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Tapestry of Roses

I think of my gardening 
style as “Gertrude Jekyll 
and Tasha Tudor move 
to California and have a 
baby.” . . . see page 6

Book Review

Because so many writers, 
past and present, write in 
an echo chamber, echo-
ing each other rather than 
researching to confirm 
their material, this book 
review begins with several 
corrections Derkenne has 
made to rose literature after 
ten years of research. . . .  
see page 14

Remembering Bill Grant

He gave up on modern 
roses which he observed 
as too prone to fungal 
diseases and requiring 
too much care; he quickly 
gravitated toward species 
and heritage roses . . .  
see page 16

Sissinghurst Meets the  
Wild West

When my then husband 
and I bought the four 
steep acres on the shoul-
der of Sonoma Mountain 
in 2000, he was thinking 
orchard. I thought, sure, 
an orchard, but first the 
tomatoes and zucchini.  
And some flowers. . . .  
see page 10

‘Louise Odier’

Six Louises emerge from 
the Odier family tree. . . .  
Three facts offer them-
selves as clues that the 
daughter is the namesake 
of the rose . . . see page 3
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‘Louise Odier’:  
Most of the Story at Last

Darrell g.h. Schramm

In our 21st century world of much uncertainty, one longs for some 
assuredness. Looking back so that we might look forward can be a 
solution. But the past is not always forthcoming, not a guaranteed 
assurance. Take, for instance, our knowledge of the old Bourbon 
rose ‘Louise Odier’ and her namesake.

To unwind the tangled yarn of guesswork and uncertainty, we must 
study old references and the large family tree of Odiers. In that 

‘Louise Odier’ (photo by D. Schramm)

GIVING TO A NOAH’S ARK OF ROSES

You might call the Vintage Rose Collection a Noah’s Ark of roses. While we 
have more than two of many sorts, in other cases we may have only one; 
regardless, the collection first and foremost is about preservation. Few rose 
collections in the world contain such a wide selection of old and modern 
roses. Our aim is to duplicate these roses for public and private curators as 
a way to further preserve them.

The Vintage Collection has already provided rose DNA for research 
at Strausbourg in France, provided roses for pigment research at Kobe 
University in Japan, Noisette and Tea roses for studies conducted at Florida 
Southern College in Lakeland, and Teas and Chinas for gene research at 
Texas A&M University.

Meanwhile, the approximately 4000 roses in containers and in the 
ground require ongoing maintenance. Among them are many of the rarest 
and oldest varieties and species known. But without your support, these 
roses can and will disappear. In other years we have orchestrated Dirt Days 
for volunteers to help us care for the plants. Alas! Because of the coronavirus 
pandemic this past year, we have been unable to schedule any Dirt Days.

If you have not already become a member of The Friends of Vintage 
Roses, please consider becoming a Guardian of the Rose, making a monthly 
contribution of $10 or more. Be a Noah. Be part of a legacy that passes on 
an irreplaceable resource to future generations.

And please read what our curator has to say in this issue’s report on the 
collection. There are ways that volunteers are helping now, and you can 
too! Many donors are joining the Guardians and taking advantage of our 
‘Pre-Sale’ to place an early order for our sales. We expect to offer an online 
sale in April and again this summer and fall.
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tree we find three James Odiers and five Louise Odiers. One James 
displayed a strong interest in horticulture, showing his flowers at 
exhibitions, and was very much alive when the rose ‘Louise Odier’ 
was released in 1851. A second James Odier, an uncle of the former, 
had died in 1804. A second cousin to the first James was born in 
1832 and would have been only seventeen when the rose was intro-
duced—which fact does not necessarily exclude him, but he could 
not have put out the many and other flowers already released at so 
young an age. Thus our man of the hours is Jacques (called James) 
Odier (1798–1864).

This James Odier was a banker, not a nurseryman as has been 
claimed, or rather not a commercial nurseryman. (Most of the 
Odiers were bankers or textile manufacturers associated with the 
great international merchant bank Lombard-Odier & Co. founded 
in 1796. A few were lawyers, doctors, and the like.) He had married 
Wilhelmine Sillem with whom he sired three children. Whereas 
most of the large Odier family lived in Geneva, this James lived at 
his Chateau de Bellevue—now a ruin—in Meudon, a suburb of 
southwestern Paris, where he indulged his interest in floriculture.

Nothing I have found in the old literature suggests he was a com-
mercial nurseryman. According to the journal The Horticulturist in 
1854, while his head gardener Jacques Duval bred the flowers, it was 
Odier who introduced at least twenty pelargoniums, one named for 
himself and another ‘Mme James Odier’, as well as ‘Adele Odier’ (his 
cousin), ‘Adolphe Odier’ (his son), ‘Gustave Odier’ (another son), 
‘Edouard Miellez’, ‘Ernest Duval’ and ‘Aurelie Duval’. Auguste Miellez 
eventually bought Odier’s pelargonium collection. Odier also raised 
peonies (one bears his name) and numerous pansies. A white phlox 
also named for him was exhibited at the Paris Universal Exhibition 
in 1878. Odier also bred an early Hybrid Tea, ‘Gigantesque’ in 1849. 
Neoporteria odieri, a South American cactus, is named for him.

As for the namesake of the rose ‘Louise Odier’, what little we orig-
inally knew comes from Brent Dickerson’s speculation in 2001: 

‘Louise Odier’ illustration by 
Bricogne
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“Possibly named after the wife or daughter of James Odier, nurse-
ryman of Bellevue, near Paris, active at the time ‘Louise Odier’ was 
introduced.” We know now that the rose was not named for his wife 
Wilhelmine, nor that he was, technically speaking, a nurseryman 
operating a horticultural business. (Indeed, his banking operations 
were complicated and merit a story in themselves.) 

Six Louises emerge from the Odier family tree: a great-grandmother, 
three deceased aunts, one first cousin once removed, and James 
Odier’s own daughter Claire Louise (1833–1874). Three facts offer 
themselves as clues that the daughter is the namesake of the rose:  
1) The French are often called by their second name; thus, if the 
tradition was followed, she was known as Louise; 2) James Odier 
had already named flowers, all pelargoniums, for the other members 
of his immediate family—his wife ‘Mme James Odier’, and his two 
sons ‘Adolphe Odier’ and ‘Gustave Odier’—not to mention himself. It 
would seem only right now to name a flower for his daughter;  
3) More importantly, his daughter Louise was married to the promi-
nent General Cavaignac (for whom Margottin also named a rose) in 
1851, the very year the rose was introduced. No doubt it was named 
to celebrate and honor his daughter for her engagement or wedding.

I agree with Dickerson and Peter Harkness that it may not have 
been Margottin who bred the rose but only introduced it. He was a 
famous rose breeder; Odier and Duval were not. But while it could 
have been Odier who bred the rose, on the other hand it may have 
been Jacques Duval, the head gardener, who, after all, had bred 
Odier’s pelargoniums and geraniums, if not also the other flowers. 
Odier, as his superior, would have taken credit as the exhibiter of 
the many greenhouse productions at Bellevue. In fact, the German 
publication Gärtenflora, volume 8, 1859, page 106, declares boldly 
that the Odier-Pelargoniums bear the name of “the banker James 
Odier in Paris in whose garden Bellevue near Paris the first varie-
ties were bred” but that the credit ought to go “to the intelligent 
gardener of Mr. Odier, Jacques Duval” and ought to be called “the 

Duval-Pelargoniums.” It was a pitiful state of affairs, the author 
went on, frequently met with in this world when one takes the glory 
for another’s endeavors. Indeed, it may be Duval, now become a 
recognized horticulturist in his own right, who bred the rose ‘Louise 
Odier’. Margottin merely introduced it.

To be fair, however, I set down this fact: In the June 1883 issue 
of Journal des Roses, Jacques Margottin clearly states that it was he 
himself who grew a seedling from ‘Emile Courtier’, which he then 
pollinated with ‘Comice de Seine-et-Marne’ or ‘Dupetit Thouars’ or 
‘George Cavier’ or perhaps yet another dark rose. From one of these 
came the rose he named ‘Louise Odier’. By then James Odier had 
died, in 1864, as had Jacques Duval, in 1876, so who was to contra-
dict Margottin? And speaking of contradictions, in that same article, 
Margottin stated that the rose was of “great vigor’ but at the end of 
it contradicted himself, claiming, “Its growth is of medium vigor.” 
Did he really breed ‘Louise Odier’? Why do I not believe him? Three 
years before he wrote the above article, he had convinced a wealthy 
client to buy the rights to a rose he had seen at an exhibition, to 
which he changed the original name then claimed the rose as his 
own. Fortunately, the fraud was discovered. Again, why do I distrust 
Margottin?

Perhaps we should say simply that a Jacques bred it, for all three 
men concerned—Odier, Margottin, and Duval—carry the first name 
of Jacques.

But this was meant to be the story of the rose. And so it is, but I’m 
trying to get it right.

In short. Louise Odier was the daughter of James Odier, banker, and 
wife of General Cavaignac, known for his successful military campaign 
in Algiers and later Prime Minister for France for about six months in 
1848 when Napoleon III defeated him in running for President.

The rose: ’Louise Odier’ is stunning! Grown as a shrub or short 
climber, she produces erect canes with roses on long, somewhat 
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arching stems, given to an easily countable number of prickles, 
reflexed and maroon but turning greyish white with age. Some 
shade will do this lady no harm. The flowers are full, large, luxu-
riant, and richly perfumed. They bear a classic, old-world appear-
ance in a warm, affluent pink, their central petals sometimes rather 
quartered, sometimes more ruffled, while the rest have layered 
themselves carefully in circles around them in a camellia-like, 
shapely and formal fashion. Recurrent and floriferous, they pride 
themselves as excellent cut flowers. In my garden, I find ‘Louise 
Odier’ lowering slightly her perfectly coiffured head in a modesty 
she does not feel, eye still peering upward, knowing the lingering 
observer approves of her elegant charm. “She’s a beauty,” Keith 
Money wrote in 1985, “and she knows it.” But enthralled, any 
other observer and I worship at her feet. ■

A Tapestry 
of Roses
Theresa Doss

My love of vin-
tage roses began 
in the early 
1990s in my first 
garden, where a 
huge old plant of 
‘Emily Gray’ trav-
eled over twenty 
feet along an old 
grape stake fence 
that bordered 
the edge of our 
property. I was 
smitten with her 
glossy foliage, 
her rich apricot 
blooms, and 

the sheer tenacity of a rose that could thrive without irrigation in a 
climate near the Oregon border and only a five minute walk to the 
beach, near Trinidad, CA.

I soon discovered that a rosarian named Cynthia Graebner was 
selling old rose plants nearby from her garden in Arcata. She mailed 
a list of her offerings and later sold plants at the farmer’s market 
on the Arcata plaza. Some of the plants I bought from her long 
ago made the trip to West Marin and still grow in my garden here. 
‘Tuscany Superb’ and ‘Complicata’ are just two of the many old 
roses she dug up from suckers of her plants, and sold to gardeners 

‘Tuscany Superb’ mixes with ‘Ballerina’. ‘The Garland’ is 
on the right. (all photos by Theresa Doss)Guest Gardeners  ➥

Among our friends and supporters are many talented gardeners 
who have made old and rare roses a part of their landscapes and 
lives. This year we begin a series of articles by these gardeners 
which we hope will inspire you. Like so many of us over this past 
year, they have found new inspiration, tranquility and reward in 
gardening. We introduce here our ‘Guest Gardeners’ for this issue, 
Theresa Doss in West Marin County and Margaret Spaulding in  
the Valley of the Moon.
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like me who were just beginning to discover the beauty of old roses.

When we bought our property here in West Marin it was unfenced, 
with lots of large old trees, but no landscaping. Deer roamed 
through the property looking for their breakfast, lunch, and din-
ner. Once we put up a six foot perimeter fence, we had a clean slate 
to work with—an acre of live oaks, bay laurels, Douglas firs, and 
100-year-old jubeas and redwoods, planted just after the turn of the 
century, when our place was a summer getaway for a San Francisco 
doctor and his family. Gardening under a canopy of old trees has 
been a challenge, but I’ve learned to take advantage of every patch 
of sunlight available. A huge plant of ‘Cl. Mlle. Cecile Brunner’ 
grows up into the south side of a huge redwood. ‘The Garland’ 

shares the trunk of a dead oak with woodbine and clematis “Little 
Bas.” ‘Long John Silver’ winds its way up and around the trunk of a 
century old date palm.

I think of my gardening style as “Gertrude Jekyll and Tasha Tudor 
move to California and have a baby.” I love playing with color, and 
vintage roses provide such a deep, rich palette of hues to marry 
together, both in the garden and in the vase. I remember thinking to 
myself when starting my garden here twenty two years ago, that my 
dream was to grow so many roses that I could pick bouquets to my 
heart’s content, and not make a dent in the overall garden picture. 
About 130+ roses later, I think I’ve met my goal. To me, a rose gar-
den should be more than just a collection of roses. I love blending 

above: ‘Autumn’, a 1965 Hybrid Tea; right: ‘Rosa mundi’ and ‘Charles de Mills’
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the colors and textures of perennials, annuals, vines, shrubs and 
flowering bulbs into the tapestry to complete the garden picture, 
and provide an interesting blend of offerings in the vase. Along 
with roses, my garden is home to about twenty different hydrangeas 
(many heirloom varieties from Vintage Gardens), several types of 
viburnums, dozens of varieties of lilies, bearded iris, and clematis, 
to name a few companions. I tend to let my roses grow as big as 
they care to. I love exuberant, billowing roses left to grow to their 
heart’s content. Visitors sometimes complain that their cars can 
barely make it through the driveway without getting grazed by rose 
canes.

As soon as we moved 
to Marin, I discovered 
Vintage Gardens and 
Gregg and Phillip. I 
was one of the lucky 
gardeners who lived 
close enough to drive 
to their nursery on 
a whim and wander 
through the rows of 
one gallon and band 
sized plants, dazzled 
by the dizzying variety 
of colors and scents. I 
brought home plants 
that captivated my 
senses—roses like 
‘Chateau Frontenac’ 
and ‘Glendora’, 
who might not have 
grabbed my attention 
just from their catalog 

above: a mixed bouquet; right: ‘M Tillier’ and ‘Reve 
d’Or’ mingling to their heart’s content
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descriptions, but in person were so fragrant and rich in color that 
they were impossible to ignore. I made the pilgrimage to their open 
garden event every Mother’s Day weekend, where I was inspired 
by the rich offerings of plantings and lush garden beds. Strolling 
down the alley of climbers was always the highlight for me, where 
‘Climbing Red Talisman’ mingled with ‘Climbing Lady Hillingdon’, 
and Tea Noisettes like ‘Reve d’ Or’ and ‘Elie Beauvillain’ grew to 
perfection. I wanted to grow them all!

Gardens are an oasis of peace, 
comfort, and clarity in a world 
that can often be chaotic, stress-
ful, and troubling. There have 
been moments when I felt a little 
overwhelmed by all the chores 
that beg to be finished—the 
endless summer watering, winter 
pruning, battles with blackber-
ries, having to give up on a plant 
that just isn’t worthy of the real 
estate it occupies—but when I sit 
quietly among the roses and take 
in the sheer beauty and perfec-
tion of the luscious mix of colors 
and textures nature has to offer, I 
remind myself that I am forever 

grateful to live in 
our little slice of par-
adise. How lucky am 
I to live in our cli-
mate—the same cli-
mate that graces The 
Friends of Vintage 
Roses collection! 
I’m fortunate to be 
able to grow Gallicas 
and Damasks, as 
well as tender Teas 
and Chinas. Now if I 
only had a few more 
sunny spots . . . ■

 above: ‘Crepuscule’; right: a mixed bouquet
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Sissinghurst Meets the Wild West  
PART 1
Margaret Spaulding

This will be a tale of two gardens. Part One of the tale describes 
what I call the Lower Garden, the first to get developed, which 
bears a passing resemblance to a young, rowdy, droughty version 
of Sissinghurst, the famous garden in Kent, England, created by 
the writer and rebel Vita Sackville-West in the early 20th century. 
In Part 2 of this article we’ll explore where the Lower Garden, as it 
climbs westward, becomes more unruly, steeper, and a melting pot 
of California natives along with Asian and European roses, as well 
as some native species roses. This Upper Garden eventually merges 
into the oak woodland at the western border (and the former east-
ern edge of Jack London’s Beauty Ranch).

The first effort to create my dream garden didn’t start out as a rose 
garden. When my then husband and I bought the four steep acres on 
the shoulder of Sonoma Mountain in 2000, he was thinking orchard. 
I thought, sure, an orchard, but first the tomatoes and zucchini. 
And some flowers. Typical part-time escapees from San Francisco, 

we craved Sonoma’s summer 
weather. Tack on a comfort-
able house with a big deck and 
views over the Valley of the 
Moon, all good. Now, about 
those tomatoes. 

First, a deer fence; even city 
slickers like us knew about 
deer. We enclosed about 40 x 
80 feet, at the lowest, eastern 
end, and I started to dig. Oh 
my. It’s called cobbly clay, 
among other descriptions, 
but they all have clay in them. 
OK, we can cope. I had a con-
tractor deliver pick-up loads 
of top soil and begin creating 

plots for those fruit trees. First in were four olives from a friend, 
an apple the sellers left for me, then a pear, peach, apricot, cherry, 
pomegranates and persimmons. Most survived but several didn’t.

The first two roses came from the olive tree friend: both are 
‘Madame Alfred Carriere’, the utterly awesome Tea-Noisette; they 
thrived and remain keystone plants. 

For several years we continued to spend four or five days in S.F. 
then tear up on weekends so I could throw myself at the yard. I 
filled many sleep deprived nights in the city worrying about the 
haphazard irrigation system (mainly soakers on timers, lots of 

above left: ‘Souvenir du Dr Jamain’ (left); above right: ‘Maurice Bernardin’  
(all photos by Margaret Spaulding)

‘Leda’
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them), the rodents, the plan-
ning, the opportunities, and 
mainly my own ignorance. I 
started pouring through books. 
Increasingly, I wanted to be on 
the land, to live full time in the 
garden.

Meantime, the soil got treated 
to amendment and top soil 
and—well, you know. Muscle.  
I learned to use and love a mat-
tock, still my favorite garden-
ing tool, in various sizes and 
designs. 

Prowling around the property 
I discovered a handful of roses 
left by the previous owner, 
struggling and looking discour-
aged. We dug them up, moved 
them inside the fence. The 
only two that survived seem 
to be the startlingly beautiful 
Floribunda ‘Intrigue’, and a 
Hybrid Tea (or so I think) that 
I haven’t identified. But sud-
denly, I realized my destiny: 
This crazy slope covered with 
blackberry, coyote bush, vinca, 
Agapanthus and, did I say 
blackberry? would succumb to 
my mattock and become—a 
Rose Garden. Oh, with some 
fruit trees. 

For the next decade, after giving up trying to write a book and sur-
viving a divorce, I slowly became a gardener, and a rose gardener, at 
that. Oh, with some fruit trees and tomatoes and zucchini, etc.

And also, slowly, the steep, rocky terrain yielded to terraces. One 
terrace at a time. With paths. On each terrace some roses found 
homes. None of this would have happened with such joy and 
success had it not been for Vintage Gardens. Another collaborator 
emerged from a longtime friendship with a woman in Italy who, 
after raising two kids, and being the dutiful wife to her success-
ful tech husband, decided to go back to college and complete her 
degree. She ended up writing her final paper (in Italian) on the 
works of Vita Sackville-West and her gardens. My friend passed her 
course and we both discovered the magic of old roses. 

For one thing, I discovered Gallicas. Living in the drought-bedeviled 
Sonoma Valley (and it’s hotter and drier than ever now), the whole 
idea of growing roses seemed preposterous and very irresponsi-
ble. But Gallicas and many, if not all, of the Ramblers, Centifolias, 
Albas, etc—those old European, once blooming wonders—well, 
they can act like camels in the summer, waiting for the first rains of 
the fall to replenish their roots. Bless them. All year long they serve 
as lovely shrubs, prunable, with an occasional surprise treat perhaps 
late in the year of a few blooms, then in April, kaboom! Color and 
scent and all the madness of rose exuberance.

At some point early on, since even I can’t be totally satisfied with 
roses that bloom so briefly, to accommodate my growing passion, 
we realized the big roof over the five-stall horse barn would make 
a good rain water collector. From the roof to the gutters, into down 
spouts, and into what are now 10 plastic tanks that together hold 
about 20,000 gallons every winter, to be lavished on the thirstier 
roses in this lower garden all summer. For irrigation, I turn myself 
into a system, holding the end of a hose for hours every day during 
our long hot months, as I monitor, tend, water, and water some 

top to bottom: ‘Creekside Manor’ (Jean 
Bach Sisley), ‘Kathleen’, ‘Variegata di 
Bologna’ 
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more almost every one of the 
more than 300 roses and other 
plants on the hillside. True, 
they don’t all need water, but 
they all enjoy some and since 
the drought-tolerant roses 
have ended up next to an HT 
or Hybrid Perpetual or other 
guzzler, an installed watering 
system would never serve me 
well.

As anyone who gardens on 
a hillside knows, for plants 
that need food and water, 
you need a level space for a 
basin around each one. To 
get level you need a terrace. 
For a quarter acre you need 
a lot of terraces. Funny thing 
about this shoulder of Sonoma 
Mountain: it moves down hill. 
Every year the terraces that 
were flat before have sloped a 
few degrees, requiring at least 
minor adjustments. Most of 
the terraces in the lower gar-
den consist of rock ledges. In 
the early days I carved those 
ledges out of the clay and piled 
stones, mainly purchased field 
stone, to anchor them. Being 
incorrigibly impatient, I never 
took enough time, and my 

constructions lacked permanence. Over the years my colleague, the 
multi-talented, plant-savvy, garden-loving Alejandro, has rebuilt 
the walls to resemble old world (okay, maybe not quite the Cinque 
Terre, but close) hillsides and provide fitting sites for the old roses 
they support.

Back to Sissinghurst: several of the most dramatic summer (well, 
April–May) bloomers are among Sackville-West’s favorites: Gallicas, 
namely the eponymous ‘Sissinghurst Castle’, ‘Cardinal Richilieu’, 
‘Tuscan Superb’, ‘La Belle Sultane’, and so on, over 20 now. From 
the deck of the house we look down on the Lower Garden, so 
all those tall, climbing, rambling, scrambling, domineering 
roses (‘Clytemnestra’ and ‘Silver Moon’, for example) along with 
‘Mutabilis’, ‘Orfeo’ and ‘Kathleen’ and a dozen others, form a can-
opy of delight.

As the garden has grown, both the fruit trees and those monster 
roses have created shade, so more and more Hybrid Musks and a 
few Polyanathas have been tucked in. Every year brings new chal-
lenges, moving this rose to the greenhouse for intensive care, that 
one back into the garden in a more propitious location. Prune back 
the olives, no, way back. More. And on and on, with joy and humil-
ity, still learning, still stumbling, still finding meaning to life in 
this place. And that’s just the Lower Garden, about one third of the 
whole. Soon, we’ll climb uphill and look at the rest. ■

top to bottom: ‘Mutabilis’ and ‘Salita’, 
‘Guinee’ and ‘Campanile’, ‘Orfeo’ 

ALERTS

• Because of the need for physical distancing, Dirt Days for 
2021 have been suspended until further notice.

• May 1st: Coronavirus permitting, we will have a Rose 
show, Vintage rose sale, and possible Old Cars show near 
Santa Rosa. Mark your calendars
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Curator’s Update—New Directions
Gregg Lowery

The past few years have 
shifted our fundrais-
ing efforts towards the 
propagation and sale of 
roses from the collec-
tion. Personal outreach 
at public events has 
stalled because of the 
pandemic.Yet, even 
before 2020 we had 
come to realize that 
events can exhaust our 
volunteers and often 
fail to raise the funds 
we need for maintain-
ing the plants. Rose 
sales have grown very 
popular for us, and I 
understand why: the 
availability of old and 
unusual roses in the US—even just in Northern California—has 
shrunk dramatically.

Varieties like ‘Autumn Damask’, the old climber ‘Lady Waterlow’, 
and the Noisette ‘Chromatella’ were fairly easily obtained ten years 
ago. Today it is unusual for even one of these to be found in an 
American nursery, either locally or by mail. Only a tiny scattering 
of classic Hybrid Teas like ‘Crimson Glory’, ‘Gruss an Aachen’, and 
‘Mrs. Pierre S. Dupont’ are sold today. We have reached the point 

of no return if small nurseries are unable to keep these treasures in 
reach of gardeners.

Our preservation mission has led us since the beginning to prop-
agate this collection in order to get it into the hands of those who 
commit to sharing the responsibility for saving old roses. The most 
popular aspect of our Dirt Days with volunteers has been the rooting 
of cuttings. And being able to sell plants, even under the restrictions 
of COVID19 and our inability to ship plants, has increasingly helped 
us to underwrite the costs of maintaining several thousand mother 
plants. So we look forward to 2021 as a banner year for the Friends 
to offer plants for sale. We hope this will supplement the many won-
derful rose nurseries that still ship an astonishing variety of roses.

This year in our newsletters and on our website I will be sharing 
information about commercial nurseries, rose groups and non-prof-
its who continue to offer choices to rose gardeners. I hope that 
in this way our efforts can underscore the value of our small rose 
nurseries in America.

Our first rose sale for 2021 will begin in April with an online catalog 
and orders placed online for pickup here in Sebastopol. 

OUR WORK FOR 2021

This year we must turn our attention back to portions of the 
in-ground collection that need rejuvenation. Two areas are slated 
for replanting; the Damask Perpetual section, including the oldest 
of our re-blooming roses, and the China and Tea rose borders with 
the Tea-Noisette rose walls. These sections of the garden have tra-
ditionally been the most popular displays of our collection. We’ve 
propagated several hundred roses to replace losses in these sections 
and our goal is to end this year with those gardens renewed. We 
begin our work with some weed clearing and rejuvenation of the 
pathways to be gravel packed. And we aim to install permanent 

Garden scene (photo by G. Lowery) 
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irrigation to both areas. Our longterm goal is to reduce the number 
of mother plants being cared for in pots.

BE A GUARDIAN AND EARN OUR PRE-SALE ADVANTAGE

Regular monthly donations are the life blood of non-profits. As 
we strengthen that aspect of our funding we find that it becomes 
much easier to achieve our preservation goals; maintenance work is 
delayed less often, and the roses suffer less. To encourage donors to 
join our monthly Guardians of the Rose who donate $10 or more 
per month, we now offer a one week sale in advance of each sea-
sonal release of available roses. You join the email list to receive our 
new availability, and can place an order during the week leading up 
to the public sale. We urge you to join the growing group of donors 
stepping up to the plate.

CAN WE ZOOM-HELP FROM HOME?

The Friends decided not to hold Dirt Days last March until it was 
safe for everyone. Our Dirt Days have been very social affairs, and 
we know that they will return to that spirit when the time is right. 
However, we have had a few friends helping out here in the nursery 
and garden when health regulations allow. This we have done by 
keeping the numbers very low, and by planning individually with 
volunteers.

We have volunteer work that can be done at home as well. Among 
the tasks we need help on are database entry on the collection, 
editing work on our website and newsletter, and outreach to rose 
organizations to share the work that the Friends are doing. Contact 
me at curator@thefriendsofvintageroses.org ■

ARTS & THE ROSE

The American Rose Trials for Sustainability (A.R.T.S.) 
began in 2012. Its stated goal was to create a trialing 
program that identified roses that performed well under 
low-input conditions in regionally different climatic 
zones, managed by university scientists, horticulture 
and rose industry experts, and private sector enthusiasts 
with significant rose growing experience. The trials are 
multi-year, geographically regional, and independently 
conducted to ensure results that consumers can trust to 
be reliable. A rose that earns a high rating in one region 
receives a Local Artist award. Varieties that secure awards 
in four or more regions are designated Master Roses. 
For more information consult:  
www.americanrosetrialsforsustainability.org/. 

—Stephen Hoy

Garden scene (photo by G. Lowery) 
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REVIEW OF  
André Dupont: Un 
Palais et des Roses
Darrell g.h. Schramm

The recently published book André 
Dupont by Frenchman Vincent 
Derkenne “fills a gap in rose 
history,” as the author himself 
asserts. Until now very little has 
been known about Dupont who 
supplied Empress Josephine with 
many of her roses. The book also 
corrects a number of misconcep-
tions and erroneous facts.

Because so many writers, past and 
present, write in an echo cham-
ber, echoing each other rather 
than researching to confirm their 
material, this book review begins with several corrections Derkenne 
has made to rose literature after ten years of research. For instance, 
Claude-Antoine Thory writes in Les Roses that André Dupont was 
born in 1756 in the Palatinate when the birth really occurred in 
1742 in Paris. And contrary to statements by certain French and 
English writers, Dupont was never the Chief or First Gardener at 
Malmaison nor Chief Gardener or Director of the Luxembourg 
Gardens.

Futhermore, Jules Gravereaux in 1912 claims that Dupont’s collec-
tion was acquired by the Napoleonic government in 1813. In fact, 
the collection was transferred during the post-Bonaparte governance 

in late December 1814. In addition, 
Rosa orientalis A. Dupont ex Set (still 
extant) was introduced not in 1905 
but in 1805. Finally, Dupont was not 
the first to practice artificial polli-
nation of roses, as Keays, Shepherd, 
Krussman, Griffiths, Detweiler, and 
Chapman have claimed in echo-
lalia. Nothing in his own writings 
nor in documents of his contempo-
raries asserts or hints at this claim. 
Dupont sowed and grafted roses.

On the other hand, these corrections 
by Derkenne lead to a correction I 
must make regarding his statement 
that Dupont’s was the first rose col-
lection. Not so. Daniel Schwarzkopf 
in the 1770s nursed a collection at 
Wilhelmshöhe in Germany of more 
than a hundred roses, species and 
cultivated varieties.

André Dupont was born in May 
1742 and died in August 1817. Although the correct spelling of 
his surname is Dupont, as an adult he separated the two syllables 
to suggest he was of the nobility: Du Pont. In 1777, he married a 
Louise, for whom he would name a rose.

For 22 years he served as Caretaker of the Palace du Luxembourg 
(not the garden and not the 25 years as he himself wrote in a letter 
to impress government administrators). This was the palace of the 
brother of King Louis XVI, who, after the latter’s beheading and 
after Napoleon’s defeat, became King Louis XVIII. Between 1792 
and 1794, the French Revolution was a time of rampant denuncia-
tions during which Dupont was imprisoned at least twice for short 

Rosa x dupontii Déségl.  
© Vincent Derkenne 2020
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periods. Much of his story reveals 
his concerns for having to move 
this rose collection four times, 
once even during the height of 
the growing season. According to 
his own writings, Dupont in 1801 
owned “the most complete col-
lection of both native and exotic 
live plants of the genus Rosa that 
exists anywhere.” This collection 
was praised by numerous horti-
culturists from 1805 onward.

In 1802 his wife died, child-
less. In 1803, according to his 
contemporary Antoine Laurent 
de Jussieu, Empress Josephine 
approached him about sup-
plying roses to Chateau de la 
Malmaison. Commendable for 
his honesty, Derkenne quotes 
Philippe de Pronville, declar-
ing that Josephine’s private rose 
collection was “one of the most 
considerable.” [Emphasis mine.] 
A later quotation by Andre Leroy 
states, “That Empress Josephine 
had an exclusive passion for roses 
. . . is probably very exaggerated.” 
Indeed, she was interested in nearly all plants, especially exotica. 
Nonetheless, Derkenne estimates from old records that Dupont 
delivered 250 to 500 roses to Malmaison in 1806.

I have access to Dupont’s catalogue of 1813. It lists nomina nuda 
(without description) 218 roses, classified. Dupont would likely 

have included more than one of many varieties for Josephine. That 
was the year she said, “My garden is the most beautiful thing in 
the world.” But among those listed are his R. centifolia simplex ‘La 
Louise’ and R. centifolia bipinnata (‘The Celery-leafed Rose’) and one 
named for him, the Gallica ‘Pontiana’. The following year he added 
more than 300 roses to his next catalogue, but Josephine probably 
would not have known or seen it. She died in the spring of 1814. 
Dupont would follow three years later.

About a half year after Josephine’s death, Dupont exchanged his 
huge rose collection at Luxembourg for a pension. In June of 1816, 
Julien-Alexandre Hardy, a passionate rosarian and breeder, took 
over from Louis-Toussaint Charpentier the management of the 
Luxembourg Gardens.

One more feather in Derkenne’s cap is his startling 2015 discov-
ery of a forgotten, three-box herbarium assembled by Dupont in 
the National Museum of Natural History of Paris. Roses and their 
foliage were preserved on 232 plates, most of these roses no longer 
in commerce. According to Derkenne, it is “most likely the earliest 
herbarium devoted entirely to roses.” Vincent Derkenne has indeed 
done the rose world a magnificent service in providing previously 
unknown information on roses, various horticulturists, and espe-
cially Dupont in the beginning years of rose mania. It was a labor of 
ten years, a labor of love.

The book André Dupont: Un palais et des Roses is written in French. 
A smaller, ninety-page booklet of excerpts in English is also avail-
able: André Dupont: A Palace and Roses. In the author’s own words, 
the book is “not intended to be a literary work.” While the French 
version contains much tangental and extraneous information, the 
English translation is more to the point. An index would have been 
helpful. Published in 2020, this book can be purchased through 
www.amazon.fr. ■

top: Rosa x dupontii Déségl  
(illustration by Vincent Jeannerot);  
above: R. gallica ‘Pontiana’  
(illustration by Redouté)
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Remembering  
Bill Grant
Darrell g.h. Schramm

William A. Grant, under Hospice 
care, died peacefully in his sleep at 
home on the morning of December 
24, 2020. He was 95.

Born August 30, 1925, Bill grew up 
in Los Angeles during The Great Depression, helping his mother 
garden her modern roses. He attended the University of San 
Francisco, then worked as a sports writer in Chicago before return-
ing to L.A. in 1949. In the 1950s he moved to the central California 
coast near Santa Cruz, building his own home in the wooded hills. 
There he gave up on modern roses which he observed as too prone 
to fungal diseases and requiring too much care; he quickly gravi-
tated toward species and heritage roses and other plants.

Over the years he taught American literature at the University of 
York, England, and at University of Goteborg, Sweden. He was a 
founding member of the English Department at the new Cabrillo 
College in Aptos (near Santa Cruz). During his tenure he was 
privileged to escort Eleanor Roosevelt when she arrived for a lec-
ture and to welcome her as an overnight guest in his home. Never 
idle for long, Bill maintained a long association with UC Sant Cruz 
Arboretum and founded the California Garden History Society. In 
addition, he served on the national board of the Heritage Roses 
Group until his death. During his academic years, he was granted at 
least two Fulbright awards.

For nearly forty years Bill wrote numerous articles and essays, 
mostly on roses, in such journals and magazines as Hortus, Pacific 

Horticulture, Roses anciennes en France, American Rose, Rosa Mundi, 
Heritage Roses New Zealand, Heritage Roses Australia, Fine Gardening, 
Rose Letter, and others.

Bill was also renowned and popular for arranging and escorting 
groups on rose tours around the world. Over the years they visited 
the gardens of Baden Baden, Europa Rosarium at Sangerhausen, 
Cavriglia, Monza and Ninfa, Odile Masquelier’s garden at Lyon and 
Tete d’Or, Roseraie de l’Haÿ, David Ruston’s collection in Australia, 

Vrijbroek in Belgium, 
Mottisfont and other 
prominent gardens 
in England, including 
lesser known prop-
erties such as Heale 
House, Hodsock 
Priory, and West 
Dean Gardens—and 
these are but a few 
of the many gardens 
visited, many of them 
more than once.

In the early 1990s 
while on a visit to 
Oregon, Bill wished 
to visit the village of 
Brooks where Father 
Schoener had lived 

and bred roses between 1910 and 1915. Driven there by his friends 
John and Louise Clements, former owners of the nursery Heirloom 
Roses, they discovered a pink cultivated rose growing in a nearby 
field. They surmised it may have been bred by Father Schoener. From 
cuttings that rose is now available commercially, and grows in a small 
rose garden in Brooks. The name of the rose is ‘William Grant’

above: Bill Grant (photo by Jill 
Perry); opposite below: ‘William 
Grant’ (photo by D. Schramm)
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Later in the 1990s Bill was instrumental as one of three primary 
consultants in the publication of the 700-page, encyclopedic tome 
Botanica’s Roses. It was first published and distributed by Random 
House to English-speaking countries. A second, corrected, edi-
tion followed in 1999, issued also in Dutch, German, French, and 
Swedish. Bill had spent a year writing many of the rose descriptions; 
he further had argued and won to have a bibliography included. 
Random House bought more than 400 of his rose photographs for 
the book. Its success prompted the publishers to ask him to edit a 
shorter paperback version. He did. Published in 2004, it contains 
about half the entries of the hardback edition. He was told by an 
editor that “Botanica’s Roses will prove to be one of the great rose 
books of all time.”

One of Bill’s favorite roses was ‘Souvenir de Mme Leonie Viennot’. 
One April when I spent the weekend with him, he asked me on 
Saturday morning to pick three or four ‘Leonie Viennot’ roses. 
When I brought them to him, he chose two and then asked me to 
drive him down the hill to the village of Corralitos where his rose 
society was about to have an exhibit. Quickly he prepared one of his 

roses and entered it in the show. A few hours later he was informed 
he had won the award for an outstanding old rose. He also favored 
species roses. At its height, his garden, which surrounded his house 
on a wooded hilltop, was a site of blissful beauty.

Less than a year before Bill died, he asked me to edit a manuscript 
he had compiled from his previously published articles and essays. 
“I can’t afford to pay you,” he told me, “but any profit from sales 
will be yours.” I declined, being occupied with my own gardening, 
writing, and work as editor of two publications. But he called me 
a few weeks later, again asking me to edit his work. I reluctantly 
agreed but told him I wanted no compensation. After all, he had 
been my mentor; I had even dedicated my book Rainbow to him. 

He sent me the manuscript. I spent quite some time editing and— 
as he had requested—choosing slides to illustrate each piece of his 
writing, then mailed the manuscript back to him. This occurred 
in March of 2020. To my surprise and consternation, a few weeks 
later he returned the manuscript to me, uncorrected, unrevised, and 
without any accompanying explanation. Puzzled, I wrote a letter to 
him, asking what he wished me to do with it. After all, three or four 
of the articles contained incomplete text. I had no word from him. 
Unknown to me he was having his third surgery within two months.

When I next heard from Bill, he sent an email encouraging me to 
publish all my articles in one book. “I bask in your success,” he 
wrote. “I just need to urge you on and on and on. I need to give you 
more of my books when you get time.” On September 19, he sent 
an email: “I’m back. Been sick too long. Hope we can have a talk. 
Drop by.” I replied that because of the pandemic, I was remaining 
cautious and isolated. Perhaps in a month to two we could visit.

That was the last I heard from him. His last words to me were “Bless 
you.” ■

Bill with rosarian authors Ingrid Verdegem and Roger Phillips, taken in New Zealand 
by Jill Perry.
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MISSION STATEMENT

The Friends of Vintage Roses exists to preserve and enhance the 
unique and extensive collection of historic roses developed by Gregg 
Lowery and Phillip Robinson, to establish the collection in a garden, 
and to share the collection with other public rose preservation efforts, 
all for the purpose of educating the public about the importance of 
the rose to human history, cultures, technology, and science. 

OFFICERS AND MEMBERS OF THE BOARD

Gregg Lowery, Curator & President
Darrell g.h. Schramm, Editor-in-Chief
Joan Olson, Layout Design Editor & Secretary
Steve Dunatov, Business Manager
Pamela Temple, Facebook Editor
Andrea Donahue, Treasurer
Susan Feichtmeir, Fundraiser

ROSE COLLECTIONS CURATORS

John Bagnasco, Hybrid Teas and Floribundas Curator
Sue Bunte, Floribunda Rose Curator
Susan Feichtmeir, Modern Shrub Rose & Polyantha Rose Curator
Julie Matlin, Damask Perpetual Rose Curator
Daniel Nauman, Pernetiana Rose Curator
Bill Smith, Old European Rose Curator 
Pamela Temple, Rambler and Austin Rose Curator

CONTACT INFORMATION

General questions: info@thefriendsofvintageroses.org
Re: the rose collection: curator@thefriendsofvintageroses.org
Re: donations: treasurer@thefriendsofvintageroses.org
Volunteering: volunteercoordinator@thefriendsofvintageroses.org

ROSES FOR SALE!

Here’s a small selection of the 
many roses available for sale 
on our website:  
thefriendsofvintageroses.com

clockwise from top: ‘Hermann 
Lindecke’, ‘Mrs. Arthur 
Robert Waddell’, ‘Le Pactole’, 
‘Five Yuan’, ‘Souvenir de la 
Malmaison’

Please visit our site to see the 
many others available for pur-
chase in bands or gallons. 


