THE CICADA
AXEL

It was so small. It was barely longer than the tip of the other boy’s finger. A small green
cicada with a wing that was both too small and twisted for its already petite build,
especially in comparison to the wing that had properly developed. The boy had never
admired bugs like he did with the small creature crawling over his calloused finger.
Honestly, he was usually ignorant of the little organisms that surrounded him every
second of the day. Unless, of course, they had crawled too close to him. But this moment,
with the awe that rested on his features, made him believe it was the most interesting
thing that God could ever bestow upon this earth.

It's small, grass-green body that would’ve been indistinguishable if they were out in the
middle of the large, fresh field that surrounded them. Instead, they had hidden under the
protection of a large bush. Allowing him to spot the creature with the munted wing on
the bark like a hiver in the dark. It looked delicate on the rough pad of his finger.
Delicate, soft, calm.

The blonde boy was so enchanted by the bug that rested on his finger. The sun that
slowly streamed in through the branches and leaves of the foliage surrounding them
created a beautiful halo representing the greatness that he brought to the world. His
enchantment towards the little green creature that crawled along his index finger allowed
the brunette boy to lean his head on the other’s shoulder as he was distracted.

The blonde had shoulders that were too sharp and didn’t prod uncomfortably at the boy’s
skull when he rested his heavy head against it.

When the brunette looked up at the blonde, he could see all the colours in his irises
illuminate in the sunshine. Brown, hazel, green, that light colour of sage that encircled

his pupil. They were all beautiful and held texture in this lighting.

It brought the brunette boy to ease, allowing him to lean his head on the blonde’s
shoulder.

Well, as calm as he could be.

On the inside, he was burdened, burdened with an unnatural want for his friend. He
stared at him when the other boy was solely focused on the cicada. The
blonde boy can only ever see the exterior that the brunette allowed \
him to see, never showing when his shell sheds, revealing a boy
that is nothing but weak and broken. The brunette would never
allow the blonde to see how broken he truly was.



He is burdened with the hatred and the inconsiderate wants of others. Those who call
people who act in the way he finds natural such awful names that he never wants to be
the example of. A constant chitter and chatter that he could never escape from.

How can he ever admit to the boy next to him that he loves him when he has to think so
much of what others think? What his own parents would think. What the others’ parents
think? What would their friends think of such a relationship?

How could he ever be intimate with the boy? Both of their homes are so cramped. There
is no place for privacy. Nowhere could they hide. How would it ever last under such
conditions?

The blonde turned to the brunette and began to ramble about random facts related to the
creature that was crawling down his forearm. He mentioned the thousands of different
species that live around the globe, which the brunette doubted severely, and then went on
to explain that only the men chitter and chirp.

However, the boy was solely focused on how the other’s thin lips wrapped around the
words and the beautiful structure that his teeth seemed to take. They were pearly white
and naturally straight with their little kinks here and there. The brunette loved it

when the blonde did that open-lipped, crooked smile that was reserved for when he was
comfortable.

It made the brunette forget his troubles once more. It allowed him to indulge in the
fantasy of waking up in his bed and experiencing that smile before he had to leave the
comfort of his bed. He slowly began to believe that it could happen.

That was if the other even shared the same feelings that the boy did. What would the
other think? What would he do if he knew the brunette leaning against his shoulder
yearned for and lusted for something more intimate than their friendship? To break the
boundaries that had been set silently over the years and become something with one
another that they had been taught was wrong.

What would the blonde think if he knew that he felt towards him in a way that was solely
reserved for women? Would he be disqusted? Would he hate the boy and discard him like
a cicada does a shell once it is too small and uncomfortable?

The boy wouldn’t be able to handle such a loss if that were to happen. He would likely %}’
end up an empty husk of himself without the other. :

He was so focused on the theoretical, the coulds and maybes so
much, that he didn’t appreciate the moment at the time. He didn’t
truly appreciate the boy and the small being that seemed to light up
the blonde’s face like the brunette so desperately wished to do



himself. Not until it was too late.

After it ended, he yearned for more. He was disappointed that it ended in the first place.
Disappointed that he no longer had an excuse to be intimate with his distracted friend,
even if it was a simple head on his shoulder.

Why couldn’t it have lasted forever?

He was annoyed at the bug for crawling away; the blonde boy had deemed that the
moment should end and placed the cicada back on the branch they had found it. Ruining
the moment. It forced him to pull away from the other boy because continuing to lean on
him any longer would’ve been perceived as peculiar...

0dd...
Queer...

Later on in the day, once the blonde boy had left him there to return home to finish
homework and eat supper, the boy was wandering through a thick bush by himself. On
his travels to return home, he found something. He stared down at the brown husk of the
creature resting on a fence post. He remembered the previous events of the day so
clearly. The way the other boy had lit up at the sight of the being that had discarded this
shell. The smell of the other boy’s deodorant and musk, the shampoo he had used a few
hours before they decided to meet. How the boy himself wished to bury his face in the
scent as it mixed with the smell of the wet grass that surrounded them.

The moment once felt so tangible, solid and grounding. Now it felt intangible; he couldn’t
tell what was truly there in that moment or what he had exaggerated. It felt as thin and
weak now as the shell between his fingers.

But, oh, how the blonde smiled. How his eyes had crinkled with joy as he rambled on
about the ways that cicadas functioned in their peculiar little ways. It couldn’t have been
something that was simply a desperate exaggeration he had created through his longing
for more.

A moment that filled him with so much peace and joy, now made him upset and
frustrated with himself. The boy could’ve done something, said something. The moment
was there in front of him, but he froze and did nothing in the end.

He felt like an empty shell of himself sometimes when he thought of the
other boy. Did he genuinely experience those truly despicable ‘
feelings? Or was it that he felt that wrong feeling toward the

other that no boy should ever feel toward another? Or was it just






