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ON WILDERNESS VALUES & SUSTAINABILITY



Neptune Speaks for wilderness values. The indomitable spirit is azure clear on pristine reefs, or it rages in heavy weather. Neptune loves fish in abundance but scoffs at “sustainability” and “best management practices.” Who do they think they are, these self-proclaimed stewards of Neptune’s clan who would put ocean communities on life support to ensure cash flow? Measured survival falls short of optimal balance. Wilderness abides by no extraction. Indigenous peoples may participate in the food chain, but commercial extraction is a compromise to wilderness, a risk calculated for profit. Reef survival becomes a by-catch, maybe, with the end of abundance a certainty.
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They can’t.

Lantern Toby, South Maui

Examples sadly abound, yet we gain momentum in our daunting return to grace.

Neptune Speaks to the peril of trafficking in wildlife for the pet trade. Why are colorful reef fish still taken in Hawaii with no limit on the catch, no limit on the number of catchers and no constraint on rare, endemic or vanishing species? Because the trade makes big money—and spends it on “conservation” organizations who green-wash the trade. These outfits want your $upport to help with $u$tainability. You know them by their junk mail. Just as missionaries saved the heathen through resource allocation, some “nonprofits” preach redemption through donation and sustainable trade. With directors directly vested in land development, banking, resource extraction and THE AQUARIUM TRADE, these ocean evangelicals blow green smoke up the collective anus. Moolah greenies beg the question: How can vested interests determine what’s best for wilderness?


Neptune Speaks through his minions of the deep, gill breathers sharing insight with those who will see, hear and feel what is going on. Neptune Speaks truth to data spun shamefully for personal gain. That is, truth expounded herein by a colorful chorus in a singular refrain. Harmony resides in wilderness. Wilderness is wild, with God-given abundance that no human person should put asunder.

Humanity, curb thyself.

Hawaii, stop the aquarium trade from stealing your reef wildlife.

Endemic species are found nowhere else. Relic species are endemics with no other species even similar. The blueline butterfly on page 4 is a Hawaii relic, extremely rare and vanishing. The Hawaii Department of Land & Natural Resources says the blueline butterfly is “experiencing a 100% decline” on major reef segments of the Kona Coast. DLNR calls them “a species of concern,” because “we can’t say why they’re disappearing.” The DLNR director is a former aquarium hunter. He resists a ban on the aquarium trade. The blueline butterfly is for sale on-line for $120. Shame on the State of Hawaii and those who plunder Hawaii reefs.

As long as the venal scourge persists like a rash, we will reach and scratch. Not every crime against nature is brought to justice, but few victims get more support from humans than reef wildlife do. Not all my friends are fish, though my dance card leans in that direction, which may be another story with more Rorschach analysis.

The octopus ink to the left reminds me of a mermaid’s bomble. Does that make me unstable? Or worse: mean-spirited?

Things get murky on the psychiatric level. Some humans test lower than wildlife on compassion and a sense of balance. Aquarium collectors seem devoid of these fundamentals, rationalizing their vile extraction as necessary, convenient and harmless. If $u$tainability is your hue and cry, if you lie, spin data and oppress reefs for money, you a ho. You justify being a ho by denying truth that is self-evident to the rest of society.
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I, Snorkel Bob’m unloved by the aquarium trade. They want to make me the issue, to distract from the indisputable fact of their reef-killing extraction. I am called the anti-Christ, and Snorkel Bob Round Pants—the president of Kona Aquarium Scourge called me, Snorkel Bob, an eco-terrorist just before Willie Kaupiko caught him reef raiding way inside the no-take zone at Milolii, the last working fishing village in Hawaii. Willie caught him AGAIN 3 weeks later. The issue is crime against nature. The aquarium trade is devoid of aloha. I too have cast a few stones, comparing aquarium traders to the hapless fellows on Predator Raw who hang their heads when informed that their wicked appetite for a little brown round is now being broadcast on national TV. I didn’t actually call aquarium collectors and resellers pedophiles, but they took it that way.
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Hey. I’m not a gerbil. I’m a reporter for MSNBC!

A dwarf moray eel is 7” full grown. These colorful, spritely critters favor tiny burrows in current, because home delivery is the better part of valor with predators around.

I’ve seen aquarium collectors pull up to a dock with holding tanks full of wildlife for the pet trade. They shun observation, like the guys on Predator Raw—I’m just saying. One aquarium-trade reporter complained of no balanced dialogue on a ban in Hawaii. An aquarium magazine said I, Snorkel Bob’m to blame. Said I, Snorkel Bob: “Balanced dialogue? On one side you have 99.7% of the people of Hawaii. Let’s call that side a very big, shaggy dog. On the other side you have a handful of collectors—we’ll call them the fleas on the shaggy dog’s ass. You’re suggesting that a big shaggy dog engage the fleas on his ass to determine just how much longer and how much blood those fleas will be allowed to suck. The problem is: no self-respecting dog will engage the fleas on his ass in any kind of dialogue. That dog will scratch his ass to get rid of the fleas.”

I thought the imagery vivid, providing a good laugh for all parties, with razor wit and rapier insight. But again, tsk tsk—they thought I’d called them bloodsucking parasites. Maybe they are sensitive. I hope so.

With apologies and contrition I have pledged to avoid the dog/ flea illustration in the future with sincere hope that the aquarium collectors and resellers will jump off.

Flanneljammies reflective:
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Boy, Snorkel Bob. You think I push the style envelope in my flannel pajamas, but YOU got chutzpa!

NOTE: though all blennies are forthright and unequivocal, the flanneljammies blenny is notoriously frank.
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ON SHOW BIZ & REEF ROMANCE



I feel much better—it’s best to clear up misunderstandings so we can all be friends again. It goes to show that Neptune’s message is not all hearts and flowers. It can be harsh, like storms at sea. It can be sad, happy, despairing, joyful or as rich in pathos as a boy from the Midwest looking for a break on the mean streets of Hollywood. Shift that image to a few feet below sea level, and you have an eel from the mid-Pacific looking for a break on the sweet reefs of Maui.

Kukla came on with a streak o’ razzmatazz, cruising up between my longtime snorkel buddy Matt Roving and me, Snorkel Bob, along the north bank of the sand channel at Molokini Crater. We didn’t mind but suspected ulterior from the get-go. He was friendly, but you don’t get a big hunky eel coming on like a BFF from way back, if you got no cameras. Kukla only made his move where he could. He’s built for drama in the 7' x 1' range. He comes on casual, I’d say about 25 years old, judging from dental wear and a few gaps. But he cruised on in like a production assistant, like maybe we could grab lunch or something. Then...it happened!

Out of the blue, Kukla pitched a script. I couldn’t see much there, but the eel believed. He called it a tale of reef intrigue. We had ½ hour or so, and he did have us pigeon-holed, so we shot it:

Left, dragon eel; below, Kukla cruising
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Volume 1, No. 1, Kukla Comix, starring...

Kukla the Yellowmargin Moray

& co-starring Cleanerboy*

*nominated for best Hawaiian cleaner wrasse in a supporting role

FADE IN: Any day on any reef, with critters who need cleaning. Nobody does it better than Cleanerboy, and nobody loves the attention more than Kukla.
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Wider, Kukla, wider...
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Kukla! You been hitting the gummy fish!
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Grab my ankles, Kuke. I’m going in!
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Fut, Kukla, that’s disgusting!
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Cleanerboy, waaaaiiiiit!
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Ah, I knew you’d come back.
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Aggghh... Who?
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Cleanerboy? No, I haven’t seen him. Why?

The End

Like I say, pathos—with ethos and chaos, and we wish somebody would pay us. Kukla Comix may go nowhere, but it doesn’t matter. Kukla is squirming for joy, which can be a push with such a hunky fellow. Anyway, he’s working on his next script. Frankly, big friends can be comforting on a reef—to a point. Now Kukla wants to direct. He thinks the world is ready for eel drama, and Clark Dragon will be perfect for his epic: Jonathon Livingston Sea Eel. Love means never having to say I’ll eat you. Talk about a push, and I must say, Clark Dragon is not nearly as big in person:
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I first saw a dragon eel in a Honolulu wharehouse (yes, I can spell warehouse; this was a wharehouse) darting side to side, awaiting shipment and/or death. Dragons are sold on-line for hundreds of dollars “to those aquarists who like eels.” Compassionate people who like eels will be snit outa luck if the aquarium scourge has its way. We’re keeping it mum on whereabouts for dragons and others. If rare wildlife is taken for the pet trade, that wildlife will disappear. I will not compare aquarium collectors to Gestapo agents here, though it is sorely tempting.

Wait a minute—with Clark Dragon in the lead, who’ll play the love interest?
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Meeeeee!
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Cut! Cut! Cut! When a blue ribbon eel is blue, he’s a male. Females are yellow with opposite trim. So how can he be the love interest? Well, we could, er, uh, make this uh...

Yes! Brokeback Reef. We’ll be nominated! We’ll go to Fiji where she lives—I mean he—because extras are so plentiful there, like these garden eels. I, Snorkel Bob’ve approached a garden eel or 2. They duck into burrows. But Fiji gardeners aren’t shy.

Wait! I got it: My Big Fat Eel Wedding! Cozzin Freckles got jilted and still twitches over lost love. He’s an original sourpuss who couldn’t help but get that smirk off his face. He may be Royalty, which makes him the perfect fall guy in a romantic musical dramatizing the endless circle of reef love...
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Speckled garden eels, Somosomo Straits, Fiji

Freckles the freckled snake eel catching a few rays shallow. Taciturn to a fault, at times morose, Freckles is known to loosen up in certain specific company...
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... because this is showbiz and could be BIG. Freckles nearly palpitates over a little box who has no thought for anything but snax.

Speckled Beauty? No. That seems forced. She was cute but hardly beautiful.
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Hawaiian Boxfish, aka Boxgirl, assessing snax potential on the ceiling.

Meanwhile, it’s a shoo-in on the plot, with Boxgirl preoccupied on upward snax.
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Boxgirl, working the upper schmutz.

[image: Image]

The fall-away jumper.
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Boxgirl in the groove.

Friends and family worried that she’d plump up like a sea slug, but as she bulked up she got pretty in a cubish way.

Meanwhile, hardly a drop and a dribble below, Freckles watched forlornly, a love-struck freckled snake eel with low odds on romance requited.
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Freckled snake eel youth
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But Boxgirl noticed Freckles as she filled out. She found him curious, possibly drawn to his... freckles....

Tributaries most often join the greater flow. In hermaphroditic transmutation the dominant female of some species will come out, as it were, when the male departs, as males of many species will do. Boxgirl, a Hawaiian boxfish, went yellow where her darling dimples used to be. The voice dropped as the nose bulged with whiskey protuberance.
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Hawaiian boxfish male

Before you could say Swimming with the Stars, it was purple flanks, belching out loud, an attitude and you couldn’t tell him a thing...

Et voila...
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Box Macho

From there loose ends tied up easy as spaghetti straps on an evening gown. Freckles hooked up with Box Macho in the first ever BLT community transgender, true love epic musical comedy/drama with a happily ever after for all.

Roll Credits...

I am humbled. I want to thank the Academy, my parents and teachers, all my cozzins and in-laws and all the little fish who gave so much to make this possible. I’m not sure what comes next. I might do a stint on 60 Minutes. I’m only 80 in eel years.
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Boy, showbiz. Who doesn’t get carried away? One little comic book and we’re off to 2 epic movies. Hey! How did you get past security?
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Pardon me! But with an epic wedding scene we’ll need a rabbi. That was me in Bye Bye Braverman. Or a lawyer for the pre-nupt scene. I can do that! I was understudy in The Eels of Eastwick. I am not your average whitemouth moray!

Look at me!...
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Oh, no, Darling. Look at me!

Marlene is a yellowfin surgeonfish at Enenue, the Beverly Hills of Molokini Crater near Maui. She won’t say what year she came on the scene, but she goes way back. She’ll drop anything for a screen test. How long can she pose? How much time you got?

You have a nice touch for such a young wrasse.
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