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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-





