her out the door.

"Lovely to meet you, Vincent!" she said as they left.

"You will find what you need in the captain's cabin.  Fourth door on the left," Vincent said wistfully and watched them leave the way they came.  He closed the door after them, sat at his easel, picked up his tools, and painted his impression of the cypress tree.  Suddenly, his left ear itched.  He scratched it and smiled as a wicked idea from the tenth dimension occurred to him.  "Solomon pursued wisdom and found only folly, as I pursued superiority and discovered madness," he said aloud to himself, then chuckled and admired his handiwork.  "Close enough for jazz."  He set the brush and palette down and walked to the edge of the cliff overlooking the village of Arles.  The bottom was a long way down.  He eyed the door behind him, considered the sparkling Source above, and then rubbed his hands together, as one does to warm cold hands.

He cupped his hands, whispered into them, and then spread his arms and dove off the ledge. Blue and green feathers sprouted and grew into great wings in place of his arms, and he glided in a circle over the cypress.  Finally, he dove into the cypress tree and became one with it.

Dylan carried Ruby through the grand hallway, counting the doors.  "Fourth on the left?"

I wonder which captain it belongs to," Ruby said, for The Eclectic Muse was constantly changing. 

He carried her to the fourth door on the left and opened it.  They both peered into the dark room. 

He carried her across the threshold and set her on her feet.  A lantern flickered on, lighting an empty bedroom that looked as if it belonged to an old wooden ship. 

"We seem to be alone at last," the anxious husband said.

"He's the only thing alive in here," Ruby pointed to a small spotted fish in a glass bowl.

"It's no ordinary fish, right?"  Dylan asked intuitively.  The first humans had arrived in the eleventh dimension only minutes ago, as Dylan would have known before the portal opened, but now he was living in eternity and everything felt permanent.  His memory of Mars was fleeting. 

"Nothing at Zenya is only what it appears to be at the moment," she affirmed what he suspected. 

The fish bothered him.  "What if I do this?"  He pulled a casing off a pillow and used it to cover the fishbowl. 

Ruby laughed.  "Good thinking."

He sat on the bed and bounced.  "The bed isn't aware of us, is it?"

"It isn't sentient, but it isn't ordinary either."

He patted the bed next to him and smiled at her.  "Come here, my love."

She sat next to him.  He kissed her slow and long.  They melted into each other's embrace.  He started to undress her, kissed her bare shoulder, and felt dizzy.  They had married on only two Martian weeks before the portal opened, and they had not had been allowed to consummate.  It had been maddening.  "I'm crazy about you!"

She kissed his head and pulled off his shirt.  Finally, they were free to make love!  Not the mere lovemaking filled with the distractions of mortals.  She was glad their first time did not happen on Mars.  The memory of the disruptions that thwarted their numerous attempts to consummate after their wedding was a supreme blessing, though it had felt ruinous at the time.  Here, now, their existence one soul in two 11D bodies felt more alive than possible in the lower realms.  His kisses felt magnetic, as if her flesh rose to greet his, electrified.

Every love song ever written washed over her awareness, an eternity of Aha moments compressed into single marvel.  Ecstasy engulfed Dylan as his fingertips traced her curves and perfect knowledge moved through him.  What was once a dream was now real:  He was the master of pleasure!  Rhythm poured into his body and transferred to hers.  He wondered if it were possible to die of satisfaction. 

He stopped, and suspended all of his exhilaration, holding himself back.  She let out a delighted gasp as the experience of their connection took on a life of its own.  It spoke to her in code so deep she glimpsed the Source of Life itself and clung to its inexplicable poise. 

At last, the prelude sped toward its expected culmination and every poetic yes fused them inseparable.  They would never again look at each other and see an opposite sex.  They would look at each other and see manifestations of their best choice.  They would experience each other as the Source of Grace.

After their divine conversion, Dylan lay in her arms and listened to her heart.

"What do you hear?" she whispered.

"That you love me more than ever."

"Because I do.  More than I imagined possible."

"Oh wait.  There's more," he said.

"What else does my heart say?"  Ruby asked.

"That I was right," Dylan smiled.  At that, she climbed on top of him and clasped both of his hands in hers, and waited for him to speak again, for every word was alchemy.  "It was worth the wait." 

"Definitely."  They kissed again and light poured through stained glass in a porthole window.

Outside the wooden ship, waves of milky white sand dashed against the stained glass porthole.  Sails bulged as a strong air current pushed the vessel through a sea of sand dunes.

Above, on deck, Orenda stood at the helm looking like an Iroquois princess.  She too had experienced the change that happened the moment the portal opened and allowed the first four-dimensional beings to enter.  She was her infinite child self and suddenly turned twenty, like magic. 

Ruby's best friend forever, Tom Sawyer, climbed the mast, barefoot and scruffy, extended a spyglass, and pressed it to his left eye.  "There they are!" he cried.

"How many?"  Orenda hollered up to him.

"Can't count 'em," he yelled back.  "A whole swarm of skylors!"  Tom's muffled voice filtered through the wood to the Captain's Cabin. 

Ruby cocked her ear upward and lurched forward.  "Are we moving?"

Dylan propped himself up on his elbows and looked behind her at the porthole.  "I thought it was us."

"Did you hear a voice?"

"My ears were preoccupied with the sound of your passionate breathing."

She kissed him for saying such a beautiful thing.  "Why am I too easily distracted?"  It seemed utterly wrong to her to be distracted at all at Zenya.  Something unusual must be happening!

"I was wondering," Dylan said.

The room swayed, and sand slapped against the glass.  Ruby whipped her head round to look at the porthole.  She leapt out of bed and ran to the window.  "No!" she groaned. 

Tom's muffled voice came down again.  "They changed heading..."

"That voice–hear it?"  Ruby asked.

"...reckon they hear us!"

"Yup," Dylan answered. 

She looked out the porthole.  "Dylan, we are sailing through sand.  It looks like Saardu."

"Which dimension is Saardu?" he asked.

"It's not a dimension.  It's a 4D planet, seven thousand light years from Earth!"

"Gravy," is all he could think to say. 

"Not gravy!  I don't want to be on Saardu–I want a Zenyan honeymoon!"

Dylan got up and looked out the porthole at the white sea of sand.  "Sailing on a sea of dunes–was that always possible?"

"Of course.  Anything is possible," she said matter of fact. 

"Why didn't we do it on Mars?"

"It didn't occur to me."

"It didn't occur to Bogey either," he said, speaking of his sentient dune buggy that turned out to be a Zenyan boy projecting himself that way.  "This is mighty unfair, Rube."

"It's rotten unfair!" she agreed.

"Are we talking about the same thing?"  For reasons he could not explain, Dylan took the pillowcase off the fishbowl and eyed the spotted fish with suspicion.  "Is this your fault?" 

The fish blew a tiny black bubble.  Ruby's eyes grew wide as she watched the black bubble rise to the surface.  "Feilor!" she gasped, as if that explained all improbability.

"What's a fi lore?"

She shook her head.  "We need adventure clothes."  There wasn't time to explain Feilor. 

"And we get clothes at Zenya how?"

Ruby spoke into her cupped hands.  She opened her empty hands.  "We are definitely not at Zenya.  This isn't supposed to happen," she said, alarmed in a way that Dylan could not fathom.  He watched as she madly yanked the top sheet off the bed and wrapped it around herself like a toga.  "I have to go see who is doing this to us.  If it's Rascal," she said and pulled the bottom sheet off, "I promise,” she grabbed Dylan's hand and pulled him to the door through which they had entered from The Eclectic Muse, "I will ask The Big Y," she flung the door open–instead of the grand hall expected, they faced the deck of a clunky old ship.  "Kank!" she shouted. 

"Kank?"

"It's a–oh no, it's happening!  Saar words are popping into my head," she looked worried.  She pulled Dylan out of the Captain's Cabin and shouted at someone he could not yet see.  "How dare you!  Nobody asked me–"

"We aren't thrilled ourselves," Orenda interrupted her.  "We were enjoying a great party!"

"Tom Sawyer, if this is your notion–"

Dylan looked up where Ruby was looking and saw a grubby young man clinging to the mast.  "Nasty as tar," he couldn't help but utter under his breath.  He had never seen such filth!

"Tar?  Did you say tar?"  Ruby sounded horrified now. 

"His feet.  Look at the bottom."

Ruby looked at Tom's feet.  They were pitch-black.  "Holy yin and yang, not this destiny!"  She pleaded allowed, hoping her anguish would penetrate the consciousness of The Big X and The Big Y, who would surely understand the unfairness of this event.  "Tom, get on down here, please!"

"Nice to see you, Ruby, after having my brain freeze-dried for eighty years," Orenda said.  The peculiarity of her comment was not lost on Dylan. 

"Do I know you?"  Ruby did not recognize her.  The last time she had encountered Orenda she was a hundred years old on Saardu, and Ruby was seven.  Since then, Ruby had experienced growing very old herself on Saardu, and then returned to Zenya, and had been given the soul mate gift.  She then projected herself as a full-fledged human again, this time as one of the first children born on Mars in the 21st century. 

Dylan was not a Zenyan.  He was a Martian native, until the portal opened.  All of this polydimensional commotion was new to him. 

"You don't remember?"  Orenda looked hurt.  "Look into these eyes, mon petit.  I haven't changed that much."

Upon hearing 'mon petit', Ruby recognized her old mentor.  "Orenda?"

She smiled and opened her arms wide.

"Pure kismet!"  Ruby shouted as she ran into her arms and they hugged as long lost survivors of an ancient holy war.  "You made it!"

"I did.  I did."

"And your husband?"

"Yes, Willy survived the process and is at Zenya now." 

"Wonderful.  But he is not here with you now, why?  We are where I think we are?"

"If you think Saardu, you're right.  Tom spotted skylors–"

"Skylors!  How many?"  Ruby bubbled.

Dylan stood back watching, listening, and feeling as if he was in Kindergarten.

"A whole swarm–and they're coming right at us!"  Tom shouted and scrambled down the mast.  He walked right up to Dylan and stuck out a hand to shake.  "Welcome to Saardu!  I'm Tom Sawyer.  The real one.  That bookish version of me was mere fun and games in the fifth," he said as if that was enough to explain everything. 

Dylan was getting used to Zenyan talk.  They referred to the alternate dimensions as ordinal numbers–the fifth–Tom was referring to the fifth dimension.  Dylan did not know this yet, but human imagination is the fifth dimension.  It's a plane of existence above space and time, where, if they know how, a person can be in a million places at once and experience herself as imagined by each individual.  As long as someone remembers you exist, you exist.  The worst thing to be in the fifth is forgettable–that's a blow to the psyche worse than death to body!

For Zenyans, playing in the fifth is an all-or-nothing sport.  Tom Sawyer was exceptionally good at the 'JIG', which stands for Jazzy Imagination Game.  He had a special knack.  Nobody could quite put a finger on what was so endearing about him. 

"Speaking of other realities, Tom, look at the bottom of your feet," Ruby pointed.  "Should we be concerned?" 

Tom lifted a foot and picked at the black stuff.  "I reckon we should be concerned."

"Feilor?"  Ruby asked fearfully. 

Tom nodded. 

"I am sure I don't want to know," Orenda said, as clueless as Dylan felt. 

"Remember when we almost smashed into the planet?"  Ruby reminded her of the catastrophic event they barely escaped when they were part of the Triton community. 

"Where was I when you lived this other life?"  Dylan tried to wrap his mind around the idea of parallel universes. 

"How the heck should I know?  I was a seven-year-old girl having a near death encounter!"

"And I was a scared-out-of-my-mind 100-year-old lady," Orenda laughed, remembering the craziness of that day, "watching you and Tom and Herald and Rascal debate with Pineapple Head–"

"Bogey?  You know my Bogey?"  Dylan interjected upon hearing a familiar name.  Pineapple Head was the term of endearment given to the Zenyan boy who had been his dune buggy, and who later projected himself as the spaceship that rescued the Martians when a black hole threatened to suck the fun out of life in that solar system. 

"Oh.  Yes."  Orenda made the connection.  "Pineapple Head.  Bogey, your spaceship.  I hear he had some issues," she chuckled. 

Dylan could laugh about that now.  It wasn't funny then.  "Yes.  He was unable to give Ruby and me with one hour privacy."

Tom busted out laughing because it was Pineapple Head's maiden voyage as a polydimensional being and he had been cocksure about how fantastic he would be at it. 

"It wasn't funny," Ruby said seriously.  "He barely managed to keep walls around us–we almost died for lack of air!"

Speaking of lack of air, the sails sagged and the ship stopped dead in its tracks. 

"Who conceived of sailing in a sea of sand?  You?"  Dylan asked Tom. 

"Not me.  And it ain't Orenda's idea.  Thing is, we don't know what kind of mess we're tangled down in."

"It's Rascal's doing," Ruby said, sure of it.

"Nope.  I was at the quorum.  If it weren't for her, you'd have died on Mars.  It was tear-jerker noble the way she defended you," Tom told her. 

"Defended Ruby?  For what?"  Dylan was terribly curious to hear what his wife could have done that was so bad.

Ruby's attention was on the approaching cloud of skylors.  "Long story," is all she wanted to say about it. 

"Cliff notes," Dylan bugged her.

"I changed my mind," Ruby shrugged.

"Nice little spin," Tom sniggered. 

Dylan defended her honor.  "It's a woman's prerogative."

"Not when she's made a pact that could stick us all to the first dimension for infinity," Tom retorted. 

"You went back on your word, Ruby," Orenda said, dead serious.  That is a huge taboo for an originator, especially when they're part of a JIG team.

"Oh.  You broke a promise?"  Dylan asked, surprised. 

"I chose to add Orenda to the JIG," Ruby rationalized it.  "Rascal was next in line to be the hero, but each of us had already taken a turn."  Shadows of skylors circled above the ship and passed over them.  They all looked up.  "Look, I can't count them!  We saved her favorite creature, so I don't see why she got so mad."

Rascal originated skylors.  They are giant telepathic dragonflies that only live on Saardu.  Unlike the tiny insect version on Earth, skylors' bodies are fat and translucent, similar to a jellyfish, and instead of six legs, they have three fleshy stumps that tuck into the abdomen during flight. 

"You broke the agreement and forced her to be a villain," Tom explained why Rascal got so mad when Ruby acted autonomously on her desire to include Orenda in the JIG. 

"I didn't force her–she was a natural at that!"  Ruby huffed.

The largest skylor descended, extended its stumps, and plopped onto the sand.

"Chloe?"  Ruby had always been sensitive to the telepaths and they recognized one another immediately.  She gathered up the toga and climbed overboard.

"She's been here before, I gather," Dylan said to Orenda.  "Is that the native word for these giant bugs?"  The he distinctly heard a strange voice in his head.  No, Chloe is the name of this particular giant bug.  Saars call us skylors.  It was Chloe herself who answered him.  Dylan looked upward, this way, and that. 

"All of the animals on Saardu are telepaths–even the bugs," Orenda explained. 

"That voice?"  Dylan asked, impressed and delighted.

"Came from her," Tom nodded at the skylor on the ground.

Ruby ran to her and stumbled in the sand, laughing, in part because she remembered the very first time she and Orenda had experienced sand, how they marveled at it.  Not long after, they grew to hate the stuff!

"Chloe!"  Ruby said, happy to see the daughter of dear old friend who was the last great thinker on Saardu.  The skylor hopped toward her.  She rubbed Chloe's face. 
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