- Original from
D d by
iitized by (( ;(}Ogle UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN



- Original from
D d by
iitized by (( ;(}Ogle UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN



- Original from
D d by
iitized by (( ;(}Ogle UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN



- Original from
D d by
iitized by (( ;(}Ogle UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN



- Original from
D d by
iitized by (( ;(}Ogle UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN



- Original from
D d by
iitized by (( ;(}Ogle UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN



- Original from
D d by
iitized by (( ;(}Ogle UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN



The Quest of the Perfect Rose

army. After three years he returned with
two honorable wounds.

Still “hardy” and “perpetual” he seems
at seventy, when you come upon him in the
yard of the small white cottage in which he
has dwelt forty years, just outside a corner
of Harvard’s tree-reservation: hale, hus-
ky, wide-shouldered, deep-chested, eyes like
those of youth, skin tanned by sun and rain
but scarcely lined, the calmness of his life
giving cheer and pleasant character to his
face, and in his walk only a hesitant limp
as a reminder of the splintering shot he got
in the leg forty-seven years ago.

When Dawson received, as his nineteenth
medal, the George Robert White medal of
the Massachusetts Horticultural Society,
Professor Sargent, of the Arboretum, gave
this view of him:

“Dawson seems to be able to look at a
plant and tell you what its affinities are.
He is a wizard. - He seems to know the art
of grafting by intuition—what stock to use,
in what condition to use it, and how to use
it. His intuition has been strengthened by
patient practise and by loving the things
with which he works. Plants seem to re-
spond to affection.”

When you glance over the ‘“works” pos-
sessed by others, it astounds you to see that
Mr. Dawson’s laboratory is just a small
room in the cottage, opening upon the ordi-
nary New England back yard—a plot, say,
sixty by one hundred feet.

Here is where he had his dismal, innumer-
able defeats and his brilliant, celebrated
victories.

“Tell about the failures,” he was urged;
for dealing with the inexplicable caprices of
Nature has left at least this rosarian hum-
bly chastened in spirit.

“Failures? Why, this business is one
blessed failure after another—I couldn’t
count ’em. We don’t know what cells or
what conditions change a breed. We only
know some general principles of nature.

“I went at rose-breeding as other men
go at horse-breeding. If you want to com-
bine certain qualities, you cross those that
have them. But there may be the faintest
taint in the blood of one of the parents.
Then it’s like a white man’s marrying un-
knowingly an octoroon: The first issue
may be white, but the second may be black.

“Flowers skip generations; sometimes
comes a reversal to type. This is why hy-
bridizing is full of the unexpected. I've
4
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been twenty years at this byplay, and what
have I brought out? Five or six good
roses.”

By calling his rose-breeding “byplay” he
meant that his real occupation is growing
trees and shrubs for the Arboretum—the
most remarkable park of varied trees any-
where. Trees now sixty feet high Mr. Daw-
son himself raised from seedlings collected
in forests, or from seed obtained from the
farthest corners of the earth.

His problem in roses was to produce a -
rambler or climber, with color, that would
endure the blustering east winds of New
England; that would bloom in late fall or
early spring.

“First,” he went on, “I took the ‘Wi-
churaiana,” which I had just introduced
from Japan, and crossed it with the
Chinese ‘Multiflora.” Both wild, both
trailers or climbers, neither feared any sane
or reasonable climate, but both were white.
I started to put color into them. I couldn’t
make a break from the originals for years.
Then came a pink bloom. After many ex-
periments I induced this to mate with the
scarlet-crimson hybrid perpetual—‘Général
Jacqueminot.” At last, after numerous
seedings, there came the ‘Dawson.’ This
remains the earliest and hardiest of this
clan of roses and is widely popular in Eng-
land.”

“How is color put into a rose—how would
you go to work to make one blue? By
chemicals?”

“Not by chemicals! You don’t use chem-
icals, do you, if you cross a Jersey cow with
a brindle, or if you cross a razor-backed hog
with a Suffolk? You just wait and trust to
Fate; and you get what you get. A dyed
plant won’t reproduce its dyes any more
than a painted donkey will bring forth a
zebra.

““Many real hybrids are ‘mulish’ barren.
I crossed the red ‘Dawson’ with the white,
vigorous hybrid perpetual ‘Madame Lui-
zet.” Strange to say, the result was a half-
climbing plant bearing large single white
flowers. It was infertile; would never bear
seeds. So with crossing ‘Wichuraiana’ by
‘Jacqueminot’ — result very pretty, but
lacking power to continue itself; and the
same occurred by crossing ‘Wichuraiana’
with ‘Belle Siebricht,’ a tea; the lovely off-
spring was salmon, but tender, and ended
there.

“‘Crimson Rambler’ is a famous multi-
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flora parent, so I tried it with ‘Dawson.’
That lately yielded one plant of deep old-
rose blooms borne in clusters. When I join-
ed the Austrian brier ‘Harrison,’ raised in
America from seed, with ‘Dawson,’ hoping
for a yellow, the offspring were mongrels of
the worst sort.”

He keeps his pedigrees carefully. The
“family-trees’’ he sets forth in this way:

“Wichuraiana” X ‘Crimson Rambler’’;
progeny X ‘ Baroness Rothschild” = “Sar-

gent” rose.

“Multiflora” X “Dawson” — ‘“Minnie
Dawson.”

“Crimson Rambler” X “Wichuraiana”
=*‘“Farquhar.”

“Wichuraiana” X ‘“Jacqueminot” =
“William Egan.”

“Rugosa” X “Jacqueminot” = “Ar-
nold.”

“Dawson” X “Wichuraiana” = “Day-
break.”

“Rugosa” X “Wichuraiana’” = “Lady
Duncan.”

Because it is the hard-nerved, hard-head-
ed, sometimes hard-hearted persons who
have most appreciated that most fragile of
flowers, the orchid, I suppose it would be
small wonder if the more cloistered and
shut-in and introspective should be the ones
to take the chiefest delight in the sturdier,
more flamboyant rose.

It does not so happen. In this country,
besides Baron Steigel, the glass and iron
manufacturer, and William Penn, there
have been, or are, such men as these among
American rosarians: Francis Parkman, who
explored the North American wilderness;
George Bancroft, historian; Admiral Aaron
Ward, in command of the Dreadnought
Utah; H. O. Havemeyer, T. A. Havemeyer,
of the Sugar Trust; Senator H. A. Dupont,
of the Powder Trust; Colonel William Bar-
bour, thread spinner; George B. Post, archi-
tect of skyscrapers; Colonel Herbert L.
Camp; Spencer Trask, the banker, whose
rose-garden at Saratoga may become a park;
H. B. Plant, builder of the Florida West-
Shore railway.

For Bancroft’s services in rose-culture
a variety of rose was named for him—*The
Honorable George Bancroft,” produced by
Bennett in 1879 by crossing ‘“ Madame de
St. Joseph” with the namesake of another
historian, “Lord Macaulay.”

Admiral Ward’s garden at Roslyn, Long
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Island, is known everywhere for its tea roses.

I have said that the pursuit of the rose
is less physically perilous than the pursuit
of the orchid. The exception is when it is
not only the growing and the hybridizing
that occupy one, but also the gathering. In
the Arboretum the purpose is, under the
direction of Professor Charles Sprague Sar-
gent, to assemble from all the ends of the
earth plants which will thrive in the climate
of eastern Massachusetts.

For five years the Arboretum has had
two explorers in the hinterland of China,
getting seeds of trees and shrubs and flow-
ers. Some traveler’s tale mentioned that
there was in this region a mountain, called
the Mountain of the Moutan, ‘ covered with
a much-desired wild peony.” William Pur-
dom, an Arboretum explorer, was commis-
sioned to find that mountain and send back
that peony. E. H. Wilson, another staff
explorer, was handed a list of trees and
plants likely to thrive in northern United
States, among them several roses, and told
to seek them over toward Tibet, among
primeval forests, and on the slopes of peaks
in an untraveled country.

Wilson chartered a junk, went a thousand
miles up the Yang-tse River, was hauled
through gorges by gangs of coolies, through
rapids and fierce contrary currents; trudged
afoot to Sachien-lu, the gate to Tibet,
“crossing,” he wrote back, “through passes
of 10,000, 14,650, and 15,000 feet, where we
had to hew our path; wading wild torrents;
sleeping in the forest under spruce boughs;
climbing mountains up to the Forbidden
Land.”

On this frontier, he was caught in a
landslide. His days as an explorer were thus
ended; at this writing he is in San Francisco
on his way home. What he suffered was
written to his friend, Lauriston Bull-
ard:

One leg was badly broken; both bones
were fractured above the ankle. Crude
splints were improvised, and he was carried
to Chengtu, spending two nights at Chinese
inns on the way. A medical missionary set
the bones. Three ‘days had elapsed since
the accident, the leg had swollen greatly,
and blood-poisoning had set in. For four
weeks the leg was not out of splints. Ampu-
tation was narrowly missed, and Mr.
Wilson was laid up four months.

He had already sent back an immense
number of new rose seeds.



The Quest of the Perfect Rose

“Many are of strange, unknown genera,
and we don’t yet know just how to class
them,” declares Mr. Dawson, to whose in-
genious hands the raising of the seeds has
been entrusted.

One of the bons mots of the late Bishop
Potter was that “ actresses will happen in the
best regulated families.” So may gardeners.
Lord Penzance wasan eminent English coun-
selor. During a score of years he had used
his skill to put into effect the law decreeing
the separation of unhappy human couples.
Unlike Dawson, he had shown no early pro-
clivity toward plants. Perhaps it was an
untraced strain in his blood; perhaps, and
more likely, it was a sudden balking at his
occupation that drove him, in the last years
of his life, to devote himself to the happy
marriage of roses.

G. Jekyll put him in a book. Howevet
high he stood in legal practise, to-day he is
known more widely for the work that placed
him in the annals of the rose; for what he
accomplished in seven or eight years was
the supreme example of the right sort of
novelty—that derived from wild species.
He toiled over the “Sweet Brier,” sweetest
of all wild flowers; and his gift to floriculture
was the series of useful, beautiful, scented
roses known as ‘“Penzance Briers.”

They were obtained, some eighteen years
ago, by mating the ‘“Sweet Brier’’ with de-
scendants of the “Damascus,” brought to
England in the Crusades. To the full fra-
grance of the ‘“Brier” he added “the fuller
bloom, the habit of flowering again and
again, possessed by the “Damascus” tribe.

Hybridists who have no means of distrib-
uting their product, sometimes sell it out-
right to nursery men. It was thus that
R. & L. Farquhar, of Boston, acquired from
the Arboretum Dawson’s ‘“Farquhar.” His
“Sargent’” has not yet been marketed.
Prices are seldom made public. The con-
sideration may be a royalty, as for a book or
a play. When a Chicago alderman a few
years ago produced ‘“ Mrs. Marshall Field,”
he refused fifty thousand dollars forit. At
Hildersheim, Germany, there is a “thou-
sand year’’ rose-bush for which an English-
man offered two hundred and fifty thousand
dollars in vain.

It is figured that profits from rose culture
in England are ten per cent., whereas in
America they are fifty per cent. Still, Amer-
icans sell plants for one fourth what the Eng-
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lish charge. This is explained by the cir-
cumstance that American labor condi-
tions compel growers to apply the economic
principles of large industries to their enter-
prises, and cut loose from many established
rules with which many English florists are,
by tradition, stupidly trammeled. What
Americans do with a plow most English
gardeners do with a spade; while they hew
stakes by hand, we saw them by machinery.
A new rose in England brings at retail one
pound one shilling (about six dollars), while
here the first sales are two and three dollars
a plant. In Germany only two marks each
were charged for the ‘“ Veilchenblau.”

Professional growers on a large scale are
captains of industry. At North Wales,
Pennsylvania, there is a ‘“works” occupy-
ing 70,000 square feet, and its annual 227,-
ooo blossoms are calculated to yield $113,-
oco. At Cromwell, Connecticut, A. N.
Pierson’s place consists of eighteen acres,
over which, perpendicularly and at angles,
there are 800,000 square feet, or nearly nine-
teen acres, of glass. Ellwanger and Barry,
at Rochester, have laboratories covering
five hundred acres. They grow 300,000
hardy roses a year, yielding $175,000. Jack-
son and Perkins, originators of “Dorothy
Perkins,” have at Newark, New York, 1,000
different varieties in specimen grounds, their
extensive establishment being the conse-
quence of Mr. Perkins’s love of roses as an
amateur.

M. H. Walsh’s great gardens at Wood’s
Hole, Massachusetts, which English and
Irish and French have honored for remark-
able hybridizings and discoveries, the Waban
Nurseries in Massachusetts, and those of
Hoops Brothers, at Westchester, Pennsyl-
vania, are each as big as an Iowa farm. And
the Schmidt “works” at Erfurt, Germany,
whence the “Veilchenblau” came, impress
one as being in some distant way compara-
ble with the great Krupp gun factories.

These, rather than the amateurs, are the
modern Deucalions who are repeopling the
earth with flowers to defy seasons.

This year you will begin to hear of these
new roses: E. G. Hill’s *“ Rose Queen,” of-
fered after four years’ trial; his “Mrs.
Aaron Ward,” a ‘“‘tea,” derived from ex-
periments of a raiser in Lyons, France;
“Sunburst,” of the same lineage, strangely
distinct in every point, enormous in size,
“in color like a Rocky Ford melon.” Of
these Mr. Hill has the American rights;
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plants will be sent out simultaneously in
this country and in Europe, and are expect-
ed to take rank with Dickson’s Irish
“Killarney’’ and with “Richmond.” “Rhea
Reid,” announces Mr. Hill, ““is my chief new
American—a grand bedder, and successfully
forced around Boston and Chlcago—harsh
winds have so little terror for it.”

“American Climber,” produced by Co-
nard and Jones, is regarded as one of the
finest recent American introductions; it is
pink, with a large circle of white at the cen-
ter, and remarkable for its beauty and vigor.

At Boston’s spring show, the American
Rose Society’s prizes went, first, to Thomas
‘Roland for his ‘“ Baby Rambler’’ and also a
first to Mr. Walsh’s “Hiawatha.” It indi-
cates what still must be striven for, that
the society’s gold medal for the best new
rose was withheld this year.

New variations—no expert can remem-
ber half of them—have been struggling
along literally under names from cabbages
to kings. The ancient adage that a rose by
any other name would smell as sweet, holds
true. Few connoisseurs will dispute that
the old Cabbage Rose is still about the
sweetest and most aristocratic of all.

As I sense the flower, one ideal name was

that for the American “Rose d’Amour,” .

found now mostly in English gardens. There
is something fine in “American Beauty,”
“Daybreak,” “La France,” “Coupe de
Hébé,” “Cleopatra.”

Red corpuscles must ever be associated
with this bloom, so one may like as names
“Maréchal Niel,” “ Général Jacqueminot,”
“General Washington,” “Oriflamme de St.
Louis,” “Admiral Nelson.”

Modern creators of new types have hap-
hazard methods of christening. One under-
stands ‘Climbing Liberty,” got by Mere-
wether of England in the time of Lloyd
George and the restriction of the Lords, or
‘“ Aviator Bleriot,” of a vigorous climbing
habit, originated in 1gog after the first air
crossing of the English Channel. But why
such names as “John Hopper,” or “Dr.
Hogg,” or “Mrs. John Laing,” or “Climb-
ing Bessie Johnson’’?

It is no slight fame to have an admirable
rose named for one. Who Mrs. John Laing
was, or whether Bessie Johnson was a tom-
boy, is forgotten; but the roses by their
names have gone throughout English,
French, German, and American gardens.
Last year at Bagatelle, the Municipal Gar-
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dens of Paris, “ Rhea Reid”’ was the toast of
breeders from all Europe. E. G. Hill, who
bred it, tells me it was called after the
beautiful brunette daughter of the railroad
manipulator, Daniel G. Reid, now Mrs. Top-
ping, who, like Mr. Hill, also was “raised”
in Richmond. It was for the wife of Admiral
Aaron Ward that Mr. Hill named his new
American “tea,” “Mrs. Aaron Ward.”

Admiral Ward makes it a conscientious
duty to warn rose amateurs on this subject
of names, saying: ‘“Be on guard against
those who announce productions of novel-
ties under American names, which are roses
well known by the names bestowed upon
them by the real originator across the ocean.
“Helen Gould” is really “Balduin,” “Vir-
ginia R. Cox” is really “ Gruss an Teplitz.”

Said my friend the rosarian:

“Investigation assures me that ‘Ameri-
can Beauty’ is not American at all—only
another name for theFrench ‘ Madame Ferdi-
nand Jamain.” Ellwanger’s book on ‘The
Rose,’ published in the early eighties, did
not mention this. The real identity of
‘American Beauty’ had not then been es-
tablished.”

All roses being either white or yellow or
red—barring the two new blues (you will
hear of the second presently)—imagine how
breeders are put to it to indicate new tints!
They have to hybridize words for their hy-
bridized products.

Only some fifty shades of red are men-
tioned in dictionaries. Here are the results:

Flesh-pink; warm salmon; carnation-
pink; velvety-carmine; rose-carmine; pome-
granate; carmine-pink ; peach-coral; silvery-
rose; nasturtium-red; moss-red; rosy-lilac;
shaded violet; rosy-copper; reﬂex-ca.rmme
brick; madder with silvery reflexes; crimson-
ma.roon; scarlet-vermilion; browm'sh; fiery;
velvety-purple-red; cherry; gleaming.

As for the yellow, there are: citron; golden
orange; canary ; lemon-chrome; orange; saf-
fron; ochre; orange-tinted saffron-yellow;
Prussian yellow; reddish-gold; apricot;
primrose; bronzy; sunset.

In white there are: silver-white; pure; vel-
vet shaded with heliotrope; ivory; white
overlaid with blush; shaded-green; alabas-
ter; creamy; porcelain margined with mauve;
flesh-white; sulphur-white; nacre; splin-
tered ice.

“Novelty has its attractions,” remarked
the rosarian, “but the inherent trouble is
that it does not wear well. In every relation
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of life you come back for wearing qualities
to the true, the normal, and the natural.

Only truth smells sweet and looks good to
you forever!’’

“As for the blue rose—the one we have
before us?” I brought the rosarian back
to the plant he had imported.

“Ah, but it isn’t blue!” he exclaimed.
“Only a sort of lavender!”

“But how did Schmidt get so far?”’

“That he doesn’t disclose, except to say
that one parent was a seedling of the ‘Crim-
son Rambler,’ a variation of Wichuraiana.”

New hazards and enterprises in hybridiz-
ing are always done sub rosa. (You know
how that phrase came into the language?
The rose was the flower feigned to have been
given to Cupid as a bribe to Harpocrates,
the god of silence, and from this sprang the
custom of hanging a rose from the chande-
lier at secret conclaves.) Prospecting for
precious metals in wild territories, financing
a war in Wall Street—these are not sur-
rounded by muter, completer efforts to
“keep it quiet’’ than are the tests and pa-
tient sorcery of rosarians in soils, lights,
and contrary breedings, to try to bring
some illusory supposition to a triumphant
reality.

So my friend was not surprised that in
Herr Schmidt’s explanation, the patient,
scientific, delving German hybridist, while
acknowledging that his product was not
true blue, did not tell how he had got so far
toward it.

“¢Veilchenblau,”” wrote Herr Schmidt,
“is a direct seedling of the ‘Crimson Ram-
bler,” not cultivated by fructification with
another kind. By culture of several years,
the new kind has rested constant. There
have been no dosings with' chemicals.
The flowers appear in large umbels, are
semi-double, and of medium size; when
opening, partly reddish lilac, partly rose li-
lac, changing to amethyst, and, when fading,
steel-blue; the general impression is that of
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the March violet. The color changes ac-
cording to the place and soil. It has a sub-
stantial growth, pleasant tea scent, bright
green foliage, and few but sharp thorns; up
to the present it never has been attacked by
mildew, and is one of the hardiest climbers.
Trials of crossing with sorts apt for this
purpose will be made; and probably we
shall soon be able to greet the much-longed-
for cornflower-blue rose.”

So it was merely ‘“ the bluest” rose so far
achieved, this dull, gawky plant with stout,
fat stems, and, at the top, absurdly inade-
quate blossoms!

“No earnest striver would be content
with it,” said my friend the rosarian, and
the propagator plainly was of the same
mind.

You may imagine how profoundly Bri-
tannia was stirred by the recent actual de-
livery of this almost blue rose from Germany
—the country which can most easily stir
her up.

Immediately there came announcement
of a “true blue”’ rose which would be put on
the market the coming autumn, and make
the German near-blue look as out of date
as a ten-year-old battleship.

Immense throughout the rosarian world
was the sensation. The breeder’s name and
nationality were withheld. No absolute
distrust was expressed; there was only a po-
lite gesture indicating a resigned wish to
wait till autumn and see what the new rose
is like.

I have chased this second new blue
through the Duchy of Luxembourg, where
they know as much of roses as Holland
does. of tulips; through France, through
America, and through England. It was
located in England, but this was all that
could be learned:

‘“It was bred by Alfred Smith, Downley,
High Wycombe, Bucks, England.”

How it came into being is still sub rosa.
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