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IN MEMORIAM  DAVID K. MULLINER: 

FOND THOUGHTS OF A GENTLEMAN
HANS BERTSCH
192 Imperial Beach Blvd., Unit A

Imperial Beach, California 91932, USA

E-mail: 


There is a meandering cirio plant growing in La Jolla.  Many years ago Dave planted a specimen of this Baja California icon in his backyard. Far from its unique natural habitat, it has rooted and grown well under the care of Dave and Margaret. So too, have many of us been nourished, guided and inspired by the friendly tutelage and respect of Dave.


We know his WW II service record (Army Air Force, shot down, prisoner of war, escapee!) which helped mold him as a gentle man. Maybe it was his way of making lemonade from lemons.  Even amidst sadness and personal tragedies his spirit uplifted. My visits to him in the hospital burn ward, where he was recovering from life-threatening scalding by liquid nitrogen, always ended with Dave quipping, “Well, let's go diving soon.”


Dave Mulliner was a discoverer, inventor, gadgeteer, and self-taught scientist. He used his talents for others, joining his quest of earth's marvels with theirs. He was one of the founders and first (1968) and 25th (1992) president of the Western Society of Malacologists, official photographer for The Festivus and Radwin & D'Attilio's Murex Shells of the World, and a scanning electron microscopist of minute shell parts without the electrons and vacuum. I remember his deserved pride in showing a young SDNHM marine invertebrate curator his camera accoutrements in his Vickie Drive garage-laboratory-dark room. Terry Gosliner, Mike Miller and Alan Grant called him “Mr. Fix-It For Dive Compressors” in the Philippines. In the Galápagos, he named Platydoris carolynae Mulliner & Sphon, 1974, and Nembrotha mullineri Gosliner & Behrens, 1997 was named for him.


My first non-Hawaiian scuba dive was 29 July 1978, a boat dive off Pt. Loma with Dave Mulliner.  My dive log records our 95-foot dive, on a suspending-kelp rocky bottom, with lots of nudibranchs. We identified Hermissenda crassicornis (with eggs), Peltodoris nobilis, Diaulula sandiegensis, and Tritonia festiva on the gorgonian Lophogorgia chilensis. 


A few months later Dave, Aivars Berzins, and I dove his strategic lineup, Three Pole Reef. Of course there were the sponge-eating Cadlina limbaughorum Lance, 1962, and C. luteomarginata, and the cnidarian-eating Flabellina iodinea.  


But most (un-)memorable about Aivars' Zodiac boat excursion was apres-dive. The engine died, and we rolled up and down, stillborn on the sea. Ocean swells are not calming to equilibrium. While Aivars and I were chumming, Dave ate what seemed to us a mayonnaise sandwich. Dave just smiled, hinting at his real empathy.


Many years later Dave and I did a shore dive into La Jolla Canyon. Two weeks before, I had found a creamy polyceratid nudibranch I couldn't identify underwater, so he and I went out to find it again. Yes, the same 15 mm long slugs on a kelp frond at the edge of a vast sandy expanse. Not really a Mission Impossible, nor luck, but just a simple search across known homogeneous terrain. As it turns out, the animals were light-colored forms of Polycera atra—probably because they had been eating Membranipora and not their usual prey bryozoan Bugula (see discussion and link at http://slugsite.us/bow/nudwk133.htm). Some of his underwater camera gear had flooded, so it was up to me to photograph the animals in situ. His attitude was, “Why get angry? We found them, didn't we?”


Dave would not have liked an In Memoriam for him without a discussion of nudibranchs, and he certainly would have preferred their pictures rather than several of him. Besides, a candid one is posted on the Nembrotha mullineri Nudibranch of the Week (http://slugsite.us/bow/nudiwk59.html ).


Nudibranchs are sweet, but family and friends are sweeter. Dave helped teach me that.  Dave Mulliner was a very good man.  I'm honored he considered me a friend—but I am not alone in that. Personal remembrances richly abound.
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So there you go, Dave; our feelings are a mix of joy and sadness for what you were and did, and that your infectious spirit and exuberance are now 


memories. That is your gift, and a most happy one at that.  Thank you.  Peace to you, and to your family and friends whom you made better by being you.

