AN INV]

By RANDALL

HOUGH you might ride on
the train through Brooks,
Oregon, without knowing it,
yet this tiny village has been
red-marked by the entire
world of science. And all because
here was located a humble little
country church, where a Catholic
priest—
Father
George
Schoener—
came to re-
gain his
health.
Doubtless
there were
those who
thought that
the modest,
scholarly
clergyman
was burying
himself in ob-
scurity, when
he stored his
7,000-volume
library and
migrated to
the heart of
the old
French
prairie settle-
ment of the lower Willamette Valley.
But, on the contrary, it was the hand-
clasp of opportunity—the chance for
which he had longed.
~ Back in Switzerland the young man
~ had varied his study for the priesthood
' by specializing in botany and geology for
- two years, but in the crowded parishes
~of our eastern cities he had found little
chance to continue his nature studies. In
his new country parish, however, Father
 Schoener lost no time in classifying the
- plants of the surrounding fields and
woods. Among others he found four-
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teen varieties of wild rose, and his mind
turned to the possibility of perfecting
established varieties of roses, and de-
veloping new varieties.

Father Schoener’s first experimental
garden was his churchyard,
every square foot of which was
utilized. Then he borrowed a
little patch of
ground from
his black-
smith neigh-
bor, and an-
other from
the railroad
right-of-way.
He became
expert in
pollenizing
and budding.
He searched
theplant
world, not re-
stricting him-
self to roses,
experiment-
ing with
other flowers
and with
fruits and
with vege-
tables, in
order to learn

and improving fruits and flowers,

more about roses.

Though still little known at home,
Father Schoener's name began to be re-
peated among scientists. He came to be
regarded as one of the world’s leading
exponents of the Mendel theory of plant
evolution. Last year, he imported more
than ten thousand rose plants alone. One
thousand of these plants were the gift of
the English woman, Miss E. A. Wilmott;
a world authority on wild roses. Like-~
wise, Father Schoener has been pre-
sented with plants by the Canadian Gov-
ernment, and our own Department of
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Agriculture last spring sent him nearly
one thousand different plants, gathered
by government explorers in all parts of
the world. He has also collected plants
from Alaska, from Japan, and other dis-
tant lands. , :

Father Schoener has under develop-
ment many promising beautiful varieties
of roses. One of his most spec-
tacular developments is the Caroline
Testout rose with a blossom eight inches
across, growing on a sweet briar twenty
feet high. From the commercial angle,
he believes he can establish rose varieties
that will enable the mild Willamette Val-
ley to produce the $4,000,000 worth of
rose -oil now annually imported from
Europe.

Father Schoener has achieved other
notable results—for example, his new
Willamette berry, a combination of the
raspberry and the blackberry; and a
combined cherry-plum that seems to have
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promise for commercial drying. He has
developed an evergreen raspberry, by
hybridizing a local and an imported
Japanese variety. IHe has combined the
wild plum and the wild apricot. A freak-
ish development is his rose-apple—a
Spitzenburg apple crossed with a wild
rose, resulting in an ornamental tree with
bright red fruit very suitable for mar-
malade and jelly. He is developing a
special variety of corn, adapted to the
local climate. His new garden peas are
pronounced delicious, and are eaten hulls
and all, like string beans.

A few months ago a fire destroyed the
church and Father Schoener’s parish
house, and ‘it was essential that he seek
new quarters. From among several in-
vitations, Father Schoener accepted that
of a committee of prominent Portland
citizens, who provided grounds and the

financial support that will enable him to

devote his entire time to his work.

SCIENTIFIC FIRE RESCUERS

By GRIFFIN BARRY

OUR men entered a cellar in

Forty-eighth Street, New York

City, this last winter, to empty

out a drum of acid sulphur

chloride—the gas used in trench
warfare in Europe. They
- emptied it, well enough, by
means of buckets, as an old
fire brigade would have
done; but when the job was
finished, and they went out
in the open air, their clothes
fell from them. The nickel
on their helmets—for they
were firemen—was eaten off,
their shoes were in tatters,
and their hands were badly
burned. The city provided
them with new clothes, and
the burns healed in the
course of a week or two, and
everyone forgot about it.. It

was merely one of the many jobs that
fall to the queerest fire squad in the
world.

The Rescue Squad is an invention of
Fire Commissioner Robert Adamson of

THE BLOWPIPE FOR STEEL CUTTING

"Logether with the two tanks for gases, it forms part
of the squad’s equipment,



