Anonymous. 1859.pdf

THE MUSICIANS OF OUR WOODS.

Harper's New Monthly Magazine. 19:323-37.

828

suaded he lived apart from his fellows; for de-
spite his familiar cognomen of *‘old,” he was yet
too young in years, and his nature too social
and susceptible for the hermit habits to which
we were told he was much given, unless it were
that some unlucky experience had turned the
true current of his temper quite awry.

Often did we venture to bend the talk toward
the themes which seemed to us likely to elicit
some light in the matter, but ever without suc-
cess, until the very eve of the breaking up of our
protracted camp, and of our mutual farewell.
Then, as we were alone, Wescott having van-
ished in quest of fuel, we dropped some happy
thoughts which led our eccentric friend into a
confidence sufficieut to assure us of the truth of
the surmiscs we had already made. How ex-
plicit his story might have been I know not, for
he was still in the midst of it as the voice of our
hunter Wescott came to our ears, and as he soon
after appearcd himself, merrily bearing a huge
log npon his broad back,

We had but time to throw ont a few hasty
words of advice and cheer. *You did right,”
said we, *‘to return, as the result shows, to your
active woodman's life, which you know so well
how to enjoy; and the Polly Ann you have got
high and dry there on the rocks, is no doubt a
much greater treasure to you than would have
been the faithless Polly Ann you have lost.”

“Lost!" cried Wescott, here poking his re-
tarning nosc into our tent. *‘ Who's lost 7"

“You,"” said we. ‘¢ At least we fearcd that
it might be so, and were just talking of starting
the hounds in pursuit!"

‘‘Pooh!"™ he replied, beginning to tune his
beloved fiddle, already in his hands, *‘there’s no
loss in this world but life;” and the old catgut
garly responded, ¢ Life let us cherish!™ as we
nodded to Tahawns to help our voices in the re-
frain.

In the momning, after a leap with the first
beams of the rising sun into the crystal waters,
s had been our daily wont in all our tramp, our
party breakfasted together for the last time, and
again embarked for the head of Tupper’s Lake,
where T'ahawus and his friend were to ascend
the tributary Bogg River for a few days’ hunt,
and we were to bid them adicn and venture alone
into the woolds in search of a new chapter of ad-
venture.

THE MUSICIANS OF OUR
WOODS.

HO can count the myrinds of sentient be-
ings destroyed in the felling of one tree?
Who can count the myrisds existing alone npon
its foliage? Who has a right to rejoice when a
trec dies and a host is extirpated ?
“More servants walt on man
Than be'll take nokice of In every path
He treads down that which doth befriend him."
Silently and quietly the small workers per-
form their parts. The most minute particle, to
an appreciative eye, is marked with the indus-

! leafy bowers.
our loftiest trees you may hear, if you can not

trious footsteps of the Unseen. Figure 1, for
instance, is a leaf from that grand historical
tree, the old Charter Oak, that once grew near
Hartford. It was given as a token of friendship

years ago, and treasured as such. Mark what
remains of it—how beautifully executed is the
work still in progress upon it. The little miners
are imperceptible unless with a very high mag-
nifier; their existence would be ignored if their

FIGUEE 1. —LEAF FEOM THE CUHAETER OAK.

march was not perceptible. They work be-
tween the parenchyma of the leaf, showing us
as the result a beautiful skeleton, in which you
can perceive the thousand stomata or mouths
of the leaf, always asking of the clouds to be fed:
drinking, digesting, nourishing, then commu-
nicating the draught to the trunk, which carries
it to the roots, sharing with the streams the
bounty of Heaven—giving us the priceless treas-
ure water.  With all this before us trees are be-
ing felled by the thousands, and no one lifts up
a prayer to stay the destroyer. Oh, voices of
the land ! why are you silent ? Do you wait for
a time when your songs will indeed be sung in
a strange and dry land? Fate worse ten-fold
than that of the captives of Israell Cry out, ere
it be too Inte, and our wooded hills and shaded
vales, stripped of their trees, will have lost also
their pleasant music of feathered and insect
songsters !

But it is time you should see a few specimens
of the thousands who pass their joyous lives in
Upon the topmost branches of

see, our principal musician — the strange and
wonderfully - fashioned Katydid (Platyphyllum
concavum), Figure 2.

A bold, loud-voiced son of the forest, he looks,
as he is, a true Democrat. He sings when he
likes, eats, rests, and sings again, unmindful of
the lowness of the Treasury, despising most
heartily the Right of Search, and avoiding ev-
ery breach of etiquette as knowingly as a mod-
ern diplomat. As to be expected, he is thor-
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FIGURE 2. —THE KATYDID,

oughly despised by one party, abused, ridiculed,
hunted, and burned ont if nothing else can reach
him; while the opposition, of which I am a lov-
ing member, listen to his notes with wonder and
admiration, and are never weary of crying,
“Hear, hear!"” How almost hnman are the
syllables composing his song: ‘‘ Katy did—she
did."  Always performing, never-nccomplish-
ing Katy, what a strange wood-nymph thon
art! There is no complaint made of her, how-
ever; it is an affirmation, joyous and full:
*Katy did—she did;"” and the asseveration
comes louder and louder, fuller of delight and
assurance and approbation, from every echoing

FIOURE B,
B. Fold of Usdar Wing.

a. Upper Wiag,

bough—* She did!"” *She did!"
Katy!

This beantiful insect, in its brilliant green dress,
is truly American; and if, like the Athenians of
old, we should ever
wish to designate our
true paternity in the
soil, this is the grass-
hopper which must be
onr badge of Amer- '
ican blood, and desig- | JRNE 3
nate our birth-place, | F7 et Ml
borne aloft on man- ||| oh
hood's brow or amidst { !

Oh, envied

Dighzed by (S OK }Slk‘
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riocEs 5,
s. Under part of Taborets. &. Upper part of Taborets. ¢ Newtural sise of Teborwis. d. Taborels open,

the clustering ringlets of woman. The Katydid |ly preferable to the clay-balls devoured hy the
is a full-blooded Native American. Indians of South America, or the * mountain-
The home of the Katydid is rightly on the | meat,” composed of the shells of infusoria, nsed
Tachamahaca, or Balsam poplar (Populus bal-| by the Swedes and Fins of the present day.
samifera); but as they approach the sea-
board they *‘spread” themselves with
true American proclivities, and assert
boldly the doctrine of Squatter Sov-
creignty. Thus every tree is more or
less thoroughly *“ located," and becomes
vocal with the charming song of the
+¢ grasshopper - bird" — tachamahaca,
meaning grasshopper among the In-
dians of the West and Southwest. A
favorite food of the Indians is their
‘“‘mahnea” cake, to make which the
hodies of the insects are parched and
ground into flour, which is quite as pal-
atable as oat or corn cake, and decided-




Anonymous. 1859.pdf

Harper's New Monthly Magazine. 19:323-37.

HARPER'S NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE.

FIGURE B.—FRONT, FACE OF THE EATYLID.
a. Two cutside rings of neck.

Let us examine more closely this voeal spirit
of our woods, so full of life, freedom, and pleas-
ure. First, the wing: *‘It resembles a pea-
pod," says Harris; but rather a beautifully-
veined leaf in its markings, if it were not for its
great concavity. The wings of my specimen, once
a denizen of Tennessee, you perceive are stron-
ger and more prominently marked than the wing
(Figure 3) of my companion of the past sum-
mer. The field for foraging is more contracted
in Connecticut ; therefore the insect is more del-
icate and smaller. It is a provision of nature
with them, as with the human family: illy taken
care of in the larva state, and badly fed, the in-
sect will degenerate as well as the man.,

Its musical apparatus is a marvelous combina-
tion for producing sound. At a, Figure 4, you
perceive two air-sacs on each side of the intestin-
al canal. These are filled with air by the open-
ing and shutting of the wings, which inflate two
black, ahagreen-lookmg valves, b, anum 6, over
which is & strong
- piece of horn or gris-
tle, quite transpar-
ent, which serves as
a sounding-board, c.
Air being injected,
the wings are closed
rapid]y with a grat-
ing noise, occasioned
by the rubbing to-
rigURe 9.—ewaLt. vauves ox. Bether of the plates

DEE TABORETS, of the taborets (d,

Figure 5), whose nervures, you perceive, are
strong and horny. The opening of these tabo-
rets produces the first syllable, ‘*‘ ka.” At the
Jjoining of the legs to the body (a, Figure 7) there
are four small cavities on each side, into which
you can run the point of a fine needle. As the
wings are closing slowly * ty-ti-ti-ti"” is muor-
mured forth; and as they are tightly closed the
sound *‘‘she did, she did” is muttered by the
scraping taborets folding over each other, fore-
ing the air through the large stomata, or air-
holes, in each side (c, Figure 7). At 4, Figure
3, you will see the nnder wing (a being upper or
outside wing). Observe how this folds over and
forms an exterior sounding-board. This fold in
the under wing is fonnd in every insect that has
the power of producing sound, and is larger or
smaller according to the noise produced. These
are the most prominent parts of this instru-
ment; but see

(Fig. 9) which
form the cover-
ing of c over the
first sounding-
board between
it and the tab-

TIGURE ‘I.l).—'lm:, OR GULLET,
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rovee 11.

e Masdibles. £. Upper Lip. e. Mouth, elosed.

as thickly and distinctly marked as a honey-
comb., The air vibrating through all these
small orifices helps to compose an aggregate
of sound which can easily be formed into syl-
lables, aided by the imagination, running thus:
¢¢ ka-ty-ti-ti-di-di-did — sthe-di-did — sthe-did.”
When the lesser sounds are lost in the distance
the combined whole is ** katy did—she did,”
the love-song of this gay gallant of the woods
wooing his lady-love by an affirmation of love,
and not timidly and doubtingly. It is only
the males in this family that have the power of
sound ; and certainly, if loguacity be a nuisance,
they redeem the opposite sex from a monopoly.
I have been told by many who have been very
far West that in some locations their music be-
comes insupportable, never ceasing from the time
the evening star beams forth until the sun sends
them to rest from their revel. Toward the sca-

board they are becoming fewer
in number yearly. Many years
ago, in some of the streets of
Philadelphia, the human voice
{ could not overcome them with-
! out an effort; now they are a
rarity, and come to many like
the visions of youth, full of
memories of beauty.

There is something pecnliar-
ly spirituelle in the face of this
insect. You are undecided
whether it resembles Columbus,
or Scaramouche in the panto-
mime. You can decide for
yourself. I present you his
full face, and & most capital
likeness it is ( Figure 8).

His body is of a most brill-
iant green, of a shade belong-
ing alone to his family—tender
and soft in hue, prismatic and
glowing; when the sun falls di-
rectly upon him he scintillates
like a green star. His legs fade away into the
greenish white of the sky at early dawn—the
thorns giving them character by their dark, brown-
ish-black hue. His eyes, you perceive, aredivided.

d. Under Lip.

rGURE 12.—HOOK AND ROG.
d. Ovipositor, detashed.

The upper portion is a clear bright green; the
lower part mottled with green, red, and brown.
When, alive, it turns its strange weird face full
upon you, you might almost feel justified in list-
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FIGCRE 14 —GREAT AMERICAN ANT DFSTBOYING EATTIND'S EOG.
o Mandible of Ant,

ening for some wondrous revelations of the woods. | ments, the neatness and precision of his toiles—
‘The calm, sagacious look with which he examiines | every claw run through the strong mandibles—
every thing, the leisure and dignity of his move- | the indifference and insouciance of his air after

make after he had announced so boldly, from un-
der his glass, or a corner of the room if I allowed

v

r1GURR 15, —C10ADA’S OVITOSITOR
o Handles of the Saw,

13 L IL]'\)": C |
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him an evening
'I’k, “ xﬂ.' du‘
she did"—paasing
for an answer from
s friend; when
the cricket shrilly
screaming its as
sent from under a
neighboring glass,
or the large green
grasshopper scrap-
ing forth his sharp
approbation near
by, made him
pause a second,
then hurry about
restlessly, as if in-
dignant at such
canaille

« Firinge. b Mommia

rioTEE 15 —MUSICAL AFPARATUS OF CIOADA

i Biomats. L Pool ). lateriorof Leg. & Upper Druma

7GCRE 10. —NEST OF CICADA.

e Egg.

FIGTEE 20, —MURICAL APTARATTS OF CICADA

¢. Honsootal vew of Bady.

& Uoder side of Plates

or apple, whicher-
er it happened to
be, bite intoit with
all his strength, as
if he wished it was

~ one of his neigh-

bors he was devour-
ing. For several
nights the call was
made, but no ge-
nial answer com-
ing to him he gave

o Fumals.  f. Agess

'\ .I'. W 1;‘-‘:]&‘

. 19:323-37.
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talk now was held] How
he called, and his friend
answered in such glad
tones! What news was told
from those green woods;
what secrets of the trees
and flowers were commu
nicated from omne to th
other; what messages from
loved ones, perhaps; what
questions, what answers!
As 1 sat, that soft and love-
ly night, listening to the
tale, perhaps, of despair
from the poor prisoner (J
fancied such sadmness ip
his tones), I was tempted
to raise the glass and give
him freedom. But the
marks of time were too
visible upon him. Old age
was crecping over him rap-
idly. A few days moreand
his voice would fail him,
and the trees and flowers
it up, and seemed to resign himself to feasting | would know him nomore. So I nursed him and
without music. He ate fruit all night, and pass- | comforted him, and he died eventually of a sur-
ed the day in meditation *“ with his eyes open,” or | feit of peach. Ile might have lived several days
cleaning himself. One beautiful moonlight night | longer if I had been less generous; but fruit
I placed him outside on the window-sill (as it was | had been scarce for a day or two; cake or sugar
very warm), giving him all the air I could con- | and water were poor diet—thus, when the peach
sistent with security. Perhaps remembering oth- | was given, he died as would an Epicurcan.
er nights of beauty, he commenced his song; and | How human is this, that instinct should fail as
presently, from just over across the river, from | well as reason in subduing the appetite !

the hillside, came an answer, What a longl The Katydid will live in cqpfinement, with

FiGURE 21, —CI0ADA OF ATLANTIO BTATEA
@ Fold of ander Wing & Under Wing
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fact, considering the delicacy of the digest-
ive organs.

The leg (d, Figure 7), you perceive, is
very long. The thigh is stout and full, and
the muscles are strong which connect it to
the body. In its movements the animal is
assisted by the wings as much as by the
legs. The hooks on the feet are exceed-
ingly elastic, and they are capable of walk-
 ing against gravity with ease. The ovi-

~ positor in the female is broad and com-
pressed like a wedge in the centre (a, b,
Figure 13), shaped something like a reap-
_ ing-hook; on each side are large hooks,
"' which open as the egg emerges, guiding it
to the hollow in the picreer; they secare it
there, and it slides gently down into the
cavity which the ovipositor has previously
made in the soft earth to receive it. The
ovipositor is worked round and round until
the hole is made large cnongh for a certain
number of eggs; but whether she deposits

®. Nymph or Larvs of Cioada. . Discarded skin of same.
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all at once, or so many in one mest at a time,
I could never discover; for when caught in the
act, if disturbed, she will deposit no more. With

every egg exudes a soft transparent lignid, which
covers it and causes it to adhere to the previous
onc; and as they glide in singly they are natur-
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to insure suc-
eggs to hatch where they
No insect is so beset with
Beetles, ear-wigs, crickets, all the fam-
nest. A gray ant—the
Americanss—often runs off with
her eggs between her powerful jaws. (Figure
14.) Often, sgain, you will, after watching
weeks, find all the eggs in the nest
with a small hole and emptied of their contents.
There is no doubt the larva is exceedingly inju-
rious to the tender roots of cereals of all kinds.
I planted once some valuable grass seeds sent
from distant countries, in a bed under a very
besatiful silver-leaf aspen-tree (P. Alba). Ail
the grass was cat down as if with a knife. Some
weeks subsequent the tree was crowded with the
Katydid. The year following I made another
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attempt with wheat, with the same resul'. Bm
any thing planted in this bed after the insects
had undergone their transformation and come
out perfect was left undisturbed. Thus I had
every right to conclude they were the depreds-
tors; but although I made every effort to satisfy
myself with regard to the identity of this larva
with the Katydid, T failed in every instance of
ascertaining it as a fact. When full grown
they do not devonr the leaves of trees, but will
eat out the interior of flower-buds, the young
germs of fruit; even the resinous cones of the fir
do not come amiss. In confinement they enjoy
all kinds of fruit amazingly. There is, of course,
much more for the student to learn of their hab-
its and formation; but I must not weary you with
scientific details.

But here is another musician of our woods in
whose company our
little friend the Ka-
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it "Tettiz. They not only delighted in its
music, but one of their daintiest dishes was
composed of the pupa as well as the per-
fect insect. They called the former Tettigo-
metre., When the females were full of eggs
they were esteemed a decided delicacy. They
are sold daily in the markets of South America.
The head, wings, and legs being first plucked
off, they are parched in a slow oven and then
rubbed down into flour. If the cake were eaten
unwittingly, you would think it composed of
pounded chestnuts, Like the toad's head of our
lamented Strain, it tastes better than you would
anticipate. It certainly belongs to the aristoc-
racy of the insect world, if antiquity of family
and early mention hold good with them as with
us. This is he whom Anacreon immortalizes in
his verses :
L) creature! what below
Can live more happily than thoa?

Beatad on thy leafy throne,
Bummer weaves thy verdant crown.

Bipping o'er the pearly lawn

The fragrant nectar of the dawn;
Little tales thou lov'st to sing,
Tales of mirth—an infant king."

Now, as you cast your eyes upon it, I hear
youexclaim, ‘‘Itisonlyalocust!” (Figs.17,21.)
Onlyalocust? Let me enlighten you. Look at
the tube through which it *‘sips the dew,” and
acknowledge it has not the power to ‘‘devour
and eat up all green things,” even if it desired so
to do. This Cicada has a world of abuse to
wear as its * verdant crown"” among us moderns,
and is accused of deeds Nature has prevented him
from performing by his formation, at least in the
perfect state, His musical apparatus is much more
complex than that of the Katydid. Figure 18,
at k, you have the body as it looks when the
plates (a, Figure 17) are takenoff. The drums
are as transparent as glass, and compose the up-
per pair. Take off the covering entirely and you
bave Figure 20, a. You perceive the sound-
ing-board, the inner drums, the taborets, and the
strings, as elastic and muscular as those of a
guitar, They communicate under the concav-
ity of the drums, and when the wings vibrate,
as they do when the insect sings, they strike
against the lower pair of taborets, then against
the upper pair, while air passes out of the stomata
at the socket of the wings (4, 6), supplied during
the process from the air-sacs (f). some
species, as the Cicada pruinosa of Say, there are
two stomata at the thigh-joint (4, Figure 18),
through which the air escapes, as the leg is en-
tirely hollow. You have a horizontal view of
the drums st j, holding the body to your eye and
looking in. d is the under side of tho plates
going over the outside drums. The insect be-
fore it commences to sing forces out both of its
wings to the utmost so as to fill the air-sacs;

then commences a slow vibratory movement, in-

creasing in rapidity until it becomes almost im-

perceptible to your eye, and a sound is produced

which may be construed thus:
r-r-u-r-h-st-sh-cesed-2¢4 es-shheeoun-ueee-e.

The first buzz of a top, or the running out from its
reel of the lead at sea, will convey something of
the sound of its notes to your imagination. It
is & very pleasant, exhilarating song, and is de-
lightful when it comes on the air from a lofty
tree; it tells of such exquisite enjoyment :
‘* Perhaps the seif-same song that found a path

Through the sad heart of Ruth, when alck for home

Bhe stood in tears amid the alien corn.™

Reaumur had an uncontrollable desire to see
and hear a Cicads. Some dead ones were sent
him from the south of Italy, and he relates that
he could make the music by pulling the muscles,
and ‘““letting them jerk quickly back.” The
scraping sound might be made, but the long reel-
ing, whirling sound would be impracticable, as
the wings must have life to cause it. You will
sec at a, Figure 21, on the under wing, the
fold alluded to above, assisting as a sounding-
board or vibratory conveyance of sound. The
longest trilling I ever obtained, by timing them,
was from tho superb Cicada found in Georgia
and Alabama; the song lasted forty-five scconds.
As they grow old the time diminishes. The
throat has something to do with the music, if
one might judge from its construction. At /
Figure 22, the balf circles you see are all of thin
transparent material, with strong bands of born,
and can be moved to and fro when the head
moves; they evidently increase the grating crink-
ling sonnd at the commencement of the song.

This insect has a large prominent eye on each
side of the head, mottled blue and green. Be-
tween them are three simple eyes (Figure 21),
placed in a triangle resembling small rubies, and
evolving most brilliant scintillations when the
sun strikes upon them. In some species there
is o fourth in the middle of the sucker at the head
of the tube, and of the same color (g, Figure 22).
The antenne are ordinarily six-jointed, but vary
according to the genera. The sucker is com-
posed of four pieces in the rare and larger kind,
as C. Superba, C. Binotata, C. Florida. Figure
22, at b, you perceive the exterior of it: at ¢,
the interior. In the tube there is an opening
in which the tonguelet is exposed. The pieco
of horn can be moved at will, closing or opening
at the inclination of the insect. The tongue in
this species is sharp at the point, with two knobs
or jointa above it. The other two suckers are
simple. With these the sucker can be bent at
need. With C. Canicularis, C. Rimosa, C. Sep-
temdecim, etc., the sucker is more simple (Fig-
ure 23, §). The tubes, two in number, with
the tongue between them, are as fine as a cob-
web. They are tubular and filled with cilia,
and penetrate through the case of the sucker at
three small holes at its extremity. With this
tube it obtains all its nourishment. If it does
' commit the mischief people affirm, it must be
one of the most marvelous performances in in-
sect history. What extraordinary stories are
told of their devastations! One does not like
| to take up the gauntlet against such a host of
libelants, But I would like to know how
these depredations are carried out. I deem it
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an impossibility, They are contented with less
nourishment, in the perfect state, than any oth-
er insect I have ever raised. A small piece
of sponge, raturated with sugar and water, will
serve one a week; and when their habits come
to be better known, people will discover that the
destructive propensities of which the perfect in-
sect is accused is a gross error.  Not satisfied with
their devouring capacity, we hear accounts of per-
sons being stung by them, and dying in conse-
quence. They are the gentlest and most harmless
creatures imaginable, The tubes of the sucker,
when extended to the utmost, do not penetrate be-
yond the case the halfof a hair's breadth. As they
imbibe only dew, they simply require the tubes
to touch the surface of the finid. Besides, these
tubes are so frail it is the most difficult process
to draw them through the opening of the sucker
without breaking them. Out of fifty specimens
possibly you will obtain one complete. Does it
look reasonable that these minute, exquisitely
pointed tubes can penetrate the tough skin of the
human body? You may object that the bee and
the wasp sting. True, bat their stings are short,
and constructed and placed for the purpose;
while in the Cicada the tubes are as long as their
blunt horny case. Their length alone wounld
cause them to snap in two if forced against any
hard substance. Besides they must have, if this
was the case, a poison-bag located in the head,
and sting with the tongue—a concession alone
allowed to man in all creation.

They are accused of hopping, and by some
authors are called tree-hoppers to distinguish
them from grasshoppers. How absurd this ap-
pears when we examine their short, slim legs,
and the bulk of their bodies! Omne might as
reasonably anticipate the sight of a locomotive
hopping with a train of cars behind it as to see a
Cicada hop. They have obtained the popular
name of locust from their extreme partiality to
all the varieties of this family of trees, In some
parts of Kentucky, where the locust-tree is indig-
enons, the Cicade can be gathered, I am told, by
the bushel ; yet there has never been & mention
made of their devastations in this State. Writers
affirm there are ten broods of the migratory, de-
vastating locust appearing at stated intervals ev-
ery seventeen years, in different locations, We
are promised the next visit in 1866. Yet there
is never a year but the Cicade abound in every
State south and southwest. The varieties are
very numerons, The French call them ¢ Chan-
teuses"—singers. Harris designates them ‘¢ har-
vest flies.” It would be very pleasant for them
to be known as they really are the ‘¢ Cicade,”
**Trillers” of whom Virgil tells us: * The Ci-
cadm burst the very shrubs with their queru-
lous music.” They are so idyllic in their na-
ture, so simple, and as harmless and aseless as
a flower. Their name is but slightly changed
at the present day in the south of Europe. Be-
tween Ravenna, which was once a sea-port, now
five miles from the sea-board, intervenes the fa-
mous Pineta, or forest of pines, where poets have

wandered and Cicade sung from time immemo-
rial. Byron writes:
*The shrill cicalas, people of tho pine,
Making their lives one
There the sols echoss, save my steed's and n!.m,
And vesper bells that rose the boughs along."

The female has an ovipositor for constructing
her nests, the most beautifully contrived of in-
struments. It is concealed in & groove in the
last ring of the abdomen, and is protected by a
sheath. When examined, you will find it com-
poeed of three pieces (a, Figure 27). The cen-
tre is shaped something like a spoon, with a deep
groove down the middle, and is pointed. On
each side aro the files, on each of which you will
find, in every variety, mine large teeth; at the
ends four or six smaller teeth, according to the
species. These files are scooped out so as to
work closely into the grooves on the centre-piece
on each side, as at b, Figure 28. They are ca-
pable of being moved in any manner, separate
or together, as the insect prefers, while the cen-
tre-piece is stationary. The entire instrument
is most exquisitely polished, and it is difficult to
convince yourself that it is composed of three
pieces instead of one, they fit so closely, and their
work is so rapidly performed, aided by strong
muscles, The handles (a, Figure 15) of these
files are composed of curves of horn, which not
only give purchase to the muscles but cause them
to press closer and firmer to the centre-piece
while in the act of sawing. The female sclects
a branch from which the sap has commenced to
dry up; in other words, which will soon become
pithy. This fact is authenticated by M. Pon-
tedera—the best aunthority, as far as it goes—that
we have on these insects: ‘‘ She makes choice of
dead, dried branches, for the mother seems aware
moisture would injure her progeny.”* She clasps
the branch on both sides with her legs, with her
saw slits up the bark carefully, then placing the
instrument longitudinally, she works on until she
has obtained length and depth. The small teeth
of the saw are now used crosswise of this fis-
sure; & bed is made in the soft pith; when
large enough, and sufficiently prepared, the cen-
tre-piece is turned toward it, and carefully down
the groove, in its centre, glides a beautiful pearly
egg, pointed at both ends, and so transparent yon
can discover the little one within. Gently it is
laid in its bed, and a thin gum is dropped on it
to secure it from moisture., A space is now left
in the pith, and she proceeds to deposit another;
and so on, until a sufficient number fills the fis-
sure, then over this is drawn the bark. You can
perceive where they have been by the elevations
on the branch (Figure 19). She deposits four,
five, or seven hundred eggs, going from branch
to branch where her instinct teaches her the suit-
able wood is to be found, careless what tree she
uses, occupying from fifteen to twenty minutes in
the construction of each nest; and when her mis-
sion is finished she drops exhausted from the
branch and dies ; while the male, who is always
near by trilling his song, goes on indifferent or un-

* Goorgics, il p. 398,

® Rene, Reaumur, ete., ete
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conscious that her task is finished, singing ever
until he, too, drops beside her, and the woods
become mute, and no sound is heard but the sob-
bing of the winter winds through leafless branch-
t4. When the winter winds, in their strength,
tear from the trees these very branches which
the instinct of the insect proclaimed were dy-
ing months ious, then men point up and ex-
claim, * See how the forests are destroyed by lo-
custs "

From the nests on such branches it is easy for
the nymph to secure itself in its future bome—
the carth. But those who come out while the
branch still holds to the tree have to make a
more perilous descent. Fifty or sixty days
from the time the egg is deposited there emerges
an ugly little creatare (a, Figure 25), something
grubbish in appearance, covered with hairs ; very
much smaller than sn ant, and far more lively
and bustling, a pale yellowish white in color, with
reddish eyes, and forelegs which, at this time,
are strong and clawed. They run directly to
the end of the branch, and without any hesitation
drop themselves deliberately to the ground, where,
without loss of time, they commence descending.
Their claws enable them to turn up the earth
most expeditiously : one will clearly get out of
sight in less than fifteen seconds. They evident-
ly change their skins several times during this
metamorphose, for at first they show no rudi-
ments of wings or antennm. They grow rap-
idly, and are said to remain ten, fourteen, and
seventeen years before they make their exit.
There seems a variety of opinions among su-
thors abroad and at home on this point; but it
is certain that Cicade can be seen in any quanti-
ties every year, and in all parts of the country.
Qur woods are vocal with their song every sum-
mer,

During the term they are under ground they
exist upon the small rootlets and fibres put out
on every side by plants. They press in their
little beaks (Figure 23, c) and soon tap these
of all their moisture. Now again is raised the
cry of the evil they commit. But let us take
into consideration what the earth would become
without the aid of this and hundreds of other
similar insects. You can see the result, on a
small scale, by turning out a flower-pot when the
plant has exhausted the soil and its roots have
formed a solid net-work impervious to heat and
moisture. If the earth were not kept constantly
loose by thousands of her industrious children
within her bosom, and all superfinous fibres cut
off and drained, we should soon see the difference
in vegetation. Where one tree dies now, thon-
sands would then decay; their roots netted into
a vast and impenetrable mass, and the earth baked
to stone by the sun drawing away all moisture,
while the dews and the showers would evaporate
from the surface. Are we not perverse and
ungrateful creatures? Shall we ever be con-
vinced evils are but blessings in disguise?
that evil springs from ourselves—all good from
above ?

When the animals have arrived at maturity

in the nymph state they ascend pearer the sur-
face. Day after day they may be seen at the
entrance of their holes, accustoming themselves
to the light and warmer air. When they have
gained sufficient strength and the heat has caused
much of their moisture to evaporate, a dark,
warm night will induce them to crawl from their
holes by thousands, as shown in Figure 24. They
ascend trunks of trees, shrubs, or palings, and
there rest for & while. The moisture gradually
evaporates between the body and the old skinm,
which now resembles a horny substance of amber
color. At last, with a mighty effort, the old
skin cracks down the back (b, Figure 25), and
through this rent the Cicads draws the whole
body—the wings, legs, and antenn= emerging
from their separate cases—and disdaining its
old habitation it crawls off, leaving it still cling-
ing to the spot where the struggic took place.
The renewed insect is at this period of s most
beautiful green shade—the color deepening from
exposure until it becomes almost black in some
varieties. It takes four hours, sometimes longer,
for the flexible parts of the body to expand and
dry sufficiently to allow the insect to fiy. At
the end of fourteen days another change of skin
takes place, and the insect bas then arrived at
maturity. Fourteen days from this period the
male commences his song, when they pair, and
the female in & few days after commences to saw
out her nests. When casting the second skin
the insect has to make a great effort. It at-
taches itself to some soft pulpy-leaved plant—
oftenest the common mullein—into which it
sinks its hooks very firmly. A rent then begins
and spreads down the back (Figure 26), and
after great exertions the insect ecmerges. I have
watched one a whole summer day performing
this troublesome change. At last it is accom-
plished, and for s few minutes after the wings
are expanded it is very brilliant—indescribably
bright and green, tender and delicate, in all ita
tissues and markings. But every second beholds
a change. They grow darker and darker—the
fine pencilings becoming more and more indis-
tinct, until many become very black —though
others are powdered over with what is apparently
a kind of meal, but in reality tufts of a very fine
soft hair, which, retaining the moisture of the
body, is converted into & kind of white mould ;
which in its turn serves to keep the rings of the
body, and in particular the ribs on the brow,
connecting the tube to the head (a, Figure 23),
moist and elastic.

I must not omit to mention a peculiarity in
the feet of some species: between the hooks they
have a long flat foot (sce A, i, Figure 18)
which doubles over and expands as the insect
walks. It answers the same purpose as the
cushion of the fly's foot, enabling it to walk
back downward with security. Others, again,
have them round, immediately under the roots
of the hooks, like small balls, which flatten to
the surface when the foot is pressed down. This
would be the casiest mode of classing them.
Out of half & dozen before you the most experi-
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enced eye will perceive no difference until you
examine the feet.

The eggs are the food of every bird, particu-
larly of the woodpecker family. Likewise the
young larve as they escape from the nests. No
in the egg or larva state; and
may often be seen running down the trees
them in their jaws. Blackbirds congre-
at early dawn to devour the pupe as they
emerge from their holes; toads and frogs will
travel any distance to revel on them, and hogs be-

the creation if they are obnoxious to man.

The next best musician of our woods is the
Phylloptera oblongifolia—grasshopper with the
oblong leaf wing (Figure 27). This is & bean-
tiful insect, of a very brilliant green, softening
into the most tender hues. The wings are ex-
ceedingly delicate and very minutely veined.

5 very transparent ; the
fold of the wing is doubled over to correspond
with the upper pair, but not in length. The
musical apparatus is composed of s strong trans-
parent escutcheon (a, Figure 29), on each side
of which are three firm sharp points of horn;
the wing sockets are very large, with divisions
running acroes them, sinking into stomata above
the joints of the long pair of legs. Under the
escutcheon are two deep valves which connect
with the airsacs. The left wing taboret (d)
is very much thicker than that of the right, which
is transparent and has fewer veins, When the
insect commences its song it fans out its wings
to fill the aireacs. Crossing the wings very
rapidly they produce a grinding, scraping sound,
resembling *‘ Tscheen-she-en-eeecéése,” closing
slowly. Did yon ever listen to a knife-grind-
er? If so, you have heard the instrument of
this insect. It pauses a second, them recom-
mences, continuing each time until the air-sacs
are exhaosted. For about two weeks this singn-
Iar song proceeds, without intermission, through
the long summer night; then the intervals be-
come longer and longer, until the song ceases,
and in three or four days after the insect dies.
It is a melancholy spectacle to watch its gradual
decay. Inits youth, it eats voraciously the young
leaves of flower-buds, of fruit, and forest trees.
When about twenty-seven days old, the appetite
begins to fail; soft fruit is daintily consumed;
the hooks on the feet and the lqwer joints begin
to wither and twist like decayed vegetable fibres;
presently the long legs drop off entirely; and the
antenne lose joints daily until they become quite
stumpe. Still the insect is quite lively on four
legs. By the thirtieth day the next pair of legs
have dropped off. The under wings are now dry
and tarmished; the abdomen begins to shrivel;
it consumes little or no food, and sbout the for-
tieth day it can scarcely crawl. Yet it is so
tenacious of life that it will linger on, and if you
fancy to nurse it, by placing it three or four
times & day on a piece of soft apple or fruit of
any kind, it will languidly eat = little and con-

trive to lengthen out its spen of life to the fiftieth
day. Bat this is very rare, and will testify to
your great care,

The wreck of my companion of last summer
is now before me, silent and sad; his brilliant
wings folded like a bright mantle around him.
I am ashamed to say how long I missed his
crinkling vesper hymn. It is these voices of the
earth and woods which make life, to the con-
templative, something more than a shadowy
dream. Who can say that these sweet songs do
not reach, and, perchance, blend with the grand
symphonies of harps tuned by seraphic hands,
who sing the eternal praises of Him who created
these small atoms as well as man in all his sym-
metry ?

‘' For us the winds do blow,

beantifal head, the belle of Newton and of Hill
Beach; Mrs. Ford, & demare little widow, much
more gay and girlish than any of her girl-friends
when she chose to forsake her rile, but just now
as pensive as her piquant face permitted, and
apparently thinking of the deceased Solomon
Ford, who died five years ago in the odor of
million-ty (forgive the new coinage, words will
sometimes grow of necessity); Miss Hall, a
dark and proper maiden lady, as prim, and or-
thodox, and canonical, and rubrical, and con-
servative as—she liked to be; Marian Hall, a
young lady; Gratia Henningsen, my father's
ward and an orphan, s tall girl, with a varying
face, dressed in dark gray, now solely distin-
guished from the shore and stones by the dra-
pery of & carnation-colored shawl, that clang to
her pliant figure and caressingly defined its un-
conscions grace of position. She completed the
Iadies’ part of our circle; and here and there
were scattered Steele the artist, jovial and ge-
nial ; Edwin Vernon the clergyman, delicate, re-
fined, rich, and extremely punctilions; Frank
Ledyard, a dolorous, hairy little man, who wrote
poetry as a profession, and talked weak wicked-
ness and strong sentiment, just now attitudiniz-
ing on the rocks at Ellen Bond's feet, and gaz-
ing up into her fair and subtle face like an en-
tranced spaniel; Mr. Gains Clark, & very ex-
cellent young man from New York, a merchant;
Mr. Griffing, a senlor of Yale's last fruitage:
and I, n do-nothing just then, son of John Ham-
ilton Fanning, M.C. from Massachusetts, wear-





