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When we started to find out something
about William Harper Pease we were
moved by curiosity probably more than for
any other reason, for up to that time all
that was known was that he was the author
of certain shells and lived in Honolulu a
hundred years ago. With this issue the
third story of our investigations is printed
and while certain facts have been and will
be established in future installments, more
and more mysteries develop.

He died at the age of 47, and his obit-
uary states that he was born in Brooklyn
and came to Honolulu in 1849, and that
sentence contains all the information that
is known, up to the present time, about
the first 25 years of his life. The 22 years
he spent in Hawaii can be pretty well docu-
mented from various sources but it is only
by inference that one can get any insight
into his life on the mainland.

One of the first questions is, Why did
he come to Honolulu in 1849? He boarded
ship at San Francisco. Gold had been dis-
covered at Sutter’s creek the year before
and only a few miles away. The gold rush
of ’49 was at its height. Why should a
young man, with the world before him and
his way to make, turn his back on Califor-
nia and the U.S.A., and cast his lot with
the Hawaiian Kingdom? You can go to work
on that, we haven’t the slightest idea on
the subject.

He never returned to the mainland, yet
he wasn’t hiding from anybody. His stand-
ing instructions to Andrew Garrett were to
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address him, Care of Wells Fargo & Com-
pany, San Francisco, ‘‘and that’ll get to
me.”” He was in constant correspondence
with scientists, not only in the United
States, but England, France and the West
Indies. He was always in the market for
books and kept himself broke buying them
from many sources.

One of the most vexing questions con-
cerns his education. That he was well
educated seems unquestioned, but the ex-
tent of his knowledge is hard to determine.
During most of his life in Hawaii he was
paid as the official surveyor, but you don’t
have to have an engineering degree to runa
transit. A fine pair of saddle bags was
listed in the personal estate, but the saddle
bags would work into a land shell collect~
ing expedition as well as a surveying tour.
In fact they might be combined.

What was the extent of Pease’s linguis-
tic ability? Even if he could not speak
them, how many languages could he read?
Books from the Pease library have been
identified that were printed in French,
German and Russian. All his descriptions
in the Proceedings of the Zoological Society
of London, and later in the American Jour-
nal of Conchology were in Latin as they
should be. He could evidently read Latin
for as we showed in our April issue, page
4, third col. he called a Latin description
“‘quite indefinite.,’”’ We may do the man an
injustice when we refer to this but to the
writer a doubt is cast on Pease’s ability
to write a description in Latin by a quota-
tion from a letter to Andrew Garrett,
(April issue, Page 4, center of middle col-
umn) Dated Dec. 20, 1858, Pease wrote,
““The mail arrived yesterday and Ireceived
a few books, including Conrad’s description
of our shells.”” Does that mean that Pease
and Garrett sent their descriptions in
English to Conrad, who turned it into
Latin and returned it to them to be for-
warded to Philadelphia for publication?
If a book on the life of T, A, Conrad has
ever been published, this question might
be settled by reference to it.

Also there is the possibility that Pease’s
obsession, his burning desire to acquire
every book published relating to his hobby
exceeded his ability to read, say Russian,
for instance.

On the other hand were it possible to
read over a list of the students graduating,
even may be undergraduates, in eastern
colleges and universities of the eighteen
forties, one might find a W, H, Pease
majoring in languages.

We are not trying to add to or diminish
the stature of W, H., Pease. We just want
to know,

k k ok ok ok X

We didn’t think Alison Kay was embark-
ing on much of a vacation, when she said
her trip to London (She left June 2) this
summer was to continue her studies on the
Cypraeidae. Now we are told that in addi-
tion she intended to check Ed. Bryan’s
Provisional Check List of Hawaiian Gas-
tropods, against the collections of Hawaiian
shells in the British Museum. Some people
don’t know how to enjoy themselves. Or do
they?

In the interest of accuracy, in our Mis-
cellaneous Items in our April issue, page
7, we referred to Prof. Dr. A, H, Schilder,
which is wrong. The initials should be F.
A, (Continued on page 3)
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HONAUNAU
C. M. Burgess, M.D.

I am sure it was no accident that old
Hawaiians chose as their sanctuary one of
the most beautiful and bountiful spots on
Hawaii or any other Island. The adjacent
soil though scant is fertile and has abun~
dant fresh water streams. Towering palms
furnish luxurious shade. The air is eter-
nally warm, the sparkling water is full of
fish, the sea is calm and clear. Honaunau
is a true paradise.

The fleeting glimpses of the barren
lava inundated shoreline where Honaunau
is situated seen during the tortuousdescent
from the tiny coffee village of Captain
Cook, gave no hint of the beauty that was
to burst into view when the sea was finally
reached. Black solemn lava laced with
turquoise and emerald harmonize perfectly
with a bronze figure poised and tense on
submerged lava. His net is ready. Before
him lay a shallow tide pool and beyond a
bay of deepest blue. No surf.

As we turn left to walk towards the
square mass of the ancient City of Refuge
itself something slows our pace, and we
instinctively listen. It seems as if with
just a bit more ability to perceive we
would be able to see or hear the Presence
that could be felt unmistakably near. I
hope that this scene as I first saw it in
August, 1940 will never change. It had
not when last visited in May, 1959. In
between these dates is stored a sheaf of
memories of dozens of return trips to this
enchanted spot.

I can’t say that I ever found many or
even rare shells at Honaunau but there
were several firsts. It was here that
Conus distans, Cypraea moneta, Cypraea
granulata, Cypraea poraria and Latirus

nodus were first collected back in 1940.
However, to simply collect shells is never
the entire objective for pursuit of a hobby
that has for one of its greatest rewards
the thrill of exploration of such beautiful
places as this.

You can collect as you like here. The
depth of water in the bay slopes from six
feet to a void of pale blue. Tracking for
huge Terebra maculata is still possible.
There is abundant coral to be fragmented
by the aqualung addict in all depths. Here
Tom Richert found the only two known
living specimens of Colubraria strepta
taken in Hawaiian waters at 35 feet under
a coral block.

A huge, shallow, warm, protected tide
pool beyond the ancient heiau of the City of
Refuge nourishes abundant sea life and an
occasional Cypraea moneta. As you go
further towards the lip of the bay at the
left, box collecting, though rugged, is still
possible. Here, clinging to the lava are
the finest Latirus nodus I have ever col-
lected. Still further, around to the left
where tiny spikes of sea invade the lava
flow, are Conus distans of such perfection

(Continued on page 3)




