











to let us stay for two weeks at the
forestry station (Photo 6) on the
San Lorenzo Road at 7,000 feet.
The town of San Lorenzo was at
3,000 feet with some nearby wet
forest, which was very productive
on the two occasions when we ran
a black light there. On April 30 a
supply truck (full of food) took us
to the station and told us that we
would be picked up in two weeks.
Above San Lorenzo the road was
restricted to forestry and military

Photo 7: Part of Sierra Nevada near Forestry Station -
when it wasn’t raining!

Photo 8: Sphenognathus sp. blown up to top of narrow
ridge, about 8,000 feet on Sierra Nevada; one of many
insects on plants at top of ridge.
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traffic and vehicles with special
permits. Some days nothing drove
by. Milt and I looked for good
patches of native forest, which
were not as common as one would
think since forest management
seemed to mean planting non-
native pines! When we did find

a good location we set carrion,
dung and fruit traps, as well as

a Malaise trap; Milt also spent
considerable time sifting leaf litter.
Back at the station we also set up
three Berlese funnels that Milt
had for extraction of litter insects.
Traps were visited regularly,

but surprised us by yielding
mainly species we recognized, or
species close to lowland species.
Apparently the mountains (Photo
7) were not old enough to have
unusual genera evolve. With traps
set, we routinely started up the
dirt road each morning toward

an elevation of about 8,000 feet
where there was a level area.

We collected along the way and,
since the collecting was good on
the roadside plants (Photo 8), it
usually took us about three hours
to get to the level area. Several
days after we arrived, by noon

or soon thereafter, it would start
to rain and rain hard for most of
the afternoon. By the time we got
back to the station we were usually
soaked. Dry clothes were handy,
but our wet boots were a problem.
We solved this by using one of
Milt’s funnels as a drier, but not
without many grumbles from Milt.
We ate with the workers, breakfast
at 8 AM, lunch a pick up - usually
a sandwich, and “dinner” at 6 PM.
The “cook” ate with the rest of us
and after the meal swallowed the




largest blue pill I had ever seen.
When asked what it was for, he
said it was for the amoeba! We
could only hope that he washed
regularly. The second week the
camp ran out of all food except
rice; so we had just rice morning,
noon and night. Nothing to put
on the rice, not even salt. Milt

and I both lost a fair bit of weight
during our stay that second week.
A day before we were due to leave,
two Peace Corps workers stopped
by and offered us a ride down to
Santa Marta; we gladly accepted.
We were doubly thankful when we
found out that the driver who was
to pick us up had an argument with
his wife, who then shot him - a so
called “Colombian divorce” Back
at our motel near the airport, we
made arrangements for a car and
the next day went to Tayrona Park,

about 21 miles northeast of Santa
Marta. The Park (Photo 9) was on
the north coast and out of the rain
shadow, so collecting in the cut-
over coastal scrub was fairly good.
The “trade winds” also helped to
keep it somewhat cooler, so several
days were spent in the area. At
night we collected near our motel.
The near-by airport was supposed
to shut down at 10 PM, but near
midnight a number of small planes
were heard to take off. One day we
asked about this and were told that
they were the “illegals” carrying
drugs northward. Apparently they
paid special airport “fees”; no one
bothered them. A day later Milt and
I left to return to Ottawa. Some of
the results of our trip were written
up in The Coleopterists Bulletin,
volume 28, 1974.

Photo 9: Tayrona Park, north shore, out of the rain
shadow that keeps Santa Marta so dry.
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Editors’ Note: Yes,
Conrad’s Dialithus
magnificans in Scarabs
#28 is beautiful and
magnificent, but pales
in comparison to the
breathtaking ereature
gotdidess specimen pictured
here. Don’t forget to
enter...getting a signed
print of Anne may be
easier than you think!
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Funniest Collecting Experience Contest

by The Editors

Our second contest is on! The
rules are the same as listed in
Scarabs #28 (June, 2008). Send
us your funniest collecting
experience, even if it is just a
paragraph or two. The deadline is
October 30, 2008.

The top five entries, as judged
by our staff, will receive this
autographed, high-quality 8 X
10 of Anne (seen in Scarabs #17,
November, 2006, and Scarabs
#28, June, 2008), one of our trap
researchers.




