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September Meeting 
 
    The Thursday, September 28th meeting of the 
Jacksonville Shell Club will be held at the Southeast 
Branch Public Library at 7:00 PM. 
    Dr. Quint White will present the month’s educational 
program entitled "Crabs have shells, too." He will 
not limit his discussion to Pagurus (hermit crabs). We 
can learn a lot about the biology of our mollusks by 
seeing how these marine arthropods, a group with a 
long and parallel evolutionary history, live in a similar 
environment. 
    The Shell-Of-The-Month will be presented by Harry 
Lee on Phalium coronadoi coronadoi Crosse, 1867 - a 
helmet shell from the bathyal reaches of the Caribbean. 
    Club officers for the upcoming fiscal year will also 
be elected (see page 3.).  Don’t miss this important 
meeting. 
 

  October Meeting 
 
    The Thursday, October 26th meeting of the 
Jacksonville Shell Club will be held at the usual time 
and place. 
     Ruth Abramson will talk on shells on stamps and 
coins. The hybrid hobby of concho-philately and 
conch-numismatics are ever-increasing in popularity 
and are now global in practice.  Hear Ruth tell about 
the origins, methods, variety, beauty, and educational 
values of this study.  There will certainly be a mention 
of pseudo-sinistral imagery as well. If you don't know 
what that is, well ... you'll have to attend to find out. 
     Bill Frank will present the Shell-Of-The-Month on 
Cymatium cynocephalum (Lamarck, 1816) - a taxon 
with a nearly circumtropical distribution (including 
Florida) and a checkered nomenclatorial history. 
     Plan now to attend and bring a friend! 

Black Creek Field Trip 
By Mary Reynolds 

 
    On Saturday, July 8th, five members of the Jacksonville Shell Club and two guests made shell club history by going to 
Black Creek in Clay County for the first club field trip of the new millennium.  Participating were Teresa St. John, George 
Hapsis, Harry Lee, Harold Hatter, our guests Michelle and Mark Neill, and myself.  In preparation for the trip, we all met 
at my home in Green Cove Springs at 10:00 am. 
    I had wondered what could be found in Black Creek other than Pomacea paludosa (Say, 1829) (Florida Applesnail) or 
the introduced species Corbicula fluminea (Müller, 1774) (Asian Clam).  These species were perhaps something that most 
shell collectors in Florida had collected already, or, in the case of the latter, were not interested in. 
    Harry was interested in learning what naiads (pearly freshwater mussels) might be found and suggested that we look at 
the Rideout Bridge.  The shoreline dropped off quickly, but we were able to find some shallow water in which to look for 
shells although we had to swim around each other when we wanted to move.  I found a Mytilopsis leucophaeata (Conrad, 
1831) (Dark Falsemussel), and we found some dead Corbicula and Elliptio icterina (Conrad, 1834) (Variable Spike). 
Harry suggested the die-off might be due to a rise in salinity. The only live shells were the Mytilopsis leucophaeata, 
which were healthy and attached by their byssus to submerged branches.  As we climbed onto the bank, a neighbor told us 
that the place was private property. (Continued on page 3.) 
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Jacksonville Shell Club, Inc. 

1865 Debutante Dr. 
Jacksonville, FL 32246-8645 

E-mail: Wfrank@sprynet.com 
 

http://home.sprynet.com/~wfrank/jacksonv.htm 
 

    The Shell-O-Gram is issued bimonthly and mailed to all 
regular members.  Annual membership dues are $12.50 
individual and $15.00 family (domestic) and $20.00 
(foreign).  Lifetime membership is available. 
 

Send dues to: Teresa St. John, Treasurer 
2605 Emily Court 

Jacksonville, FL 32216-5101 
 
    The club meets each month, excluding December, at the 
Southeast Branch Public Library, 10599 Deerwood Park 
Boulevard, Jacksonville Florida.  Please address any 
correspondence to the club’s address shown above. 
    Closing date for article submission is two weeks prior to 
the first of each month of publication.  Articles may be 
republished provided full credit is given the author and 
this newsletter and one copy of the complete publication in 
which the article appears is mailed to Editor at the above 
address. 

 
 

Upcoming Events 
 
**North Carolina Shell Club Show 2000 – Sep. 22nd 
through 24th at the North Carolina Aquarium, Salter 
Path, NC 28512. Contact Ann Buddenhagen, 804 
Westwood Dr., Raleigh, NC 27607, Phone (919) 787-
7103. 
**Space Coast Shell Festival – Jan. 19th through 21st, 
2001 at the Melbourne Auditorium, Melbourne, FL. 
Contact Bobbi Cordy, 385 Needle Blvd., Merritt Island, 
FL 32953 – Phone (321) 452-5736 – email 
cordy@yourlink.net. 

 
 

Welcome New/Rejoined Members 
 

Christine J. Cavan & Family 
13700 Richmond Park Dr. N. #103 

Jacksonville, FL 32224 
Phone: 992-9457 

 

Nellie Hawley 
11604 Surfwood Ave. 

Jacksonville, FL 32216 
Phone: 641-4606 

E-mail: jnhawley@bellsouth.net 
 

 
Membership Dues Are Now Due 

 
    Jacksonville Shell Club membership dues for the year 
2001 were due for a vast majority of club members on 
the 1st of September. 
    You can determine when your membership expires (or 
when it expired) by checking the numerical entry which 
appears before your name on the newsletter mailing 
label.  An entry of “8/00” would indicate that your 
membership will expire on the last day of August, 2000. 
    Don’t delay – mail your check to the Club Treasurer, 
Teresa St. John, whose address appears on this page. 

 
 

Recent Local Finds 
 

 
 

    The above pictured pure white (albino) Busycotypus 
canaliculatus (Linnaeus, 1758), measuring 89 mm., was 
collected by your editor at the Mayport Naval Station 
Beach on July 28th.  The living animal was only slightly 
paler than that of a normally colored shell. 
    Apparently albinistic B. canaliculatus are quite 
common in northeast Florida as this is the second 
specimen collected at this location in the past two years 
(the other was collected on July 22nd, 1998 and measured 
83 mm.). 
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Club Meeting Notes 
 
    At the June 22nd meeting, the club membership 
unanimously voted to confer “Lifetime Honorary 
Membership” to Marion Webb.  Marion, who in July 
celebrated her 91st birthday, has been a member of the 
Jacksonville Shell Club for nearly forty years and has 
served in a variety of capacities. 
    At the August 24th meeting, the club membership 
appointed the trio of Mary Reynolds, Harry Lee and Bill 
Frank as the designated nominating committee to 
provide a slate of proposed Board of Directors for the 
upcoming club fiscal year. 
    The nominating committee will submit their proposed 
slate (see list below) to the membership at the September 
meeting. Additional nominations will also be accepted 
from the floor. Following this action, the membership 
will vote on the new Board of Directors for the 2001 
fiscal year that began on September 1st. 
 
Claire Newson, President 
Carol Rishel, First Vice-President 
Harry Lee, Secretary 
Teresa St. John, Treasurer 
Charlotte Lloyd, George Hapsis, Billie Brown, Cathy 
Williams, Bill Frank and John Fatu – Board Members 

 
 

Black Creek Field Trip – Continued 
 

    We then went on to the bridge on Florida Highway 
218.  A narrow lane led down to the spot, but access to 
the water was much easier, and the shoreline had a 
gentler slope.  It was a lot easier to nose around.  As we 
took our time exploring this locale, each person found 
something of interest. 
    Michelle found a big Pomacea paludosa; Teresa 
found a record sized Campeloma floridense (Call, 1886) 
(Purple-throat Campeloma); George found a Rangia 
cuneata (Sowerby I, 1831) (Atlantic Rangia) and 
Uniomerus carolinianus (Bosc, 1801) Florida Pondhorn.  
Harry and Harold found Campeloma floridense, and 
Mytilopsis leucophaeata, and Mark found the tiny clam 
Taxolasma parva (Barnes, 1834) (Lilliput). This find 
was good news.  It is an indicator of the health of the 
river, which is sensitive to environmental changes.  I 
found a Villosa vibex (Conrad, 1834) (Southern 
Rainbow). We all found some living Elliptio icterina 
and Corbicula fluminea.  These were quite abundant and 
were thriving in this upstream ecosystem. 
    Black Creek, features water that is cola colored like a 
lot of Florida's rivers and also full of “gators.”  As good 

citizens, we decided to clean up some of the 
monofilament fishing line in which a lot of us were 
getting tangled.  Some of us also salvaged some of the 
fishing tackle that was attached. 
    We bid goodbye to George, who had to leave early, 
and then headed back to my house for the pot luck lunch.  
I thanked everybody for being good sports for riding in 
the back of my pickup. We felt it was a good trip and 
that everyone had a good time.  We agreed that we 
should have more field trips. 
This is a complete listing of what was found: 
• Rangia cuneata (Sowerby I, 1831) Atlantic Rangia 
• Mytilopsis leucophaeata (Conrad, 1831) Dark 

Falsemussel 
• Campeloma floridense (Call, 1886) Purple-throat 

Campeloma 
• Pomacea paludosa (Say, 1829) Florida Applesnail 
• Elliptio icterina (Conrad, 1834) Variable Spike 
• Uniomerus carolinianus (Bosc, 1801) Florida 

Pondhorn 
• Villosa vibex (Conrad, 1834) Southern Rainbow 
• Corbicula fluminea (Müller, 1774) Asian Clam 
• Toxolasma parva  (Barnes, 1823) Lilliput 

 
 

All the Wonders of Maui 
A Shelling Adventure to the Valley Isle 

By Martin E. Tremor, Jr. 
 
    In the middle of an ancient sea, in a tropical latitude cooled 
by trade winds and gentle rains, one great family of islands 
rose from the sea. These magnificent islands, born of fire and 
molten lava, were destined to become the most coveted on 
earth and took the name Hawaii.  One of these mighty islands, 
emerging from the ocean in two powerful volcanic eruptions, 
became the home of the heroic Polynesian God, Maui (The 
Great One), and the island took his name forever.  
    In the time of Hawaiian myth, there were many legends of 
the feats of this revered warrior. Probably the most popular 
was the legend of how Maui waged a mighty battle with the 
sun. It seems that the sun, La, was always so quick to pass 
over the sky that Maui’s mother had no time to dry the bark to 
make her tappa cloth. So Maui made sixteen ropes from his 
sisters hair. He climbed to the top of Haleakala and waited in 
the shadow of the wiliwili tree for the sun to appear. He tied 
fast the ropes to the tree and when the sun began to race across 
the sky, Maui lassoed it. A fierce battle ensued between Maui 
and the sun, but in the end the sun begged Maui for his life. 
Maui then granted the sun his life in exchange for the sun’s 
promise that he would forever cross the sky more slowly so 
that all of Maui’s people would have more time to accomplish 
their chores. To this day it seems that the sun does indeed 
cross the sky more slowly on Maui.  
    Our first day on Maui dawned with a spectacular sunrise at 
5:50 am. Just steps from our condo Honokeana Cove glistened 
in the early morning.  What an incredible sight - a beautifully 
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carved cove with lava rock promontories jutting out from both 
the left and the right-hand sides of the cove. Just a short walk 
on a trail over the right hand promontory led to lovely Napili 
Bay. This beautiful bay has a long and wide white sand beach 
that curves between two rocky points. 
    Beyond Napili, across another lava promontory about a mile 
away, was Kapalua Bay.  Oh My!  This just must be one of the 
most beautiful beaches in the whole world. The crescent white 
sand beach is bordered on both ends by long lava rock points 
while a large stand of stately coconut trees line the back shore. 
Beyond Hokuanui, the south point, a coral reef arcs into the 
bay, acting as a barrier against the strong off shore currents, as 
does Ka’ekaha, the long north point. Kapalua means “Arms 
embracing the Sea” - a name most befitting the long lava rock 
points that embraces this lovely tropical beach. Between 
Ka’ekaha Point and Hawea Point lies Namalu Bay, a very 
rocky-shored bay that looked just perfect for snorkeling. All of 
this in just the first hour. Although we would be shelling many 
different beaches around Maui, at least part of each day would 
be spent in this Honokeana and Kapalua area right at our back 
door. 

 
Honokeana Cove 

 
    After a quick breakfast at a lovely little waterfront 
restaurant overlooking Napili Bay, it was time to address the 
sea.  But which bay to choose first? Since Honokeana Cove 
was the first of the lovely bays we gazed upon on that first 
morning, it seemed only fitting that this should be our 
introduction to the waters of Maui.  
    Tropical fish of every description abound in this cove. 
There was the Moorish Idol, a beautiful little fish with black, 
yellow and white stripes and a long thin dorsal fin that arched 
past the tail. There were also several species of triggerfish 
including the state fish of Hawaii, the 
Humuhumunukunukuapua’a. Tangs of every sort darted 
around the rocks and coral.  There were yellow tangs, black 
tangs with a large bright red diamond at the base of their tail, 
blue tangs with a very elongated bright orange oval patch at 
the tail, brilliant green tangs with yellow markings and 
unicorn tangs with a very long horn protruding from their 
foreheads.  Butterfly fish of every description and color flitted 
around the coral and pretty little (about two feet long) moray 
eels stuck their heads out of the rock crevices. Some were 
white spotted with black, some were black with white and 
some were rather multicolored. Three Hawaiian green sea 
turtles made the center of the cove their home and could be 
found daily, especially early morning and evening. 
    Along the rocky shore line we found that little black nerites 
[Nerita picea (Récluz, 1841)] were common as were littorinas 
[Littorina picta (Philippi, 1846)] and limpets [Cellana 
sandwicensis (Pease, 1861)].  We found a few Conus lividus 
Hwass in Bruguière, 1792 and Conus flavidus Lamarck, 1810 
on top of submerged rocks in about 5 feet depth. A little 
deeper there were numerous assorted rock shells with Drupa 
morum Röding, 1798 and Purpura aperta (Blainville, 1832) 
being quite common.  There were also Drupa ricina 
(Linnaeus, 1758), Morula granulata (Duclos, 1832) and Thais 
armigera (Link, 1807). Turbo sandwicensis Pease, 1861 were 

also numerous. Without Allison Kay’s Hawaiian Marine 
Shells I would never have been able to identify these shells. 
Even with the book, there is a bit of small stuff that I can’t 
identify. 
    The coral near the center of the cove was just beautiful.  Of 
special interest was a lovely blue coral which made a fantastic 
contrast to the black and algae covered lava rocks and cream 
and tan colored coral. Red pencil urchins were common, as 
were the extremely long spined black and white sea urchins. 
You do not want to touch these as the spines break of easily 
when jabbed into the flesh and can be quite painful. The 
constant contrast of color in this lovely bay was incredible. 
       

Kapalua Bay 
 
    The beach at Kapalua Bay is a beautiful white sand crescent 
that has a gentle slope to deeper water with a maximum depth 
of 15 feet.  From the left point, a reef arches toward the long 
right point creating a very sheltered bay, probably the nicest 
and safest beach on Maui. Shade is provided by numerous 
palm trees lining the backshore area. Above the beach are the 
lovely grounds of the Kapalua Bay Resort. Off-street parking 
is provided for about 40 cars with easy access to the beach. I 
might add, at this point, that all of Hawaii’s beaches belong to 
the people. The public can swim and enjoy any beach no 
matter what fancy or exclusive resort that it fronts. The trick is 
to get to the beach as street parking is often limited and 
naturally the resorts do not want you parking in their parking 
lots. Fortunately the government has thought of this and off 
street parking is provided at or near most beaches. 
    The coral in this bay was not quite as beautiful as in 
Honokeana Cove, however there was certainly no shortage of 
fish and eels. There was a lot more sand in this bay so this is 
where we found Terebra crenulata (Linnaeus, 1758) and on 
the benches and in the rubble near the points Strombus 
maculatus G. B. Sowerby II, 1842.  
    There were many sea cucumbers under the rocks and I had 
read that one could find Balcis aciculata (Pease, 1861) 
attached to these animals.  However, they were not as easy to 
find as I had expected, and I found only two. There were also 
more Conus lividus and Conus flavidus and more of the rock 
shells already mentioned. 
 

Molokini Islet 
 
    Fifty miles to the south of Kapalua, lying just 3½ miles 
offshore of the resort area of Makena, is the crescent shaped 
islet of Molokini.  Actually this was once the rim of an ancient 
volcano. Over time, the north western half has eroded away 
allowing the center to fill with water. Within this crescent, the 
shallow water is remarkably clear and a myriad of species of 
tropical fish call this perfect location home. Today, Molokini 
is a marine preserve so the collecting of live animals is 
prohibited. Accessible only by water, Molokini is visited daily 
by dozens of dive and snorkel boats. One bright morning we 
took the three-hour snorkel trip and we too were amazed at the 
huge populations of beautiful fishes and eels, of which there 
were many.                                                             
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    Ancient legend has is own origin of Molokini. It seems that 
Pele, the Goddess of Fire, fell in love with a warrior named 
Lohi-au.  But Lohi-au was not in love with Pele. He fell in 
love with and married a Mo’o or giant lizard. This, of course, 
incurred Pele’s terrible wrath. The volatile fire goddess Pele 
attacked the giant Mo’o and swiftly cut her in half. She flung 
the tail out to sea and left the head to rot on the beach. The 
head became the cinder cone called Puu Olai, which today 
separates Makena Beach from Olai Beach, and the tail became 
the Islet of Molokini. Whichever origin you care to believe, 
Molokini is an experience well worth the trip even though 
collecting is prohibited. 
  

Olawalu Beach and Papalaua Beach 
 
    These two beaches between Lahaina and Maalaea Harbor 
are extremely popular beaches for snorkeling. Parking is right 
along the road so you car is in sight at all times, and shade is 
provided by numerous kiawe trees along the shore. At 
Olawalu Beach the area is full of dead coral rocks and hiding 
deep in the crevices of these rocks we found the only cowries 
of the entire trip. Cypraea caputserpentis Linnaeus, 1758 were 
numerous, but it was quite a trick to dislodge them and even 
more difficult to keep them from being swept away by the 
constant surge over the reef. Cypraea helvola Linnaeus, 1758 
were few and far between. These were the first cowries we 
found (and the only ones I might add), so they were worth the 
trouble it took to collect them. 
    At Papalaua Beach there was along rocky point at the south 
end. We decided to work our way around this point to a 
smaller bay on the other side. This was more difficult 
snorkeling, however we were rewarded by different cones then 
we had found in the bays of West Maui. There were Conus 
ebraeus Linnaeus, 1758; Conus chaldeus (Röding 1798); 
Conus distans Hwass in Bruguiere, 1792 and Conus 
abbreviatus Reeve, 1843 on the reef platforms of the bay. 
More assorted rock shells were also present but since we had 
enough of these for our wants they were left for another year. 
   

A Journey into Iao Valley 
 
    On this particular afternoon we drove deep into the West 
Maui Mountains in search of the Nerite (Neritina granosa G. 
B. Sowerby I, 1825) that spends its adult life in fresh water 
streams. Although we found no nerites, the valley we visited 
was beautiful. Carved by centuries of wind and rain, this 
magnificent valley has been a sacred place to the Hawaiian 
people and a place of pilgrimage since ancient times. Long 
before Westerners arrived to these islands, the people of Maui, 
who came here to pay homage to their eternal creator, named 
this lush valley Iao - meaning supreme light.  The focal point 
of this velvety sacred valley is a pillar of stone rising 1,200 
feet from the valley floor. In ancient times this giant pillar 
served as a natural altar. Though now peaceful, this valley 
marks the spot where 200 years ago the warriors of Maui’s last 
chief, Kahikili, fell to the invasion of the invincible 
Kamehameha. Using the white man’s cannon, the invading 
Kamehmeha created such destruction as to dam up the waters 
with the bodies of the dead, and the river ran red with their 

blood. A near by park, called Kepaniwai, is dedicated to this 
great battle, and to all of Hawaii’s people.  Kepaniwai means 
“damming of the waters.” Today, this park serves as a 
monument to man’s higher nature: harmony and beauty. 
  

Kamaole Beach II 
 
    Before going to Maui, Jim Miller in Tallahassee told me 
about his experience finding dozens and dozens of the Giant 
Marlinspike, Terebra maculata (Linnaeus, 1758), in the 
waters off Kamaole Beach Park.  This is a shell I especially 
wanted to find, so we followed Jim’s directions as closely as 
possible. Oh but alas, the beautiful terebras were not to be 
found. We searched from the shore to a depth of about twenty-
five feet looking for the tell tale trails in the sand. I was heart 
broken. There were two other beaches that made up the 
Kamaole Beach Park group, so we tried the second one but 
still no T. maculata.  I did manage to find a couple more 
Terebra crenulata, however. The third beach also yielded not 
a single one. It seemed that we were destined not to find the 
Giant Marlinspike. Just as we were heading for shore, low and 
behold, half buried in the sand in about 10 feet of water, was 
the object of my quest. A quick dive and again disappointment 
as it was dead.  However, it was in good shape.  You know 
what they say –“Beggars can’t be choosers.” I came home 
very happy with my single and dead little treasure. Little else 
was found at this beach and nothing new, so we moved on.  
    At the far southern end of the leeward side of the island the 
road ends abruptly at the place were the lava flow from the 
last eruption of Haleakala in 1790 entered the sea. This is 
garish landscape. Nothing but lava rock for miles. The fingers 
of lava jutting into the sea created several excellent snorkeling 
areas. This is another Marine Preserve called Ahihi Bay. 
Unfortunately, this fabled spot is mentioned in all the guide 
books and tourist pamphlets as the place to go, and they did, 
those pesky tourists, by the gazillions. There were wall to wall 
people, all doing what most tourists do (get in the water, 
shiver a couple of minutes, plunge in and snorkel for 15 
minutes, then leave). And then there is always someone else to 
replace the ones leaving. This was no place for us, so we went 
home to Honokeana cove. 
 

The Island Of Lanai 
Holopo’e Bay And Manele Bay 

 
    Just eight miles offshore of the Leeward side of Maui lies 
the Island of Lanai. There is a passenger ferry that makes the 
trip from Lahaina to Manele Bay several times a day. 
Although a bit pricey at $50 round trip, it was an opportunity 
to visit another of the Hawaiian Islands. About half way across 
the Au Au Channel, which separated Maui from Lanai, we 
could see five of the seven islands which make up the popular 
leeward Hawaiian Island Chain: Maui behind us, Lanai ahead 
of us, the uninhabited island of Koho’olawe to the left, 
Molokai to the right, and between Molokai and Lanai, the 
island of Oahu could be seen in the distance. Just another 
fantastic experience to be remembered always. It was quite 
impressive.  

PDF created with pdfFactory trial version www.pdffactory.com

http://www.pdffactory.com


    We had heard of the marvelous snorkeling in Holop’e Bay, 
which was just a short walk from the ferry dock. This bay was 
also known to be the home of a pod of spinner dolphin, and 
we were told that if we were very lucky and the dolphins were 
in residence at the time of our visit, we could swim amidst 
these magnificent creatures. This bay, along with Manele Bay, 
is another Marine Preserve. Once again our shelling finds 
would have to be left in the bay. Actually, we didn’t even look 
for shells on this day. 
    The beach was beautiful - quite a bit like Kapalua Bay but 
larger. We spent about an hour and a half snorkeling and 
watching the vast variety of fish. Most of the fish in this bay 
were considerably larger then the fish we had seen on Maui. 
There were large tangs and Spotted Papio, a member of the 
jack family, and other fish that I have no idea what they were. 
My guess is that these larger fish must come into the entrance 
of the bay from the deep waters just off shore. No dolphins, 
however. One of the volunteer lifeguards from the Manele 
Bay Hotel told us they would probably come into the bay in 
the late afternoon, but we could not stay and wait for them. 
The Manele Bay Hotel is an ultra luxurious hotel on the 
grounds just above the bay and commands a magnificent view. 
We enjoyed a terrific lunch of grilled striped marlin and then 
boarded the ferry again for the 45-minute trip back to Maui. 
 

Sacred Waterfalls and Forbidden Jungles 
 
    Ancient Hawaiian legends abound on Maui, and I never 
tired of hearing them. Early Hawaiians, lacking a written 
language, told of these legends and passed them down from 
generation to generation in the form of chants and stories. 
Laka, the Goddess of the Forest, is said to have given the hula 
to man as another form with which he could pass these 
legends down. The ancient hula, or kahiko, is a most sacred 
and serious art even today, with strict training by a “kuma 
hula” or teacher of the ancient dance. 
    On this day we were to take a break from shelling and 
journey to the windward side of the island in search of fabled 
secret waterfalls and emerald jungles that, in the days of 
ancient Hawaii, only the alii, those of Hawaiian Royalty, were 
permitted to enter.  You see, in those days of ancient times, the 
people were coastal dwellers deriving their substance of life 
from the sea and from coastal farming. The inland jungles 
were sacred and could only be entered by commoners so that 
they could hunt birds whose feathers were then used to adorn 
the clothing of the Hawaiian Royalty or to cut the koa trees to 
make the canoes.    
    Our journey would take us along the winding and twisting 
coastal road to Hana. This fifty mile road follows a serpentine 
path winding along sea cliffs, descending to black sand coves, 
climbing again to rain forests and flowing past pristine jungle 
waterfalls.  The jungles were alive with tropical flowers: 
several types of Heliconia, those lobster claw type flowers of 
brilliant reds, oranges and yellows; there were gingers of 
every type, red ginger, blue ginger, yellow ginger, white 
ginger, pink ginger, extremely showy torch ginger. Guava 
trees were everywhere, some in bloom and some in fruit. 
Mountain apples, breadfruit, the list is endless. Hanging from 
the cliffs were the pandanas, that palm tree-like plant whose 

leaves are used to make mats and other Hawaiian crafts. Their 
dark green feathery leaves create a sharp contrast to the deep 
blue of the sea over which they hung. 
    Waterfalls were commonplace along this road. Some could 
be seen from the road, others required a short hike along a 
stream into the jungle. And no mosquitoes, although I am told 
they are sometimes present. They are the only biting insects 
that I know of. There are no poisonous snakes, spiders or other 
poisonous insects in Hawaii. This whole road was an 
adventure in itself.  It took five hours to drive the fifty miles of 
617 serpentine curves and 56 one-lane bridges that make up 
the Hana Highway.  
    Not far beyond Hana, in a quite church graveyard perched 
high above the Pacific, is the grave of the famous aviator 
Charles Lindbergh.  He chose to spend his final days living in 
Hana, and was buried on this secluded wind swept 
promontory.  I was most humbled to be standing at this awe-
inspiring place. The doors of the immaculate little Palapala 
Hoomau church were open, and visitors were welcome. No 
one was around.  The solitude was broken only by the sound 
of birds in the surrounding trees. The small and well kept 
cemetery between the whitewashed chapel and the cliffs; the 
sound of the waves far below and the immense feeling of 
solitude all combined to burn a lasting memory of this lovely 
and secluded spot. 
    To return home, one has the option of turning around in 
Hana and driving back the way you had come, or continue on 
around the island driving through very stark, arid and 
lonesome country. This is the dry side of the dormant volcano 
Haleakala. The road in some parts is not even paved - just 
graded. Naturally, car rental companies do not want you 
driving there and many forbid you to do so. Probably 90% of 
the people turn around, but being of the adventurous spirit, we 
checked with local people and the police in Hana and were 
told they did not expect any flash floods and that the road had 
been recently graded. Wash outs were few, and all were 
crossable as of the previous day. We decided to go for it. 
Another young couple in a rented convertible was also going 
to try it so we didn’t feel all alone. The trip was slow but 
unforgettable. Vast vistas to the sea spread out before us. At 
one point we dropped to almost sea level and traveled a very 
narrow one-lane road cut into the cliff. Small pulloffs spaced 
at intervals allowed just enough room for two cars to pass. The 
road ascended again to cross barren old lava flows. Miles and 
miles of nothing but graded earth for a road. Rain and wind 
had carved deep dry gulches and valleys into this desolate and 
apparently lifeless landscape. The only things we saw alive 
were a few scrub bushes and an occasional mongoose. This 
was an awesome experience I would not want to have missed. 
  

Haleakala – The House of the Sun 
 
    Haleakala was truly an experience of the soul. This, the 
world’s largest dormant volcano, is composed of amazingly 
dense volcanic rock and rises 10,023 feet to dominate all of 
east Maui. This impressive giant of a volcano is awesome.  It 
is easy to see why the old Hawaiians considered it to be 
sacred. They considered its massive caldera to be the center of 
the earth’s spiritual power, and they would make pilgrimages 
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to worship their gods on its summit. Haleakala is spellbinding, 
and like seeing the Grand Canyon or Niagara Falls for the first 
time, it makes no difference how many people have come 
before you; it is still an undiminished, powerful and personal 
experience.  
    The caldera at the summit is nothing less then massive. This 
“house of the sun” is 3,028 feet deep, 7½ miles long, 2½ miles 
wide and 21 miles in circumference with a total area of 33 
square miles.  This is big enough to hold the entire island of 
Manhattan, including the Statue of Liberty. It looks like the 
surface of the moon, with a seemingly lifeless crater floor 
dotted with high majestic cinder cones that were formed by 
smaller volcanic eruptions over the centuries. For the hardy, 
there are numerous hiking trails into the crater. This forbidden 
landscape is home to a variety of strange things like the 
Hawaiian Snow, a lichen that grows on a’a lava; the rare 
Silversword, a member of the sun flower family that grows for 
20 years, blooms once and then dies; and, on the slopes of the 
volcano, the rare Nene or Hawaiian Goose, the state bird of 
Hawaii. The Silversword and the Nene are endemic Hawaiian 
species found only on Haleakala and in Volcanoes Natural 
Park on the big Island of Hawaii. Administered by the 
National Parks Service, all rare endemic plants, birds and 
creatures are protected to the fullest. 
    The drive from sea level to the summit of Haleakala, a 
distance of 37 miles, is described as the highest elevation gain 
in the shortest distance in the world.  After passing the 1,000-
foot level, you are in what is called “Upcountry Maui.”  This 
is the other Maui. Far from the maddening crowds of the plush 
resorts and tourists areas, this is the Maui to be savored. 
Upcountry is a state of mind as well as a region. Here, the air 
is cool with clouds of mist mixing with sunshine.  This is 
home to Maui’s oldest and largest ranches were paniolo, as 
Hawaiian cowboys are called, still ride the Maui range. 
Further up the slopes, flower farms, which produce tropical 
blooms for the florists trade, and vegetable farms flourish.  Up 
here it is hard to believe you are in the middle of the tropical 
Pacific. We had a lovely lunch of seared Ahi, the yellow fin 
tuna, at the Kula Lodge high on the slopes of Haleakala with 
an unobstructed spectacular panorama of the central valley, 
the West Maui Mountains and the ocean on both sides of 
Maui. Another of those vivid Maui memories not to be soon 
forgotten. 
 

Our Last Day on Maui 
A Journey to the Maui of Yesterday 

 
    For most visitors to Maui, civilization ends at Kapalua. 
Beyond the resorts of Kapalua and Napili the road narrows 
and progressively worsens as it snakes its way along a 
meandering coastline with spectacular windswept panoramas 
of mountains and sea. A series of valleys along this very 
scenic north shore create spine-backed ridges extending from 
the summit of Pu’u Kukui to the sea. These undisturbed 
valleys are resplendent by their very nature. We opted to drive 
this wild side of Maui in search of several streams shown on 
the maps - streams that again we hoped would harbor the fresh 
water nerite Neritina granosa. 

    Along this road we found the Maui of yesterday - the small 
fishing village of Kahakuloa.  Above the village of a dozen or 
so weatherworn houses, there sat a small white church that 
kept a watchful eye on the homes and villagers below. It was 
Sunday morning, and the tiny little church was packed with 
worshipers.  The doors and windows were open and we were 
enchanted by the robust voices of the congregation singing 
hymns in their native Hawaiian.  We would look at the church 
and then down at the village slopping to the shores of the 
windswept bay - another magical moment that burnt a vivid 
memory to be recalled time and time again as our thoughts 
would drift back to that morning in paradise.  
    We found two of the streams that we were searching for, 
however, the little nerite was not to be found.  On my next 
time to Maui I plan to search out more of the local people and 
talk to them - something that time did not permit on this trip. 
At one place where we could get down to the wave splashed 
rocks and tide pools, we did find a new littorina which I 
believe to be Littorina pintado (Wood, 1828), on the rocks 
high above the splash zone. I had also hoped to find the larger 
and quite showy nerite Nerita polita Linnaeus, 1758 which I 
had read were often found on these surf splashed shores. There 
again, however, those finds were not to be. We would have to 
be content with what we had already found and hope for better 
luck on our next trip to Maui.  
    That evening, as we sat on the shores of our enchanting 
Honokeana Cove, we watched the last of the magnificent 
sunsets over the Island of Molokai - sunsets that had become a 
nightly symphony of color every night of our stay. We 
reflected on all the wonders that we had experienced on Maui. 
We relived the vivid memories and safely packed them away 
for instant recall when we returned home. We had come in 
search of ALL THE WONDERS OF MAUI, and we had 
found them. Probably Mark Twain’s expressive words said it 
best when he wrote of his stay in the Hawaiian Islands over a 
century ago: 
   

No alien land in all the world has any deep, strong 
charm for me but that one; no other land could so 
longingly and so beseechingly haunt me, sleeping  

and waking, through half a lifetime, as that one has 
 done. Other things leave me, but it abides; other things 
change, but it remains the same. For me its balmy airs 

 are always  blowing, its summer seas flashing in the sun; 
the pulsing of its surfbeat is in my ears; I can see its garlanded 

crags, its leaping cascades, its plumy palms drowsing by  
the shore, its remote summits floating like islands above 

 the cloud rack; I can feel the spirit of its woodland 
solitudes; I can hear the splash of its brooks; in my nostrils 

 still lives the breath of flowers that perished twenty years ago. 
Mark Twain, 1889 

 
 

Shell Show 2000 
 
    Under the leadership of co-chairpersons Carol Rishel 
and Judy Blocker, the Jacksonville Shell Club held its 
34th Shell Show at the Brampton Inn Resort (formerly 
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the Ramada Inn Resort) oceanfront in Jacksonville 
Beach on Saturday, July 15th and Sunday, July 16th. 
    Ably handling the judging duties were Dr. José Leal 
and Anne Joffe (both of Sanibel) on the scientific side of 
the house and Nellie Hawley (Jacksonville) and Esther 
Rossitto (Fort Myers) for the arts & crafts. Kurt 
Auffenberg (Gainesville) had originally been scheduled 
to judge the scientific division with Dr. Leal.  However, 
a last minute back injury (the day of the judging) forced 
a Kurt to cancel his appearance; Anne Joffe (scheduled 
as an arts & crafts judge) assumed Kurt’s duties, and 
Nellie was pressed into service to fill Anne’s role. 
    This year’s Saturday evening awards banquet was 
held at the Selva Marina Country Club in Atlantic Beach 
and featured a ninety-nine lot auction of shells/collectors 
items from the collection of Norma Carlson (Florida 
City).  Don’t ask Harry what happened to lot number 
one hundred.  Egged on by auctioneer Harry Lee, the 
bidding was quite spirited to say the least.  At times a 
wife (who will go un-named herein) was seen bidding 
against her husband, and even facility employees 
couldn’t resist entering the fray.   When all was said and 
done, a grand total of $1,596 was collected – of which 
the club received 50%. 
    Paying guests at this year’s show was 641 – up 
slightly from the approximately 575 guests whom 
attended the 1999 show held at the same venue.  As for a 
comparison, the clubs three-day show in St. Augustine 
in 1997 drew some 587 guests and an even smaller 
group of 553 in 1998.  Shell show door chairman Harry 
Lee estimates that over 1,000 people viewed this year’s 
event. 
    While attendance by the general public was up, the 
number of show entrants and linear footage in both the 
scientific and arts & crafts divisions was comparable to 
the previous year.  Scientific linear footage was 
approximately 216 (29 exhibits) and arts & crafts 
approximately 48 (30 exhibits) – for a total of 264 linear 
feet. 
    Although the purpose of the shell show is not to make 
money, no one wants to lose money on the event either.  
Thanks to the proceeds from the auction, the club 
realized a profit of about $1,200. 
    As with any shell show, one club cannot do it alone 
and assemble the requisite number of displays.  The club 
is indebted to our out-of-town exhibitors who came from 
as far away as Miami to participate.  This list includes 
Wayne Harland (Broward Shell Club), Helen Kwiat 
(Central Florida Shell Club), Alice Monroe (Suncoast 
Conchologists), and, last but not least, Fay Mucha and 
her travelling partner Lillian Shin (Greater Miami Shell 
Club). 
    Fay and Lillian had left Miami in plenty of time to get 
to Jacksonville to set up their displays prior to the 

judging.  However, car problems twice sidelined them 
before they had traversed Broward County.  Fay and 
Lillian were not about to give up and pressed on but 
arrived in Jacksonville Beach too late to get their entries 
set up prior to judging.  However, these two troopers set 
up their exhibits the next morning to fill the space that 
had been allotted to them.  This unselfish effort paid off 
for Fay who was subsequently awarded the “Exhibitors 
Choice Award” – an award voted upon by other shell 
show exhibitors for their favorite exhibit. 
    Plans for the 2001 shell show are already well 
underway and again the show will be held at the 
Brampton Inn.  The dates for the event have not yet been 
finalized.  However, the second weekend in July is the 
preferred time period. 

 
Shell Show Winners 

 
-- Scientific Division -- 

 
A-1-2 World-Wide: 
1st - Alice Monroe (Suncoast Conchologists) 
1st - Charlotte Lloyd (Jacksonville) 
A-1-3 One Area: 
1st - Helen McCoy Kwiat (Central Florida Shell Club) 
2nd - Teresa St. John (Jacksonville) 
3rd - Harold Hatter (Jacksonville) 
A-1-6 Self-Collected Worldwide: 
1st - Gertrude Moller (Jacksonville) 
A-1-8 One Major Family: 
3rd - Harold Hatter 
A-1-9 One Minor Family: 
2nd - Harry G. Lee (Jacksonville)  
2nd - Fred Chauvin (Jacksonville) 
A-1-10 One Genus: 
1st - Bill Frank (Jacksonville) 
2nd – John Fatu (Jacksonville) 
A-1-11 One Single Specimen: 
1st - Wayne Harland (Broward Shell Club) - “Conus 
Abbotti” [blue form] 
A-1-12 Educational: 
1st - Gertrude Moller 
2nd - Alan & Hazel Walker (Jacksonville) 
A-1-13 Rare: 
2nd - Gertrude Moller 
A-1-14 Oddities: 
1st - Harry G. Lee 
3rd - Harold Hatter 
A-1-16 Related Specialty: 
1st - Alice Monroe 
2nd - Helen McCoy Kwiat 
3rd - Fred Chauvin 
A-1-17 Beginner: 
3rd - Harold Hatter 
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Judges Special Awards 
--Bill Frank – “The Genus Cymatium” 
--Helen McCoy Kwiat – “Exploring the Diversity of the 
Superfamily Trochacea Around the African Continent” 
R. Tucker Abbott Award – Bill Frank (“The Genus 
Cymatium”) 
Conchologists of America Award – Charlotte Lloyd 
(“Molluscan Connections”) 
DuPont Award – Alice Monroe (“Patterns of 
Worldwide Dispersal & Distribution of Molluscs from 
the Caribbean Marine Province”) 
Shell of the Show – Wayne Harland  “Conus Abbotti” 
[blue form] 
Florida-Caribbean Shell of the Show – Bill Frank 
“Cymatium raderi” 
Self-collected Shell of the Show – Gertrude Moller 
“Phyllocoma convoluta” 
 

-- Shell Arts & Crafts Division -- 
 
B-1-1 Pictures 
1st - Gertrude Moller 
B-1-2 Flower Arrangements 
1st - Helen McCoy Kwiat 
3rd – Helen McCoy Kwiat 
B-1-3 Christmas Related Items 
1st – Selma Hutchison 
2nd – Judy Blocker (Jacksonville) 
3rd – Gertrude Moller 
B-1-4 Mirrors 
1st – Gertrude Moller 
2nd – Judy Blocker 
3rd – Selma Hutchison 
3rd – Billie Brown 
B-1-5 Jewelry and Personal Accessories 
2nd – Linda Dye 
B-1-6 Paintings and Drawings of Shells 
1st – Leigh Murphy (Jacksonville) 
2nd – Leigh Murphy 
B-1-7 Photography 
1st – Alice Monroe 
2nd – Alice Monroe 
B-1-8 Novelties 
1st – Judy Blocker 
2nd – Judy Blocker 
B-1-10 Wreaths and Wall Hangings 
2nd – Dan Schualli 
B-1-11 Home Décor 
1st – Judy Blocker 
2nd – Judy Blocker 
3rd – Judy Blocker 
B-1-12 Miscellaneous 
1st – Helen McCoy Kwiat 
1st – Leigh Murphy 

2nd – Allan Walker 
3rd – Judy Blocker 
Judges Special Awards 
--Helen McCoy Kwiat (B-1-12 entry) 
--Judy Blocker (B-1-11 entry) 
Helen Murchison Memorial Trophy 
Helen McCoy Kwiat 
Most Creative 
Leigh Murphy (B-1-12 entry) 

 
 

 My Well-Traveled Cypraea 
By Alice Monroe 

 
    I brought several live-collected Cypraea mus 
Linnaeus, 1758 (Mouse Cowry) back from Venezuela 
this past summer.  Before I left Venezuela, I began their 
cleaning process. Some Cypraea have soft parts that 
exude acids which can etch the shell and ruin the natural 
sheen, so care must be taken in cleaning them without 
letting the animal make contact with the outside of the 
shell. Not knowing if Cypraea mus exuded such acid and 
not wanting to take any chances, I used the Cypraea 
toilet-paper-aperture-stuffing-cleaning technique Earl 
Petrikin taught me years ago in the Keys. Toilet paper is 
stuffed into the aperture of the live animal. The toilet 
paper absorbs the animal soft parts, so none of the 
animal slime comes out of the shell and touches the 
outer shell surface. The toilet paper then needs to be 
changed periodically by removing it and replacing it 
with fresh toilet paper. 
    My stuffed Cypraea made it through the airport in 
Caracas, albeit not without causing a bit of a stink 
[apparently no pun intended by author] for the naive 
security attendant who could have left well enough alone 
and not opened the zip lock bag. She eventually let me 
through once she had had enough. 
    I arrived back home in Clearwater at 1:15 a.m. and 
planned to leave later that morning to drive to Atlanta 
and catch a plane to Minneapolis the following morning.    
I hurriedly and haphazardly repacked and at the last 
minute decided to take my Cypraea along since I was 
going away for two weeks and would not otherwise be 
able to finish cleaning them in a timely manner. After 
two blowouts (very freak, unrelated incidents, not with 
Firestone tires - but that is another story) I arrived at my 
brother's house in Roswell, Georgia at 3:00 a.m. the next 
day. Hours later, even though I arrived at baggage 
check-in 30 minutes prior to my flight with my e-ticket 
in hand, I was told that I could not get on that plane. 
Instead, I would have to take another flight four hours 
later. Not to be idle and more than just a little bothered 
by such a needless delay, I decided to spend the time 
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tending to my Cypraea. 
    I thought it was appropriate to use the diaper deck in the restroom to change my Cypraea.  I was doing very well with 
them and minding my own business, when suddenly there was an uproar in the restroom with cries of "What is that 
smell?” and "Oh, I feel so sorry for that person."  The restroom was quickly evacuated except for the woman next to me 
who was changing a diaper.  She just looked at me, laughed, and said, "Oh, somebody has been to the beach." 
    When the unsuspecting restroom cleaning staff came in to fumigate, I packed up my Cypraea and left. Still waiting for 
my flight, I wandered through several airport shops and overheard people discussing "that awful smell in the restroom - it 
just could not have been human." I unobtrusively left the stores, lest I be recognized, and went to my gate.  Fortunately, 
this time my Cypraea did not arouse suspicion during the security check, so I did not have to unwrap them. We flew to 
Minneapolis, and with a two-hour wait for my rental car I decided to finish my Cypraea. 
    I found a restroom but it was closed for cleaning. I figured it would be desirably deserted, so I could clean my Cypraea 
in peace. When one of the custodial staff told me I could not use the restroom, I explained that my little ones needed 
changing very badly, and I only wanted to use the diaper deck. Permission was granted, the toilet paper was replaced, and 
my Cypraea and I drove to southern Wisconsin for my high school class reunion. 
    Next we flew to Seattle, and I took them to see the Seattle Aquarium and the Pacific Ocean. Since they are endemic to 
Colombia and Venezuela, most Cypraea mus never make it to the Pacific Ocean, but by this time they were quite unaware 
of their surroundings anyway. 
    We flew back to Minneapolis and then to Atlanta, where I visited my brother before driving back to Florida. Upon my 
return I learned that my air conditioning had been zapped in an electrical storm, and my house was 96 degrees. I was very 
glad that I had opted to take my Cypraea with me rather than leaving them to rot in the heat of my house. 
    So how do I feel about causing so much consternation over my Cypraea at airports? To put my adventure in 
perspective: given that the person next to me on the plane vomited in my lap during a turbulent takeoff, and a person 
across the aisle changed an overloaded diaper mid-flight, I know I would prefer my stinking Cypraea guts any day. 
*Adapted from an article originally published in “Suncoast Shorelines,” Volume 17, No. 1, Sep.-Oct., 2000 – the 
newsletter of the Suncoast Conchologists. 
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