— Jeri Jennings

A narrow street in a Sierra Foothills GaRuishEra town turns a corner and narrows further. The curve
skirts an old concrete retaining wall, which rises some ten feet. An ancient picket fence, meticidtailslg,
long-ago painted white, tops the wall. Green leaves and pink roses push through the fence, to splash color down
the gray wall. The scene calls the Rose Adventurer.

Standing IN the streeQH — it IS narrow!— body hugging the concrete for an illusion of safety, the Ad-
venturer begins an intimate acquaintance with the rose.

Long arching canes bear small, deeply ruffled blooms on short laterals. Smaller than a quarter, the blooms
are flat,— asruffled as a ballerina’s tutu, and set off by elaborately-ruffled sepals, as elegant as miniature sculp-
tures. The plant appears to be Polyantha in character.

One half of each ruffled bloom is a pretty pink color slightly softer than that of amusempatk cotton
candy— the other half is warm blush. Some Gallicas do this, (along with other stripy, splashy color changes).
‘Mme. Erngt Calvat,” does it, sometimes, sporting partially backNme. | saac Pereire.” “Smiths’ Parish” does
it. On these small blooms, the color shift creates an irresistible resemblancéatshadded, homenade pepper-
mint drops.
Rank growth cascades down the wall: The rose blends with Tree Of Heaven, and an assortment of vigorous

weeds. Behind the branches, the adventurer discovers a set of stairs, edges softened by age, molded deep into the
wall. They’relong-unused, and dark with lichens, but sturdy. Old stairsinvite climbing. And who WOULDN’T



