YHERNAREZE

SH3H B W, ek

AT, MR L ORI AT U BBSIE T 7 4TI, BWEE . UK A)ES,
FAIHR T AL

JUR A BIEAE IR TR 8, S AT R BRI 10— 75, Mok, &30 KHLRAE
M. FEMIN T, —HORE TR ST L, AR A B EONIRIR, S g
e, ACH OB . FRIMGAEE T B R, ki, A TR AR T

BT T ERE S, MR, e R TES, BT, A B
m, AR EAHE, REARXENTN. REXEDM GIUE L RPIBCFBA) , T T
L, JRATHEE. B, REELAN, EEAL € R T =0, REDAR T,
WAL o

BT T Yy A ERREN, O BB MATRN, A TR T BE, kit
. FA TR Eai 7o &0 TR, —, A EAESOE LR R REHRETT
Yi, ST LI R

BACH AR S LSBT HE, e BB, R L. BORLRE, AeElE, IE
Hep BB AN T o FALEMAERT B8 AE .

BOR N, BomE T MR, GERVNXORHER N, 17T 1. BIRHIK, TERIMAE L,
REA . HEHET )L, eM T/, w7, K5 CEERGEEAI T . SRR ERJn T
Ak, MBS,

e ERAEHICHR S RBEEN SO T SN 7 —IRFEMHE, WEREIA
Fo BACREIRBE 7, RRE A AR RS TR M E ¥, FRIEERK, AR T, 4E
B AL T

The Uninvited Guest That Flew In

August 3, Monday, sunny, muggy.

Tonight the heat was outrageous; the fan blew nothing but hot air. My mother
opened every window and said let some air through. For that one sentence about fresh

air, our family gained an uninvited guest.

At half past nine I was wrestling with a math problem when a buzz suddenly rose
under the desk lamp, louder and louder, like a small plane that cannot find its
runway. Then came a smack: a big cicada hit the lamp shade and fell onto my homework
book. It lay on its back, six legs in the air, buzzing its wings and spinning itself
in circles. I sprang off my stool and shouted: mother, a cicada crashed into my

homework!!
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The whole family turned on the lights to catch the cicada. It flipped over,
fluttered up, first onto the curtain, then onto the hanging lamp, where it hung
upside down and sang boldly, as if it were the master of the house. My father held up
the small net (the one for scooping mosquitoes in summer), my mother carried the
flashlight, and I was in charge of directing. I shouted left, my father reached left,
and it flew right. After three wrong calls, my father said: stop shouting, your

directions only make it worse.

In the end the jar won the day. My mother brought a glass jar, held its mouth
under the hanging lamp, and the cicada crawled down two steps and butted straight
into the jar. Her hand flashed and the lid was on. The cicada sang inside, buzz, its
sound hitting the glass and bouncing back. My father wiped his sweat and said

catching a cicada is more tiring than catching fish.

I kept the jar on my desk as a night lamp. It sang in bursts, then rested, like a
study companion. Strangely, with it keeping me company, that math problem stopped

being annoying. I named it Mr. Study Companion.

Early the next morning I carried the jar downstairs, walked to the row of trees
in our neighborhood, and unscrewed the 1id. It crawled out, climbed a branch, and
stayed still for a while. I waited, and it sang one single note, then flew into the

treetop and vanished. Every cicada in the tree burst out at once, noisy as a meeting.

At night I wrote in my diary: Mr. Study Companion has gone home to his meeting.
My mother glanced at the page as she passed and said it reads like a real essay. 1
put the jar back in the cupboard; a ring of crawl marks from the cicada was still on
the glass. If it ever visits again, I will not catch it — I will leave its seat by

the window open.
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