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& The Spear of Intent 
 

BEGINNING: 

 

The Genetic Eye dies before it's unborn. And although it 

swallows the lifetides of evermore, it still sweetly succumbs to 

nature's grace – relinquishing, by its slender design, its finished 

ending. Yet in the dying glimmer of the mind – that which beholds 

the fabric of time wherein stars are born – a writhing, living 

tunnel emerged: the vexatious xylem of a serpent-vine, adorned 

with plated leaf-armour of a callous, hated green.  

 

The emerald-knighted doom of Gawain’s supernatural foe was 

thick in the serpent-vine’s skin. And as the spear of intent gazed 

upon it, the beast forgot its evil nature, beholding the eye with 

its mawkish maw, flexing its flesh petals of sun-bruised, rose 

blood. In that moment, what had before been its victim in the 

ceaseless void of space now became its master. 

 

The creature submitted at once to the spear (the travelling 

mind-spike of harnessed intent) and by as it lay down, it drew 

open its mouth and a wormhole appeared. Tumbling down the 

mutating leaf threads of its green path, brushing against the 

lives of a thousand ancient whispers, the mind spear, in all its 

sharpest speed, lobbed its will through a garden of blue-bright 

stars,  launching toward a horizon of galaxies.  

 

Amidst the velvet black of the garden, the vastness neon-burned 

with amber and violet nebulae while the edges of their eternity 

scintillated magenta. Emerging from it was the wandering 

mystery of the universe’s own eternal mind. Was it a boat thrust 

across an unlidded eye, its cosmic eyelid restrained? May it be 

the horizon light of a dragon-gold, reddish pupil, now forever 

widening in everlasting surprise?  



 

The spear of intent flew across the expanse now, taunted by 

ordinary evils with snapping jaws. Suddenly they all closed, 

retreating from a jet-plane roar of raw, focussed will. Then all 

galaxies converged, transmuting into the sands of a timeless 

beach. As it passed along the shore, the mind followed the 

bleached white, chalk-dust earth as it skewered the grass into 

tracks which led into a leaf kingdom of red-orange autumn. 

 

All around serene hills breathed as in undulation, their crests 

awash with flame hot, creek-red grasses dipped in the colours of 

sunset. Tree trunks lined in ranks like retinues of warrior-

sentinels watching their shadows grow in the dappled sunlight 

of evening time when the sun begins to die. The mortal star 

threw out the last of its corporeal shine and what was thought 

of as ‘one’ became a pair: the mind eye being the watcher of the 

tale, and the other revealing itself as an ancestral spirit 

walker.  

 

The walker was the one from before, yet different now – as time 

begets all changes and makes things appear newer than what 

once was. Her robes were dyed like the darkened earth yet 

awareness of them made its material flourish bright like the 

orange-saffron of Holi Spring. She turned, explaining the path 

ahead, describing in an infinite deluge of wonder, ‘the way’ of it 

in great detail. As the wind caused the leaves to rake the sun-

baked ground, an idea became known to the mind. Suddenly it 

came to the realization that it was more than what it was, and 

always had been.  

 

Demon-gods of capriciousness were outdone in a thought-beat. 

And no longer was this idea naked to the shallowness of 

impossibility. All that awakened sprung forth like saplings in 

Spring and the red grasses fell green during the midnight 

endeavours of the twilight soul. Hope arose with a kingly sound, 

bound in the cloth-embrace of love everlasting and down in a 

well-spring a voice emerged, its trawthe clanging like a bell. 



 

The fear of generations was now assuaged. And under a vault of 

azure-blue sky, a stampede of clouds gathered, bathing in the 

gold of the sun’s last wish. All burdens thus renounced, all 

that was became what is, and all that is became what will be – a 

convergence of desires harmonised in the well of heart’s holy 

retreat.  

 


