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Dimensions 

If other dimensions exist, these other worlds that touch upon our own, is it possible another you exists there as well? Could your dreams be a window into those worlds? A portal? Or are these dimensions merely fantastic realms wrought within these same dreams? 
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Floating like thistledown on a still spring day, Sam drifted over a scene of pristine bucolic peace. Below him a man dressed in what he imagined to be homespun pants and shirt, scattered seeds by hand from a sack of burlap slung across his back. Sam could not see the man’s face as he was bent low, his back bent and curved from years of stooping toil. Black earth, deeply rich and freshly turned, would have lent a smell of loam and a rich promise of life. If only Sam could smell it. Yet his mastery of the voyager’s art was far from complete, and as such, vision would be his only sense on this trip. And even vision was...different... flat... with no sense or image of yourself. No ghost nose, no blinking eyelids and no looking down to watch your feet. So odd was the sensation that Sam was nearly “bounced” from his voyage the first time he’d experienced it. Other voyagers claimed they could hear, smell and even “feel” when in their travels, Sam however was not so sure. For him it was as if his other senses did not exist, only the world unfolding below him in the myriad colors of spring, almost too vibrant to bear with nothing else - no sound, no smell, and no touch – to balance his mind. 

Sam considered a moment, then with a thought he pushed his vision higher, the image slowly rotating as if a camera panning from straight down to horizontal. He experienced more than a bit of dizziness as the world flowed and turned and reoriented, all without any true sense of movement. This was brand new for him and Sam’s elation almost forced a loss of control. This was only his third voyage; he was ahead of anything he thought he could achieve - far ahead. Ahead of what his tutor, Master Broussard, even believed possible for a novice like Sam.

Sam had trouble stopping the pan and it was a mental struggle to fix his sight on the distant mountains in order to halt the movement. Even more to get his eyes to stabilize and his vision to refocus. But once they did he was rewarded with a vast panorama of the world to which he was now connected. Hazy robin’s egg sky illuminated a verdant river valley curving away through rolling, tree covered hills. In the distance to his right, and what he assumed to be west, lay a village shimmering and dancing in the moist spring air with a single column of smoke rising from a field beyond, perhaps another farmer burning weeds and preparing his own plot of ground. It was just a guess, unless...Vision was one thing, travel quite another. In his previous voyages, any movement, even the small shift of eyes he’d just done, would bounce him from the dimension. But now that he’d panned with his eyes, what else can I do? 

With another thought he “moved”, covering the distance in such a rush it took his breath away. The world blurred and Sam felt himself slipping away, the edges of his vision narrowing. No! His mind clawed at the darkness creeping into his vision. No! mmust nnot... As suddenly as it started the movement ceased and his vision once again became crystal clear. Sam was ecstatic, I did it. I controlled it! I have it. Slowly, piece by piece, he was mastering the art. This was his third dimension on three tries. It was incredible. Three new worlds, each so different from his own. Master Broussard, his instructor in the theory and application of dimensional travel, told him – insisted - that what Sam was achieving was “simple” straight forward Dimensional Jumping or a Cross-Voyage. It was not a Time-Jump. He did not have the ability to move forward or back through time, and as far as Sam knew no one ever had. Sam was mastering what Broussard described as Portal Generation; which meant these dimensions, though different, existed in parallel to each other. Universes’ on a completely different evolutionary, yet current timeline. 

The first universe he’d been able to “see” seemed to mirror 21st Century earth, a place that could have been any urban American city. In fact, he first believed he was really remote-sensing, seeing another part of his own world. It was a very brief trip, the first time his eyes shifted he was “bumped”, immediately finding himself back alone and sweating in his bed. It had taken weeks of training, meditation and concentration to get even that far and he was both ecstatic and disappointed with that first experience. Yet Broussard assured him he had indeed visited a dimension, a universe, different than his own. His second trip entered a realm so futuristic Sam could not believe it was more than the product of an over active imagination and forced desire. So sure that he was trying too hard, and near brain dead with fatigue, he was again bumped; the voyage no more than a half remembered dream. Now this... Sam was more than elated, beside himself with a euphoric exhilaration that kept him on the very edge of control. Here was a world he could actually remain in for more than a moment. A vibrant world and one through which he could move. This was more than he thought he could ever achieve, more than he’d truly believed possible. 

Sam drifted over a small village of huts, clapboard and rough, thatched roofs and cut-out windows covered in animal skins. A scene his mind could conjure in third world Africa, early America or even the Mongolian Steppes, densely packed and hugging a small stream, the hovels surrounded by new ploughed fields and pens to corral cattle, pigs and sheep. It was also a scene of violence. The smoke he’d seen from a distance was not a field being cleared for planting, but a hut engulfed in flames. Several others smoldered, the flames catching on dry tinder and growing quickly into individual boiling infernos. Villagers, mostly women and children, burst from huts and ran screaming in every direction, none stopping to fight the spreading disaster, and Sam quickly saw why. Men in filthy mismatched uniforms with swords and spears were attacking the village, and it looked as if the inhabitants were being herded, goaded in one direction. Slavers, was his first thought, but he had no more time to think about it. Sam was barely holding on as he witnessed the violent drama unfolding in total silence. It made the vision much more vivid, far more surreal. He willed himself down until he hovered only eight feet from the ground hoping being closer would provide more clues. Sam looked left when suddenly, like a flushed rabbit, a ragged old man burst from a smoldering hut and ran straight toward him, his eyes wide, his mouth screaming unheard words. From behind the hut one of the attackers stepped out and seeing his fleeing prey he hesitated only a moment, an evil grin blossoming upon an almost cherubic face. The boy, for really that’s all he was, drew back a sun bronzed arm, and with a lunge that seemed to encompass his entire body, threw his spear. The old man was struck, the point of the shaft blooming like a crimson rose through his chest. The shock and force of the blow threw the man forward, eyes even wider, his face rising toward Sam as if pleading for help that would never come. Then Sam, an electric jolt shocking through him, screamed as well as the vision vanished.
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A deep ragged breath hauled past his lips. Sam awakened on a twisted, sweat soaked sheet, in humid air that matched his body temperature and in total blackness. His skin screamed as if a million ants marched across him, a result of being so immersed in vision while totally neglecting his other senses. Sam squirmed and twitched for the two or three minutes it took for the feeling to pass. The only sound to be heard was the rattle in his chest and the whistle issuing from his half opened mouth, yet that was like a three piece band playing next to his bed, even the slightest noise causing his head to pound. Sam could see nothing – nothing but an afterimage dancing across his brain. The indelible image of a man screaming in pain as his death was delivered at the point of a spear. A frozen snapshot like a photograph captured from video, blurred at the edges while framing an emaciated grey bearded face. An old man who looked just like his neighbor, Cole Anderson. As shocking as that was, there was something else in the image that rocked him to his soul. Behind Cole was the face of the boy who threw the spear. A savage face full of brutal demented joy caught at the exact moment his weapon transfixed the old man. Young and bronzed and chiseled and as familiar to Sam as his own. Because it was. In a dimension that touched his own, an alternate Sam had just killed an alternate Cole.
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