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Dr. E. L. Sleeper (see Scarabs 43:8 
and 55:18) at “Cal State Long 
Beach” got me hooked on scarabs 
in 1960. I was an undergraduate in 
Marine Biology and chose Gen-
eral Entomology as an elective. 
Fifty years later I celebrate this 
decision. Collecting and study-
ing scarabs has nourished me for 
these many years.

Sleeper was an amazing teacher. 
He enjoyed sharing his knowl-
edge of entomology with students 
and he enjoyed field studies and 
collecting. We were “required” in 
General Entomology to collect 
and identify insects to order, fami-
ly, etc. and part of our grade in the 
class was based on the collection. 
What better fun than to be in the 
field collecting and learning about 
insects. Sleeper specialized in 
Curculionidae and inspired many 
students to become entomolo-
gists, especially coleopterists. Rolf 
Aalbu, Mike Arciero, Chuck Bella-
my, Art Evans, Dave Faulkner, Eric 
Fisher, Alan Hardy, Bob Jenson, 

Don Manley, Dave Marqua, Gary 
Noonan, Phil Perkins, Ron Som-
merby, Pat Sullivan, Don Thomas, 
Art Tilzer, and Jim Webb were just 
a few of his students that went on 
to become entomologists.

During the past 50 years I’ve en-
joyed collecting insects and scarabs 
with some of Sleeper’s students and 
with my family. I was lucky enough 
to have had a job in marine biology 
that took me to different parts of 
the world where I usually planned 
enough extra time to collect scar-
abs. I title this article “The Quest” 
and chronicle several experiences 
collecting scarabs in the U.S. and 
abroad. These stories are true. 
Some are humorous, some describe 
danger, and one is tragic.

1. Pleocoma on Mulholland Drive

One of the favorite sites for collect-
ing Pleocoma puncticollis Rivers 
in southern California is on Mul-
holland Drive where it crosses the 
405 Freeway. The bridge is well lit 
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at night and is at the very top of 
Sepulveda Pass, between West-
wood and San Fernando Valley. 
Nearby habitat is chaparral with 
ample Ceanothus, a food source 
for long-lived Pleocoma larvae. 
Male beetles emerge during fall 
and winter rains (late October 
through early January) seeking 
flightless females that dig to the 
surface and release a pheromone. 
Scarab enthusiasts have been col-
lecting male P. puncticollis at the 
lights on the bridge for decades.

Male Pleocoma 
puncticollis Rivers.

I was collecting Pleocoma on the 
bridge one night in the late 1960s 
during a heavy rain. I had a flash-
light in hand and was checking 
beneath the streetlights when a big 
Cadillac pulled up. The guy rolled 
down his electric windows and 
asked if I needed help. I explained 
that I was collecting rain beetles. 
Before I could thank him for stop-
ping to see if I was OK, he quickly 
rolled up the window and raced 
across the bridge shaking his head. 
I guess he wasn’t impressed with 
Pleocoma.

On another occasion, I arrived at 
the bridge while a film crew was 
filming a movie along the freeway. 

The bright lights were excellent 
for collecting Pleocoma. I col-
lected about a dozen males around 
the lights. There were a few looks 
from the film crew.

2. A Light From Heaven

I lived in San Diego, California 
from 1969 through early 1996 and 
spent many days and nights col-
lecting scarabs around San Diego 
County. One evening I set up a 
blacklight east of El Cajon in a 
chaparral habitat along the road 
to Crest. I hoped to collect Diche-
lonyx pusilla and several species 
of Serica including S. elmontea, 
S. sandiegensis, and S. sculptilis. 
The night was perfect for col-
lecting. There was little wind, the 
moon was dark, and scarabs began 
coming to light soon after dark. 
I was busy collecting beetles on 
the sheet when a bright light from 
Heaven shone down upon me. I 
couldn’t believe it. I looked Heav-
enward, spread my arms wide, and 
tried to understand the illuminat-
ing experience. The light was there 
for about five minutes before it 
disappeared. I was relieved when 
the sheriff ’s helicopter flew off.

After the light disappeared, I 
walked up the hill to check chap-
arral for scarabs. A few minutes 
later, a sheriff ’s car came racing 
up the road and screeched to a 
halt next to the blacklight. I came 
walking down the hill to greet the 
deputies and explain what I was 
doing. Never, ever greet depu-
ties with one hand in your pocket 
protecting your killing jar. The 
first words from the deputies 
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Dichelonyx pusilla Leconte.

Serica fimbriata LeConte.

went something like “Take your 
hand out of your pocket. Now, raise 
both hands above your head.” They 
asked what in the ---- I was doing. 
I quickly explained my mission and 
showed them the Dichelonyx and 
Serica. The officers were not espe-
cially impressed. 

The deputies said that someone 
had called to report a person doing 
strange things around a blue light. 
Apparently, there had previously 
been a weird, sick person in the 
area, one who was a “devil worship-
per.” He had killed cats, dogs, and 
other animals. The caller thought 
the blacklight and sheet were part of 
a devil worship ritual. Fortunately, I 
was only collecting beetles.

The deputies didn’t quite under-
stand my interest in beetles, but 
they did tell me to be careful and 
wished me well before they drove 
off. I was frankly spooked by the 
whole affair and quickly gathered 
my collecting gear and headed 
home for the night with a few Serica 
and Dichelonyx.

3. Family Fun on Big Dune

In 1973, Alan Hardy mentioned that 
there was a beautiful, large, yet-
to-be-described Pseudocotalpa at 
Big Dune, in Nye County, Nevada. 
Like any respectable scarab collec-
tor, I packed my family (wife Mary, 
Suzanne 8, and Ken 4) and headed 
to Nevada in late April 1973. We 
first stopped in Death Valley and 
explored around Furnace Creek for 
a couple of days before leaving mid-
day on May 1st for Big Dune. The 
drive took us through some pretty 

desolate country, past Death Val-
ley Junction, to Amargosa Valley 
and Jackass Aeropark, and on to 
Highway 95 heading north.

We turned off Hwy 95 and drove 
west on a dirt road, arriving at 
the dunes in late afternoon. The 
light-colored dunes stood out 
against the darker hills to the 
west and Big Dune dominated 
the landscape, rising 300 feet 
above the surrounding flat ter-
rain. The sights and sounds at 
Big Dune were amazing. It was 
quiet. There were no dune bug-
gies, no ATVs and no people. 
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Big Dune, Nevada.

Figure 5: Parrots at Stoneiland.

The McPeak family had Big Dune 
all to itself – a perfect sandbox for 
a couple of kids and a perfect place 
to collect scarabs for another kid.

Suzanne and Ken set out to explore 
Big Dune while I set up a blacklight 
and then began looking for Pseudo-
cotalpa by digging. Beetles began 
flying along the edge of the dune at 
7:10 PM and I collected about 20 
specimens by 7:30 PM. Then the 
real action began. Pseudocotalpa 
emerged from the sand and began 
flying everywhere. I put Mary and 
the kids “to work” and we all col-
lected beetles. Some of the Pseu-
docotalpa hit the side of the dunes 
and rolled to the base while mating 
pairs and balls of 4-5 individuals 
were collected on the sand. At one 
point, Kenny rolled down the face 
of the dune filling his pockets with 
sand. When he emptied his pock-
ets, out fell a Pseudocotalpa. The 
flight ended as rapidly as it began, 
lasting from 7:30 to 7:50 PM. We 
collected more than 100 specimens 
of Pseudocotalpa at Big Dune on 
this day in less than an hour. Hardy 
(1974) described Pseudocotalpa gi-
ulianii and our specimens became 
paratypes.

Hardy visited Big Dune on April 
29, 1974 and published a paper in 
1976 describing his observations 
and the mating behavior of Pseu-
docotalpa giulianii. He reported 
the first activity of solitary indi-
viduals hovering near the tips of 
creosote plants about an hour be-
fore dark. The number of individ-
uals rapidly increased until they 
could be seen in every direction 
at the tips of creosote. Females 
were on the branch tips, where 
they evidently released a phero-
mone. He saw swarms (up to nine 
individuals) of male P. giulianii 
hovering and flying near the tips 
of creosote branches and “balls” of 
beetles rolling on the sand similar 
to what we observed in 1973.

The McPeak family was so busy 
chasing Pseudocotalpa in 1973 
that we never bothered check-
ing creosote. We did find other 
scarabs at Big Dune. Aegialia 
magnifica was fairly common and 
most easily found by creating a 
sand slide on the face of the dune 
and collecting the beetles as they 
rolled out. We also collected a 
couple of Bolbocerastes regalis at 
blacklight near the dunes.

4. A Memorable Trip to Glamis

Scarab enthusiasts throughout the 
Southwest frequently collect at 
Algodones Dunes, near Glamis. 
These extensive dunes run in a 
northwest to southeast direction 
and extend 47 miles from Imperial 
County, California into Baja Cali-
fornia, México. The dunes have 
a variety of vegetative cover with 
lots of creosote, palo verde, and 
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Bolbocerastes regalis Cartwright.

mesquite. Andrews, Hardy, and 
Giuliani (1979)* listed 37 species of 
scarabs from the dunes, including 
several interesting species: Anom-
ala carlsoni, Anomala hardyorum, 
Bolbocerastes regalis, Cyclocephala 
wandae, Diplotaxis corbula, Lep-
tohoplia testaceipennis, Megasoma 
sleeperi, and Xeropsamobaeus 
desertus.

My son Ken and I made a trip to 
Glamis in September 1973. We 
were after Megasoma sleeperi and 
met up with Pat Sullivan and sev-
eral people from the Los Angeles 
County Museum late in the after-
noon. Everyone got organized and 
Ken and I set up our blacklight and 
sheet and waited for darkness.

    Megasoma sleeperi Hardy

The trip was memorable, but not 
for beetle collecting. Ken and I 
were putzing around the blacklight 
sheet when we heard someone yell 
“RATTLESNAKE.” I wanted him 
to see the snake and learn about 

being careful. We headed in the 
direction of the caller, where I 
expected to see a small snake, 
maybe a sidewinder. What a 
surprise! The snake was a huge 
Western Diamondback (Crotalus 
atrox), probably 4 ½ feet in length 
and several inches in girth. I ex-
plained to Ken the danger of the 
big rattler and warned him to be 
alert, to stay close to dad, and to 
keep his eyes opened for rattle-
snakes. This snake would pack a 
lot of venom and produce a lethal 
bite. Fortunately, the LACM 
biologists wanted the rattler for 
display and bagged it.

As we hiked back to the black-
light, Ken nonchalantly says “Oh 
dad, there’s one.” He had spotted 
another huge diamondback along 
the trail. The snake was similar 
in size to the bagged specimen. 
Everyone came to see the latest 
diamondback and we let it crawl 
on its way. Ken and I continued 
on to the blacklight sheet and 
what do you think we found? No, 
it was not a scarab. It was another 
diamondback. Mother Crotalus 
must have had triplets because 

*Andrews, F.G., A.R. Hardy, 
and D. Giuliani. 1979. The 
coleopterous fauna of 
selected California sand 
dunes. Report to the BLM on 
contract CA-960-1285-1288-
DEOO. California Depart-
ment of Food and Agricul-
ture, Sacramento. 142 pp.
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Male Dynastes granti Horn.

the snake on the sheet was as large 
as the other two. Have you ever 
felt like you were collecting scarabs 
in a serpentarium? This was not a 
comfortable place to be with a four 
year-old son. I don’t recall whether 
we collected any Megasoma slee-
peri. I do recall three very large 
Crotalus atrox and a very nervous 
father.

5. Tragedy In Star Valley

Star Valley, Arizona, near Payson, 
is an excellent place to collect 
Dynastes granti in August and 
September. I took my children 
there in 1976 when Ken was seven 
and Suzanne was 10. My wife did 
not join us. She said that she had 
the “Marriott Gene,” a gene that 

did not allow her to camp, sleep in 
sleeping bags, or stay in tents. The 
kids and I set up our tent in Tonto 
Creek Campground east of Star 
Valley, played in the creek dur-
ing the warm days, and collected 
beetles around the campground. 
We drove back to Star Valley at 
dusk to “work the lights” for Dyn-
astes granti and Chrysina gloriosa. 
Collecting in Star Valley was usually 
good around lights in town, espe-
cially lights around a couple of bars.

One night my kids and I were hav-
ing especially good luck collecting 
Dynastes granti around the lights 
and streetlights in front of the bar 
on the north side of the highway. 
It was quite late and we continued 
collecting Dynastes and a few Chry-
sina gloriosa. There were two guys 
and a girl standing outside of the 
bar talking as we collected. They 
had obviously been drinking and 
were quite inebriated. At one point 
they spoke to my kids and asked 
what they were doing picking up 
the beetles. Ken and Suzanne told 
them all about Dynastes granti.

At one point the girl left her two 
male companions and apparently 
decided to hitchhike to the east. 
I didn’t see her cross to the south 
side of the highway to thumb a 
ride because I was busy looking for 
beetles under the streetlight. Sud-
denly, I heard screeching tires and 
a horrible sound. The car hit the 
young girl and threw her across the 
highway. She was killed instantly 
and came to a rest at my feet.

The accident happened so fast. I 
checked to see that the kids were 
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safe and away from the highway 
and then yelled for someone in the 
bar to call 911. The car that hit the 
girl ran off the highway and into 
the ditch on the south side. The 
occupants were OK but the driver 
was screaming and obviously 
shaken by the accident. The police 
arrived very quickly, checked on 
the deceased girl and then began 
questioning the driver and me to 
see what had happened. I asked 
the kids to stay back as the inves-
tigation took place. At one point a 
police officer asked me to sit in the 
back of his car while he questioned 
me about the accident. My son 
was frantic and started crying. He 
thought they were going to haul 
me away. Ken finally calmed down 
and I knew he was OK when he 
brought me a large Dynastes granti 
to put in the killing jar. He brought 
more and handed the beetles to 
me through the back window as 
the officer questioned me.

Later that night we drove back to 
Tonto Creek Campground and 
crashed in our sleeping bags. I 
worried about the kids and wheth-
er the tragedy would scar them. 
They quickly fell asleep as I laid 
awake all night thinking about the 
horrible accident in Star Valley and 
the loss of a young life.

6. Hello Katydid

During the 1976 trip to Arizona, 
the kids and I also collected Dyn-
astes granti in East Verde Estates, 
Payson. I cautioned Ken and 
Suzanne about making noise as 
we drove into the neighborhood 
late at night. I told them that we 

had to be really quite while looking 
for Dynastes beneath streetlights in 
the sleeping neighborhood. We were 
doing quite well driving around and 
picking up scarabs. At one stop, my 
son suddenly screamed. I scolded 
him for making noise and he said, 
“A katydid bit me.” I explained to 
him that katydids didn’t bite. Then I 
screamed. The damned orthopteran 
bit me in the tender area between 
the thumb and finger. We quickly 
jumped in the car and left the Dyn-
astes and East Verde Estates. I was a 
bit embarrassed. It had been awhile 
since I had Sleeper’s class. I should 
have known that katydids do bite.

7. Habu Time in Okinawa

My work as a marine biologist took 
me to China a few times. I usu-
ally scheduled a few extra days on 
the return trip to collect scarabs in 
exotic places. During May 1987, I 
stopped in Okinawa to collect with a 
friend of a friend (I cannot recall her 
name) who lived with her husband 
in Kishaba Terrace on Camp Foster. 
She had lived in Okinawa several 
years and was interested in insects. 
She showed me around Camp Foster 
during the day and I was impressed 
with the lush vegetation. I was also 
impressed with the very thick glasses 
she wore. Early in our travels I asked 
her about poisonous snakes in Oki-
nawa, especially the Okinawa Habu, 
a lance-headed pit viper known for 
its irritable disposition. Fortunately, 
she had never seen a Habu since ar-
riving in Okinawa.

The first day we collected some col-
orful metallic green and red bupres-
tids and several Protaetia species 
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flying and on vegetation. We netted 
Protaetia brevitarsis, P. ishigakia 
okinawana, P. orientalis submar-
morea, and P. pryeri pryeri. (I thank 
Alan Mudge for identifying the 
Protaetia, specimens that had been 
unidentified in my cetoniine drawer 
for more than 20 years.)

We found a perfect place to set up 
the blacklight in the middle of a 
wide trail that led into the forest 
several hundred meters. We set the 
light at dusk and returned to her 
home for dinner and to wait for 
darkness. I was antsy to check the 
light and we eventually made our 
way to the forest. I was struck by the 
number of beautiful tiger beetles 
(Cicindela japonica) perching on 
vegetation along the trail. The long, 
dark object stretched across the trail 
also struck me. This object, about 
five feet in length, had a large head, 
and a body with blotches edged in 
lighter color. I asked my collect-
ing partner if that could be a Habu. 
She squinted and said something 
like “Sure enough, that would be 
a Habu.” We continued towards 
the blacklight, only to find another 
Habu along the trail and another 
one near the blacklight. Those 
would be Habus and we would be 
leaving. Apparently, Habu hunters 
do not wear thick glasses.

It did not take us long to grab the 
beetles and blacklight, wrap up the 
sheet and head out of the forest to 
the viperless safety of our car. All 
was not lost. We set up a blacklight 
in her front yard in Kishaba Terrace 
later that night and collected a large 
series of Anomala albopilosa.

8. A Nose For Insects

I was in Costa Rica in 1965 as a 
biology graduate student, taking a 
Dan Janzen Officer Training School 
summer course. I was eager to re-
turn to Costa Rica, a land of diverse 
habitats and incredible insects. I 
finally returned in 1989 with several 
friends to explore and collect scar-
abs from the northwest in Guana-
caste Province to Cahuita on the 
Caribbean.

We started our journey in San Jose 
and drove north, stopping at Mon-
teverde, and eventually ending up 
on the coast, west of Liberia. It was 
here that I finally decided to use a 
beating sheet for the first time in 
many years. I realize that Art Evans 
and Chuck Bellamy would ques-
tion why it had taken me so long 
to adopt a method long used by 
buprestid, cerambycid, and scarab 
collectors worldwide.

My friend, John Bishop, a retired 
medical doctor with a passion for 
natural history, sat in the shade 
while I attacked the first bush. I 
put the sheet beneath the bush 
and began whacking. There was a 
SURPRISE. There were insects, lots 
of them. The wasps came pour-
ing out of their nest and I quickly 
stumbled backwards flailing wildly. 
Unfortunately, one wasp found its 
target, my right nostril. Actually, 
it may have been my left nostril, I 
don’t recall. It was definitely one of 
my nostrils and the sting hurt like 
hell. John checked out my nose after 
he stopped laughing. I spent the 
remainder of the day with a swollen 
nose and the beating sheet firmly 
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folded in the trunk of the car. I 
have not used a beating sheet since 
1989. This one experience with 
wasps taught me a valuable lesson: 
Exchange specimens with people 
who use beating sheets.

9. Missing In Taiwan

I went to China again in 1990 and 
scheduled a few days in Taiwan 
on the return trip. I spent the first 
night in Taipei in the Grand Hotel, 
a luxurious hotel that sits atop a 
small hill. There were no beetles 
at the hotel but I did get a good 
night’s sleep before trekking south 
to collect scarabs the next day.

I was raring to go the next morn-
ing, rented the car, and then asked 
employees at the hotel how to get 
to the highway heading south. We 
could see the highway from the ho-
tel but they could not tell me how 
to access the highway. I drove away 
from the hotel and meandered 
around the suburbs of Taipei for 
more than an hour trying to get to 
the highway. I recall being terrified 
because at every intersection you 
had to “play chicken” if you were 
going to cross. Finally, I found my 
way out of Taipei.

I drove for a couple of hours and 
turned east into the mountains 
to Kukuan, a village situated in a 
canyon and surrounded by lush 
vegetation. Unfortunately it was 
raining and raining hard. It rained 
most of the night but I was still 
able to collect some scarabs, cer-
ambycids, and lucanids mostly on 
bushes beneath lights. I collected 
a few Mimela splendens, Anomala 
expansa, Metopodontus blanchardi 

and a number of sericines and 
melolonthines near the hotel.

It was still raining hard the next 
morning as I headed up the moun-
tain pass towards Lishan. The drive 
was treacherous. There were many 
landslides and the road was im-
passable in two places. In one, a 
bulldozer came to our rescue and 
moved debris off the road. A tree 
had fallen across the highway in the 
other spot. Fortunately, passengers 
from a bus and I were able to move 
a tree to the side just enough to 
pass. We were a bunch of drenched 
travelers by the time the tree was 
budged to the side of the road. Rain 
finally stopped in the evening and I 
eventually made my way to Mount 
Lu village, a small village known for 
its hot springs. The village is along a 
roaring river and is approached by 
driving over a narrow suspension 
bridge. I checked into a small hotel 
in the evening and unfortunately 
there was no time for relaxing in the 
hot springs. It was time to collect 
beetles.

I put a couple of blacklights out 
and then began to check the lights 
around town. Collecting was not 
spectacular but I did manage sev-
eral species of Anomala, including 
another Anomala expansa, and 
several lucanids. The big catch of 
the night was a large, male major 
Allomyrhina dichotomus. I realize 
that this is a very common dynas-
tine, one that you can buy in the pet 
store in Okinawa and Japan. But to 
collect my own was a big deal.

I placed the large Allomyrhina in 
the killing jar and later that evening 
ran out of space in the jar. I re-
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turned to the hotel room, removed 
the now deceased beetle, and set it 
near the washbasin. I spent a few 
more hours checking lights before 
turning in about 1:00 AM after an 
exhausting day driving and beetle 
collecting. Before crashing for the 
night I checked to see that the Al-
lomyrhina was where I had left him. 
All was fine and I settled into the 
small bed for a “good” night’s sleep. 
Have you ever been sleeping and 
awakened in the middle of the night 
not sure whether you were dream-
ing or not? That was what happened 
that night in Mount Lu village. I 
“dreamed” that a furry creature had 
run across my bed.

The next morning I awoke and 
checked to see that the Allomyrhina 
was still near the washbasin. Un-
fortunately, the beetle had disap-
peared. Could he have come to life 
and crawled somewhere? I looked 
all over the tiny room and finally, 
after a long search, found the beetle. 
I should say I found two large Al-

lomyrhina elytra beneath the bed. 
The furry creature of my “dream” 
was real and it consumed my prize 
specimen within a foot or two 
of this sleeping collector. I never 
caught another male A. dichotomus 
during the brief trip to Taiwan, 
though I did collect a female.

10. Yes, A Bear “Does It” in the 
Woods

I worked for the Washington De-
partment of Fish and Wildlife from 
2000 to 2004 studying bull trout, a 
native species of char threatened 
by habitat destruction and compe-
tition from introduced brook trout. 
We surveyed bull trout popula-
tions in southwest Washington by 
snorkeling streams day and night. 
The work requires one to use a 
dry suit with neoprene hood and 
gloves because the water is so cold 
(≈ 40-45º F). It was also necessary 
to drag yourself upstream during 
the survey and to get out of the 
water to hike around rapids and 
obstructions.

Are you familiar with Mount St. 
Helens in southwest Washington? 
This is the mountain that was near-
ly 9,700’ in elevation at 8:30 AM 
on May 18, 1980 and 8,364’ at 8:33 
AM on that same day. The volcanic 
mountain erupted and was de-
capitated in seconds. Pine Creek, 
which has a seasonal population of 
bull trout, flows off the southern 
flank of Mount St. Helens.

We surveyed Pine Creek during 
August, 2002 and at one point I 
had to climb out of the creek and 
hike around a waterfall. While Ron (with glabrous head) and friend outfitted 

for Onthophagus hunting in full dry suits. 
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Coastal dunes, Washington.

hiking, I noticed a nice pile of 
bear dung with about a dozen 
Onthophagus nuchicornis busily at 
work. What to do? A full dry suit 
is not the perfect apparel for col-
lecting scarabs. It quickly became 
obvious. I removed the neoprene 
gloves, collected the O. nuchicor-
nis, and one by one dropped them 
into the fingers of the gloves. I put 
the gloves back on and continued 
the bull trout survey upstream for 
a couple more hours. The On-
thophagus were fine at the end of 
the snorkel though a little chilled 
from the unexpected bull trout 
survey.

11. Collecting With 20,000 of Your 
Closest Friends

One of the joys of living in Wash-
ington state is driving to the coast 
and digging razor clams, raking 
steamer clams, or catching Dunge-
ness crabs off the jetty. I had been 
sampling these delicious resources 
for several years before realizing 
there were scarabs to be collected 
at the coast. Jerath & Ritcher 
(1959)* opened my eyes to collect-
ing aphodiines in coastal dunes. 
These dunes occur along nearly 
40% of the coastline (191 miles) 
from Cape Flattery, Washington 
to the California border. There 
are three locations in Washington 
and 27 in Oregon. The Oregon 
dune systems attain heights of 
more than 25 meters while those 
in Washington are 4-6 meters in 
height. Most of the dunes are veg-
etated with European beach grass, 
a species introduced to stabilize 
the dunes.

My first trip to the coast to collect 
scarabs was successful; in fact, it 
resulted in a TRIFECTA --- Cole-
optera, Clams, and Crabs. I dug my 
limit of razor clams on the beach, 
caught some nice Dungeness crabs 
fishing from the jetty, and bagged 
lots of aphodiines in the dunes. I 
collected the dunes along the Long 
Beach Peninsula, a 28-mile long 
peninsula that extends north from 
the mouth of the Columbia River.

I originally dragged a screen sieve to 
the coast and planned to sieve sand 
to collect aphodiines. The sieve was 
a lot of work and resulted in few 
beetles. I soon learned the best way 
to find Aegialia crassa and other 
scarabs was to search the base of the 
dunes on the seaward side. Aegialia 
crassa was common and could be 
found crawling or blowing along 
the beach when the wind kicked 
up. I also collected a few Aegialia 
blanchardi, Tesarius mcclayi and 
Tesarius oregonensis. These beetles 
can be found during most months 
of the year and at times during 
pretty crummy conditions. I’ve even 
collected aphodiines here while it 

*Jerath, M.L., and Ritcher, 
P.O. 1959. Biology of 
Aphodiinae with Special 
Reference to Oregon. The 
Pan-Pacific Entomologist. 
35:169-175.
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Clamming in Washington.

was snowing or when winds were 
blowing more than 30 mph.

On one occasion I found a larger 
dark beetle running around the 
dunes. I was not sure of the fam-
ily of this 10 mm beetle. I was a bit 
embarrassed when I put the beetle 
under the scope and realized that it 
was the lucanid, Platyceropsis keeni. 
I’ve since found a number of these 

small lucanids and even managed 
to collect five of them in a half 
hour during April while it was 
snowing. The beetles were beneath 
driftwood at the base of the dunes.

You may wonder why I title this 
snippet “Collecting With 20,000 
of Your Closest Friends.” Clam-
ming on the Washington coast is 
very popular and the season opens 
about 10-20 days a year when tides 
are low and clams are abundant. 
Thousands of clammers head to 
the coast when the season is open. 
They drive onto the sand beach, 
park their vehicles, and begin dig-
ging the tasty mollusks as the tide 
recedes. At times, there are 20,000 
people digging.

Bill Warner joined me in the mad-
ness during May 2007. He not only 
dug his limit of 15 razor clams, but 
also raked 40 steamer clams, and 
caught a 16-pound Chinook Salm-
on the following day in the Kalama 
River. Oh, by the way, Bill col-
lected a lot of Aegialia crassa and 
a couple of Platyceropsis keeni on 
the coastal dunes. This may sur-
prise you but with 20,000 people 
on the beach, Bill and I were the 
only ones collecting scarabs and 
lucanids.

More to Come

I feel very fortunate to have en-
joyed an interest in scarabs for 
more than 50 years. I look forward 
to more adventures in the field 
with friends and fellow collec-
tors. I also look forward to the BS 
sessions that accompany any field 
trip.

Our Blacklight Assistant Charissa displaying a prized 
signed copy of a paper by Ron.
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Summer 2010: Bicolored Cetonia aurata and other
Remarkable Cetonids From the South of France
by Olivier Décobert

In Scarabs #36, Conrad P.D.T. Gillett wrote about a marvelous entomological locality in the 
South of France: “Le Bois de Païolive,” in the department of Ardèche. Many cetonids are found 
there, and all the species were perfectly discussed by Conrad, and illustrated by a beautiful series 
of photographs.

In this place and elsewhere in Ardèche, the very common Cetonia aurata (Linnaeus), habitually 
green, can present many chromatic forms, some of them having already been shown in Scarabs. 
Sometimes, Cetonia aurata is bicolored. In July 2010, I searched again in the Bois de Païolive, 
and found three of them (Photos 1-3). The second form (Photo 2) is the rarer.

Photos 1-3: three bicolored forms of Cetonia aurata from Ardèche.

Even if these are not novelties for the readers of Scarabs, it is always a pleasure to photograph 
(Photo 4) two other beautiful species common in this region: Protaetia affinis (Andersch) and P. 
mirifica (Mulsant).

In Scarabs #36, Protaetia cuprea bourgini Ruter was shown and Conrad explained that this insect 
is replaced in the South by Protaetia cuprea olivacea (Mulsant). One can see olivacea (Photo 
5-reddish form) in the Bois de Païolive where it is sometimes mixed with Protaetia cuprea bour-
gini. Conrad wrote in Scarabs #36: “The exact status of the subspecies of P. cuprea present at 
Païolive is debatable. It could represent a stable hybrid or transitional form between P. cuprea 
bourgini and P. cuprea olivacea.”
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Photo 4: Protaetia affinis (Andersch) and Protaetia mirifica (Mulsant), both from Ardèche.

                            Photo 5                                                                Photo 6

Protaetia cuprea olivacea from Ardèche.           Protaetia lugubris from Aveyron.
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In early August 2010, I checked some traps I placed in July in the department of Aveyron, again 
in the South of France but more toward the West. I hoped to find another cetonid I had never 
personally collected: Protaetia (Liocola) lugubris. I was enough lucky to find one specimen 
(Photo 6).

In this region, there are many cultivated fields, but many old trees are preserved between them 
(Photo 7), especially oaks which are always attractive to cetonids.

Photo 7: Habitat of Protaetia lugubris (Herbst) in the department of Aveyron. The good 
places are evidently the lines of trees between the fields.

Other good surprises are sometimes in the traps, like a huge (75 mm) Lucanus cervus male that 
I found when I checked them (see Scarabs #48 for this lucanid species).



Page 16

Photo 8: The landscape of Ardèche, a forest of oaks and chestnut trees, rich in cetonids.

Photo 9: Bois de Païolive, showing oaks mixed 
with rocks and water.
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Guatemala Scarabs I
from the Camera of José Monzón Sierra

dynastes@intelnett.com

This is the picture of Chrysina strasseni (Ohaus, 
1924) on a leaf of liquid amber. They come from 
Finca Firmeza in Izabal at altitudes that range from 
1,000 to 1,250 meters. This species is known only 
from eastern Guatemala and western Honduras. 
They are abundant during the months of May and 
June.

This is the picture of the Polyphylla petiti Guérin, 
1830, which comes from Finca Firmeza in Izabal.
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Old Bug Books and Haunts- V
by Barney Streit

I have already mentioned The Moth 
Book and The Butterfly Book by 
Holland, and The Spider Book by 
Comstock. These were part of a 
series of books called The Nature 
Library published by Doubleday, 
Page & Company. Other volumes 
include The Bird Book, Bird Homes, 
American Animals, Mosses and 
Lichens, American Food & Game 
Fishes, The Tree Book, The Rock 
Book, The Frog Book, The Reptile 
Book, The Shell Book, The Mush-
room Book, Nature’s Garden, and 
The Insect Book, by L. O. Howard.

Laurel holding the The Insect Book, by L. O. Howard. 
Photograph courtesy Bill Warner.

Naturally, having an interest in 
general entomology at the time, 
I purchased a copy of The Insect 
Book from a used book dealer. The 
scope of this volume is all Ameri-
can insects except for moths, but-
terflies and beetles.

The book is magnificent, and 
arrived through the mail in per-
fect condition, looking like it had 
never been opened. Sadly, shortly 
after, my interest in Coleoptera 
would grow to exclude the insects 
covered in Howard’s fine volume. 
So, it sits upon my shelf to this 
day, but is a fine testament to the 
man who wrote it.

As mentioned in the previous is-
sue, Leland Ossian Howard (1857-
1950) was one of John Henry 
Comstock’s first students. Here is 
how they met, in Howard’s own 
words:

“I had first met Comstock before 
entering college. I was out col-
lecting and for the first time had 
found the very beautiful Huntera 
butterfly, flying rather abun-
dantly in a field of blossoming 
buckwheat. A strange young man 
walked up and said, ‘C-c-catching 
insects?’ I replied affirmatively, 
and he said, ‘M-m-my name is 
Comstock, and I t-t-teach ento-
mology in college. C-c-c-come 
and see me.’ This was the begin-
ning of a lifelong friendship.”

Howard graduated from Cornell 
in 1877. Much of Howard’s early 
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Leland Ossian Howard (1857-1950).

research was “authored” by his 
boss, C.V. Riley in Washington. 
Riley was Chief Entomologist, and 
was instrumental in getting ento-
mology to be a prominent part of 
the United States Department of 
Agriculture. This happened again 
when Comstock replaced Riley. 
Evidently, it was common practice 
to put your name as author on your 
assistant’s work.

Howard helped Riley develop the 
science of applied entomology. 
Howard became Chief of the Divi-
sion in 1894, a position he held 
until 1927.

Howard was among the founders 
of the Entomological Society of 
Washington. Howard writes of the 
interesting “after” meetings, which 
included several entomologists of 
German descent:

“The conversation was good; the 
refreshments were unlimited in 
quantity but limited in kind; you 
could have light beer or dark beer, 
and that was about the extent of 
the variation. It was my custom to 
order two cases of beer, each of 24 
bottles, for an average attendance 
of 7 or 8, and I always made the 
arrangement with the grocer to 
return those bottles which were not 
empty, as well as the empty ones, 
but it soon became a standing joke 
between us that it was unnecessary 
to make any provision concerning 
the unempty bottles.”

Howard was a man of wit, a racon-
teur, a diplomat, an accomplished 
administrator, and a great econom-
ic entomologist.

Before we leave Howard, let me give 
you an example of his wit, where he 
found an unexpected use for mos-
quitoes. This is again from Howard’s 
own hand:

“This reminds me of an interesting 
thing that occurred while I was still 
in Texas. I arrived in San Antonio 
late one night and went to my old 
hotel, the Menger,* only to find 
that there was a big convention in 
town and that all the rooms were 
occupied. The room clerk, an old 
acquaintance, said that he could give 
me a cot in a room with three other 
men. I accepted and went up with 
my luggage. As I was preparing for 
bed (there being no one else in the 
room at the time), I heard footsteps 
in the hall, the door opened and in 

*Editor’s Note: The Menger 
is a grand old hotel still 
open today. It is situated 
next to the Alamo.
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came the other three men. I pulled 
out my hand lens, knelt on my cot 
and began to examine a spot on 
the wall.

‘What are you doing?’ said one of 
my roomates.

‘I have just found a yellow fever 
mosquito,’ I said.

‘My God!’ said one of them, and 
they collected their luggage and 
left, leaving the whole room to 
me.”

In summary, this charming man, 
with his crooked smile, had a huge 
impact on the world-wide study of 
harmful insects. Let us not forget 
him. Now, on to one of my haunts.

On many occassions I blacklighted  
beside a pullout near the head of 
San Antonio Canyon. At some-
point afterwards, my pullout was 
completely obliterated by a flood.

Because a stream ran through the 
area, many caddisflies (Trichop-
tera) and mayflies (Ephemerida) 
also came to the sheet. One little 
side note is in order.

When I attended Cal Poly, Pomo-
na, biology students were required 
to take an entomology course. To 
pass, you had to turn in an insect 
collection. Each new order was 
worth 3 points (only for the first 
specimen); each family was 1 point 
(only good for the first specimen 
of that family). 100 points were 
required. This was easy for me, as I 
was able to blast them with scar-
abs, even though genera were only 
worth ½ point. I got 105 points.

The next year, my friend Rich 
Rodriguez took the course. After 
graduating, Rich attended Stanford 
Medical School. Now, he is a high-
ly-paid medical administrator and 
my neighbor! Naturally, I supplied 
Rich with many specimens, includ-
ing many caddiflies and mayflies, 
worth 4 points apiece.

Being a congenial fellow, and 
intelligent to boot, Rich traded 
these extra specimens with other 
students for insects from oddball 

My old blacklighting spot at the top of San Antonio    
Canyon.
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Left: Dichelonyx vicina (Fall). Right: Dichellonyx fulgida 
crotchi Horn.

Male and female Polyphylla crinita LeConte.

orders. When he got his collec-
tion back, he discovered that he 
had scored 137 points. To this day, 
he boasts that he outscored me in 
Entomology.

Diplotaxis sierrae Fall comes to light 
here. Thanks to Scott McCleve for 
identifying this species.

Diplotaxis sierrae Fall.

The beautiful Dicelonyx vicina 
(Fall) would come to light in July. 
In Wrightwood, Dichelonyx fulgida 
crotchi Horn is found. The data for 
these specimens are D. vicina: USA: 
California, San Bernardino County, 
San Gabriel Mountains, San Anto-
nio Canyon, 23-VII-1967, at U.V. 
light; D. fulgida crotchi: USA: Cali-
fornia, San Bernardino County, San 
Gabriel Mountains, Wrightwood, 
5931’ elevation, 10-VII-1990, taken 
at lights.

Males of Polyphylla crinita  
LeConte readily come to light here, 
and in Wrightwood. Apparently, 
the females do not fly - I only have 
one specimen. This species dif-
fers from Polyphylla decemlineata 
(Say) (see Scarabs #54) by having 
erect hairs on the pronotum.
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Bug People XV
from the Secret Files of Henry Howden

This photograph was taken in 1959 at Kerrville, Texas.

The person on the left, along with Dr. Edward F. Knipling, developed the Sterile Insect Tech-
nique which was responsible for the eradication of the screwworm fly in the United States. He 
worked on many other projects while he was with the United States Department of Agriculture. 
He was born in 1910 and passed away in 1995.

The coleopterist on the right also worked at the USDA laboratory in Kerrville. He was best 
known for his work on Bruchidae. He reared many species and kept notes of the hosts and their 
parasites. His extensive collection, plus notes, is now housed in the Canadian National Collec-
tion in Ottawa. 

Do you know these entomologists, shown here? The answers are at the bottom of this 
page.

Answers: Dr. Raymond C. Bushland and Larry Bottimer.
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Year-End Financial Statement - or -
How Do We Do It?
by The Editors

The scarab world is buzzing with wonderment and curiosity. How is it possible for two over-
weight, overage, and under-handsome scarab dudes, in tandem with a dashing Frenchman, to 
assemble an empire with all those beautiful employees? Since the Scarabs newsletter is posted 
on the web for free, printed copies of it are handed out at SOLA meetings for free, and copies are 
sent free-of-charge to our contributors, the question begs, “Who pays for the paper, ink, postage, 
printers, computers, software and those exotic collecting expeditions?” The more profound ques-
tions are “How do they pay all those employees?” and “Where does the money come from?”

Some time ago, Rich, Olivier and Barney formed the Cunningham, Décobert & Streit Agency. 
This was the idea of criminal mastermind ex-Editor Bill Warner. Alas, it has nothing to do with 
scarab beetles, but it is the legal entity which hires and pays our employees. You see, our employ-
ees (general secretaries, blacklight assistants, cultural attachés, proof readers, labeling assistants, 
librarians, collection managers, curators, trap designers, Latin-American liaisons, photography 
assistants, etc.) work for us on a part-time basis in trade for our services. The rest of the time 
they are highly-paid professional models!

Kindly turn the page for the financial details:

Andrelica, Sue, Laurel.

Courtesy Bill Warner
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Here is how our little scheme accounting works:

We force require demand coerce politely ask our employees to professionally model in their 
spare time. The Cunningham, Décobert & Streit Agency handles their bookings and portfolios, 
and is responsible for collecting their modeling fees. From these fees we reluctantly grudg-
ingly gladly pay our employees for their work here at Scarabs headquarters in Tucson. From the 
monies collected, a meager paltry pissant generous 5% 95% goes to the employees. The tightwad 
miserly stingy-ass generous Editors keep a greedy a heaping a whopping an industry low 95% 5% 
to cover the expenses listed above.

Anne, Jenn, Charissa.

Yvette, Jennifer, Joyce.


