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The Fly and the Spider
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A TALK BY BHIKSHUNI HENG YIN ON MARCH 11, 2004 IN THE BUDDHA HALL
AT THE CITY OF TEN THOUSAND BUDDHAS
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Last Friday, as I sat down for meditation with the 4-6™ grade
gitls, one gitl said, “Look, there’s a fly caught in the spider
web on the window.” Thinking how they are always getting
distracted and not able to meditate, I said, “Don’t worry about
it. It’s probably dead. Just close your eyes and meditate.” We
chanted Guanyin Pusa’s name, and then hit the fish to start
meditating. One minute later, the girl said, “What’s that buzz-
ing sound?” I listened, and sure enough, there was a “bzzz,
bzzz” coming from the window. I looked up, and it was com-
ing from where the spider was. Getting up and taking a closer
look, I saw that it was the fly struggling to get free from the
web that the spider was wrapping around it. I could not stand
it any longer, and took a tissue and extracted the fly from
the main part of the web. By now all the girls were crowded
around me looking. The poor little fly was as if in a cocoon,
all wrapped up in white. I tried to pull away some of the webs
with my finger, but I felt each time I pulled, I was hurting the
fly. It was simply too tightly wrapped. We all recited the Great
Compassion Mantra—they recited more sincerely than they
ever had before. Finally I told the girls, “It may be too late for
this fly—it will probably not live because it is already tightly
wrapped and trying to remove the web will injure it more. The
only thing we can do is recite and pray that it will have a better
rebirth.” Then we put the fly in the middle of the room and
satin a circle around it, reciting Amitabha Buddha’s name. One
gitl said, “What about the spider? It wasn’t very nice of us to
take its food.” Another girl spoke to the spider, “You can be
a vegetarian.” Then she took some pieces of green leaves and
placed them in its web. At the end of class, we transferred the
merit not only to the fly, but to the spider, hoping that they
would be reborn in the Pure Land or at least not as flies and
spiders. And we left the cocooned fly on the altar in front of
the Guanyin statue.
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The next day at meditation class, to our surprise, one girl
announced, “The fly is still alive. Can I try to free it?” I was
surprised the poor fly could still be alive and struggling after
24 hours. I said, “Okay, you try.” She took a piece of tissue and
very gently and patiently brushed at the webs. Several other
gitls also crowded around and took turns trying to free the
fly. Meanwhile the rest of the girls decided to recite the Great
Compassion Mantra. After a while, one girl said, “One leg is
free! How many legs does a fly haver” I held up six fingers
. The other

wing is freel” We recited for almost the whole class period,

and kept reciting. A little later, “One wing is free..

until finally, one gitl ecstatically announced, “We did it! It’s
freel” She held up the dazed fly, which was still crawling around
on her finger, unable to believe that it was free. All the girls
danced about with joy, and I sent them downstairs to release
it outside. I asked them if they wanted to take the spider out
and clean its web, but they said, “It took the spider a long
time to make that web. If we take it outside, it’ll have to start
all over again. Besides, if it stays here it can listen to us recite
Guanyin’s name.” So I relented.

The next day, however, another fly got caught in the web.
This time I didn’t wait. I immediately took it away from the
web, and handed it to the gitl who had freed the other fly. It
took her only a few minutes to free this fly, because it was not
as tightly bound and she had more experience now. This time,
I asked them to clear away the web and take the spider out;
otherwise we would never get to meditate again.

I believe that after this experience these girls will never
casually swat a fly or even get annoyed by their buzzing,
because they empathized so deeply with the fly being caught
and helpless and about to be eaten. At the same time they
empathized with the spider, who only knows how to eatinsects
and works so hard spinning its web, only to have its meal taken
away by us. I told them that if we do not have wisdom and
good mentors to guide us, we will also be like the fly, buzzing
about blindly, bumping into every wall and finally ending up
stuck in the web to die.

I was really surprised by their spontaneous compassion—it
made me reflect how that compassion exists in everyone, but
in children it is still very much alive and not stifled by greed,
anger or delusion or the mundane concerns of the adult world.
When we recite Guanyin’s name, we are essentially trying to go
back to our inherent compassion that we were in touch with
as children—compassion that extends to all living things,

even the tiniest ones.
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