
SPIDER MEDITATION:
A Tribute to Arachnid Samurai

In swaying shade where cedar boughs sway
A spider sits, a silent sage

In the stillness of a gossamer stage
Suspended softly in the morning’s mist
Swaying mid-air in a breathing breeze

Resting between rugged bark plates
And daggered cedar needles

Quietly it waits in patient poise
No frantic fret or hollow hurry

A master of stillness:
A calm that mimics death

It rests between the rugged bark
With patient poise, a predator with

No twitch, no turn, no wasted breath:
A calm mimicking death

This tiny samurai intuits the forest's design:
Where luck and timing intertwine

And intersecting lines of fate
Become the snare for those who wait

When frantic wings begin to fray
The web transforms a flying insect to prey

The silk vibrates, a rhythmic snare
Then stillness claims the cooling air

After all tremors fade, the feast is done
Then the spider sinks back into meditative sleep;

For in these woods where shadows deep
Discipline is the best camouflage.
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The air in the corner of the coffee shop felt thick, as if the dust motes themselves were caught in some
invisible lattice. The hum of the espresso machine subsided, leaving a sudden, ringing quiet.

Chariya leaned forward, his voice barely disturbing the steam rising from his mug. "Patience," he
whispered with eyes fixed on a glint of a spider web near the ceiling. "That is the true weapon. It’s the prerequisite
for anything worth winning."

An-Yi didn't look up from her book, but her gaze drifted toward a dark corner where the spider web
shivered in the air conditioning. "Honestly," she remarked, her voice dry as parchment, "most of what we call
'living' is just structured waiting. The decisive moments are rare flickers of light. Everything else is just rehearsal,
interlude, and the slow spinning of time."

Bhäraté tilted his head, watching a fly drone lazily near the window. "I’m not sure. The interludes are the
architecture. Thread by thread—that is the actual work. Isn’t the spinning of the line just as sacred as the
catching of the fly? The process is where the soul lives."

Daiki made a snarl, shifting his chair with a sharp scrape against the floorboards. He rubbed his arms,
looking visibly unsettled. "You’re all getting far impossibly philosophical about a tiny predator. The more you
romanticize it, the more my skin crawls. This isn't philosophy; it’s merely a creepy narrative."

An-Yi gave him a dry, sideways glance, her lips transforming into a spidery smile. "Relax, Daiki. One day,
we all become someone else’s menu item. Worms, spiders, bacteria— the great recycling machine is nothing if
not thorough."

Daiki grimaced, pulling his shirt tighter. "That is hardly comforting."

Chariya simply nodded, a small, knowing smile touching his lips as he watched the spider above them
remain perfectly still. "We were all designed to be broken down and rebuilt. It is simply the natural, circular pattern
in the tapestry of life."

The stillness in the room resumed, heavy and intricate, wrapping around the occupants like a web.


