
      A Long Came A Spider


      

      
      
         This is my punishment.



In life I was powerful. But the circle of Avarice can't be bought off, because they invented the damn sin, you can't negotiate with Pride and you damned well well can't reason with Wrath.



In life I was surrounded by people. When they say “What a wicked web we weave when we seek to deceive”? When you seek it, it's useful to sit in the center of that large web. To feel the plucking of every string as it reverbrates through the silk wires.



Pluck. Pluck. Pluck.



Another caught in the sticky web, formed between nodes of men and women united, willing or unwilling or knowing or unknowing, trying to do harm to the spider they will never see in the circle. Caught and struggling and-



Pluck.  Pluck. Twang. 



-struggling against a web that is felt and known but never seen.



Left to digest in my own time.



Now I have too much time, and all the wrong things to digest.



The center of a vast political engine, the former head of a union bouyed up from crime connections. The illegal in one hand, the judicial in another, and the means of production in a third, for what wicked web weaver was I if I were limited to just two arms?



This was my punishment, then. The web removed from me and I found myself nailed to the sky. Neither falling nor rising, no longer between trees but… if one were to look up at a spider in a web from directly below on a moonless night, it would look like I do now. Suspended in nothing.



I was sentenced to sit here and think about what I had done.



I thought it had been a joke for the first thirty minutes. But then I lost concept of time, and still I remained.



Every journalist I had buried. Every truth I had buried. Every war on crime I had orchestrated so that my own faction would remain in power and keep me there in kind. Every opponent who had an unfortunate accident before an election.



I hadn't cared before.



I had a lot of time to learn.



The ends justify the means, certainly, but now I was deprived of the ends and left only with the burden of the means and now I had meaning taken from me as I sat here.



Alone. 



In eternity. 



It's been… I don't sleep or feel hunger. I have no biological process to moniter the passing of time. I can only guess, but I can't do that either.  Nothing to interrupt my thoughts, my reflections, and regrets. 



There is one thing, then, that I have learned from my meditations:



Time heals most wounds. The others it inflicts.
      

      
   