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Greenville, ME- One of the perks of living in the deep woods of Maine is the daily opportunity to see, and interact with, creatures with which we share this planet.  The county where we live from early May to mid-October, Piscataquis, has less than 20,000 residents in its 4400 square miles - roughly five persons per square mile.  Most wildlife authorities place the number of moose here at least twice that number.  The bears here may also outnumber the humans.  There is no doubt that the county’s deer, wild turkeys, and pheasants live in far greater numbers than resident Homo sapiens.   In short, these woods are teeming with “wild” creatures.   In view of news from last weekend, the animals have good cause to dispute exactly who is wild;  three men were killed here in separate all-terrain vehicle (ATV) accidents - each attributed to high speed and reckless driving. 
But I would like to discuss many of God’s creatures here that we do not see, or think about, very often.  I am talking insects.  A “self-taught naturalist” named Dana Wilde has recently published an interesting book, A Backyard Book of Spiders in Maine, in which  he provides 188 pages of information about essentially everything a person would want to know about the 600 plus species of spiders in Maine (who knew??).  My interest is not in spiders, per se, nor in any scientific study, but rather I find the insects in my neighborhood to be fascinating, albeit sometimes troublesome.
The most notorious, by far, is the Maine black fly.  That may not be its official name, but when the billions and billions hatch here in early June, that is what us locals call them.  They belong to the insect family, Simuliidae, and are one of at least 40 species in Maine.  The ones here are generally referred to with a profane adjective in front of “black fly.” They have the ability to inflict a very painful bite in their lust to obtain a blood meal.  They use the blood to develop eggs which will be laid in water for the next generation to hatch the following June.  The female black fly (the males are totally harmless, other than being responsible for the gazillions of babies) has been cleverly designed by God (or the Devil) to inflict harm to humans with a feeding system based on serrated jaws which open the skin, barbs to stay attached, and muscles which pump the stolen blood home.  And the system is sneaky, because the female’s saliva has two ingredients: one is an anti-coagulant to keep the blood moving, and the other is a local anesthetic which ensures that you feel nothing during her meal - in an hour, you are in black fly bite agony.  And don’t think that insect repellants are an effective prophylactic - nothing works to keep black flies off exposed human skin - nothing, nada, zilch. 
I have previously seen insect infestations, such as locusts and gypsy moths.  But NOTHING compares to the black flies.  We foolishly took a kayak into the middle of a nearby lake thinking that, as is the case of local mosquitoes, we could paddle faster than  they could fly.  We were unable to confirm this hypothesis because, no matter where, or how fast, we paddled on this huge lake, we never left a dense cloud of black flies.  They were everywhere.
The only good news is that the infestation lasts only a month (or so)....until they come back next year.  Unfortunately the black flies are immediately followed by no-see-ums, and then the mosquitoes rule.  Both of these seem to be a welcome, and manageable, threat.  In the local air on any given day are not only these fellows, but dragon flies (harmless), various bees (generally harmless), “regular” flies of various types (annoying, but not a problem), and countless other unidentified flying and crawling creatures.  My garden seems to be a lab for insects, all waiting for some Dana Wilde wannabe naturalist-type to categorize them.  If there are indeed “600 plus” species of spiders and 40 different types of black flies here in Maine, imagine how many different types of other insects there are on our planet.
Recently my daughter spotted a large swarm of subterranean termites which had just emerged from two holes in the ground adjacent to our camp (Maine term for a cabin in the woods).  I did not attempt to identify the species, but immediately retrieved a potent can of “Flying Insect Killer” and exterminated the lot.  Biodiversity may have taken a small hit here, but our camp is still standing.
I thought you might to know.
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