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The Net Under the Locust Tree

The most fun thing in summer vacation was catching cicadas. In front of our house
stood a big locust tree, and at noon the cicadas in it rang in one solid wave, one
sound pressing on another, like someone hammering sheet metal on the roof. After
lunch I would walk under the tree with a net. The net was bought last year, with a
broken ring that my father had twisted shut with wire. It looked ugly, but it worked
well.

The cicada was smarter than me. It lay flat on the trunk, its body the same color
as the bark, impossible to pick out unless you looked hard. I tilted my head and

swept from the roots to the treetops until my eyes ached, and finally found one —
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right at the fork of the trunk, its belly puffing in and out as it sang.

I did not dare make a sound. I set the net down at my feet and tiptoed closer.
When I got within three steps, the singing stopped. I froze at once, not even
blinking. After a while the cicada sang again. I moved one step forward, and it
stopped again. I figured out the rule: when it goes quiet, it is listening for me, so

I must wait until it starts singing again before I move.

The first pounce missed. 1 raised the net and clamped it down where the cicada
had been. The rim slapped the bark, and when I lifted it there was nothing inside.
The cicada had already flown to a higher branch and kept singing, as if laughing at
me. My palms were all sweat, but I refused to give up and went back under the tree to

search again.

The second time I changed the plan. I had my little brother make noise with a
stick on the other side of the tree. The singing stopped with a jerk, and when it
started again I raised the net from the side, aimed a little below the cicada, and
pressed the rim hard against the bark. Inside the net there was a buzz, wings beating
against the mesh. I pinched the opening shut and peeked through the gap: the cicada

had two transparent wings, and its legs were clawing around inside.

My brother ran over, and we held the net in turns. The cicada stopped struggling
and lay still. My brother said: let it go, it will die if we keep it in a bag. I
thought it over and pressed the net opening back against the trunk. The cicada
crawled into the leaves, turned back, and let out one loud cry, as if to say it could

still sing.

That afternoon we caught two more, looked at them, and let them go too. On the
way home my brother said: tomorrow we come back. I said yes, and we will see who

spots one first. We each took one tree and competed on who had the sharper eyes.

Thinking back now, the fun of catching cicadas was not the moment the net came
down. It was the few steps on tiptoe, the sweat on my palms after a miss, and the one
loud cry the cicada gave after I let it go. The big locust tree is still there, the
cicadas sing every year, and my net hangs behind the door, its wire patch never taken
off.
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