




















The green form of a Chrysina
new species

HONDURAS: Ocotepeque
Reserva Bioldgica Guisayote
1,800 m 16 September 1998

The normal form of Chrysina
strasseni

The red form of a Chrysina
new species

HONDURAS: Ocotepeque
Reserva Bioldgica Guisayote
1,800 m 16 August 1998

The gold form of Chrysina
strasseni

HONDURAS: Yoro
Parque Nacional Pico Pijol
Linda Vista 1450 m
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Bernard Benesh.

Oscar Cartwright
(standing) in his
office with Henry
Howden at the
Smithsonian
Institution,

July 1976. Photo by
Brett Ratcliffe.
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In Past Years - VIII - Bernard Benesh

by Henry F. Howden

henry.howden@rogers.com

Anne and I knew of Bernard
Benesh when we moved to
Tennessee, but had never met
him. Henry Dybas had told

us about Bernard; that he had
worked in the Chicago steel mills,
but had to retire early because
of a bad back or severe arthritis
(I don’t remember which).

He moved to Burville on the
Cumberland Plateau in central
Tennessee because he could live
there for very little; he did not
have much of a pension.

We wrote him and were asked

to visit, at the same time he sent
along a map on how to find his
house. We arrived in early March
in the middle of an ice storm.
Burville was not a town or if it
was we never saw it. His map took
us on some very bad dirt tracts,
and after asking in several places
we wound up walking the last
half mile, arriving at a small clap-
board house in the forest. It had

a covered front porch, Bernard
was standing there and his first
words to us were “Veres de beer?”.
On subsequent visits we always
brought beer.

His living conditions were
fairly primitive: water had to

be hand pumped, a wood stove
furnished the heat, and the “out
house” consisted of a board
nailed between two trees. We
later found that, in the summer,
he opened the windows on one

side of the house (no screens)
and used the house as a big
malaise trap! Despite this he had
a well-maintained collection of
lucanids (most of his collection
was already in Chicago). He did
his own drawings and was still
productive.

He told us that he had an
invitation to visit Oscar
Cartwright who, at the time,
was living in Clemson, South
Carolina. So, in mid summer

he set out with a back pack

and started walking. We don’t
know what route he took, but it
took him about a week to get to
Clemson, camping all the way up
and over the Smoky Mountains.

His arrival at the Cartwright
house, unshaven and in need of
clean cloths, was unexpected,
particularly by Marie Cartwright,
who had not been told of the
invitation. To make the situation
worse, Marie was in the middle
of giving a tea party to some of
Clemson’s elite. Bernard was not
bothered, he simply sat down and
made himself at home.

We never found out the details,
but Cartwright never heard the
end of it! When Bernard arrived
back in Burville, he told us that
he had a “good” visit. That’s all we
know.




