
SAWATDEE SPIRIT:
An Effulgent Bloom

A central spark of blinding white,
A seed of brilliance, a seed of light,
Exploding forth in rayonist rays,

A flower blooming from neon haze.
Petals stretched like silken flame,
A shifting dance without a name,
Where liquid hues begin to bleed,

And harmony fulfills unspoken need.
Spectrums swirl in soft embrace,
A glow mirroring heaven’s face—

An effulgent pulse, a rhythmic beat,
where countless souls in union keep.

Several friends gathered lazily in an art gallery in a near a ocean wharf of a minor city. The walls of the gallery
seemed to recede, leaving only the vibrant, pulsating energy of its several digital projections. On one wall was a
rayonist explosion—a flower-like construct of light that radiated from a singular, brilliant core. Daiki stood before it,
his eyes tracking the electric lines of color. Crimson slashed into cobalt. Gold dissolved into violet. Nothing stayed
still. He shifted his gaze toward Chariya, whose reflection was caught in the art projection. "Can you actually
understand this?" Daiki asked, his voice echoing slightly in the quiet space. He gestured vaguely at the
kaleidoscopic mess of light. "Or is it just a lot of noise?"

Chariya didn’t pull his eyes away from the central glow. He shook his head slowly, a faint, knowing smile playing
on his lips. "No," he admitted softly. "I don’t understand it. But I can interpret it."

Daiki let out a short, skeptical breath. "Huh?" Daiki replied, his tone flat and colored with indifference. He leaned
against one wall, crossing his arms as if waiting for a punchline that wasn't coming.

"To me, this is entirely about the beauty of a merger," Chariya explained, his hands tracing the air as if following
the brushstrokes. "It’s the way these various, clashing colors find a way to blend harmoniously. They don't lose
themselves; they find a way to coexist. In the end, isn't that the essence of the sawatdee spirit"

Daiki shifted his weight, stepping back until his shoulders brushed the cool, peeling wall behind him. He offered
a nonchalant nod, his interest piqued just enough to acknowledge the logic. "I guess that makes sense. More or
less." Daiki’s posture softened, then he moved on.
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