'Peggy Martin' is loaded with pretty blooms, disease free, thornless and vigorous as shown on this three-year old bus
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THE ROSE THAT SURVIVED
HURRICANE KATRINA

by Marilyn Wellan ¢ roseusa@suddenlink.net

This is the story of Peggy Rose
Martin and the 'Peggy Martin' rose. It
is a story of tragedy, restoration and the
power of a rose to help bring about re-
newal and recovery. ,

Plaquemines Parish, LA, is about
as far south as you can go before the
roads, which run parallel to the Missis-
sippi River, end up at the Gulf of Mex-
ico. Peggy Martin and her husband
M.J. lived on Louisiana Highway 15
near the tiny historic town of Phoenix.
Founded as Fort Mississippi in 1699,
it later became known as St. Sophie in

62 American Rose

the 1880s when James Livingston built
his plantation home there; and when
that plantation burned, he rebuilt and
renamed the place Phoenix — out of
the ashes.

Peggy’s 82-year-old parents Ro-
salie and Pivon Dupuy lived nearby in
the home they built in 1951. The fam-
ily property was part of a narrow strip
of land between Highways 15 and 39
that was enclosed by two strong and
reliable levees — the river levee and
the “back” levee, which kept the wa-
tery marshland in its place. The family

compound was thought to be well-pro-
tected from hurricanes, always a threat
to those who live near the Gulf Coast.
M.J., whose direct ancestor Pierre
Chauvin de Lery was the first explorer
and settler of the parish, was among
many who regularly took their shrimp
boats out for the day’s catch. Fishing,
shrimping, hunting and large family
gatherings were a way of life for the
Dupuy and Martin families. Peggy and
M.J. established a lovely home and
raised two sons in “God’s country.”
Peggy created a very personal garden




of oaks, azaleas, camellias, roses, day
lilies and every color of iris, all of
which she planted during the 32 years
they lived there.

Peggy’s love of gardens — and
roses — began in her grandmother’s
garden, where she remembers as a
child skipping down the rose-lined
path as far as the gate. If a love of gar-
dening was a gift from her grandmoth-
er, Peggy’s immense personal strength
likely came from her mother, Rosalie
who gave her the name Peggy Rose.
“Mother was a career woman, stern,
determined, strong. Daddy was a John
Wayne type and knew no fear.”” He
served in the legendary Hell on Wheels
Armored Division during World War II
and received a Purple Heart, having
been wounded at Omaha Beach. Af-
ter the war, Rosalie and Pivon worked
side by side in forming and operating a
lumber company in New Orleans.

Peggy gardens organically, as did
her grandmother. She is a devoted fan
of greensand and its effect on roses.
She uses organics including fish meal

which is plentiful in the area. She was.

fortunate to have excellent alluvial soil,
and used compost made from grass

clippings and the fallen leaves of live-

oak trees which add nitrogen to the soil
over time (and they act as a natural her-
bicide, she says). She became an early
advocate of sustainable rose gardening
before it became the garden word du
Jjour.

Among her prized plants were sev-
eral appealing old roses passed along
from family members and friends.
But the rose that pleased her most and
caused every garden visitor to stop
short was a thornless, slightly fragrant,
pink rambling rose given to her in 1989
by New Orleans friend Ellen Dupriest.
Ellen got the rose from her mother-in-
law, Faye Dupriest, who got her start
from another relative’s New Orleans
rose garden — this rose is truly a “pass-
a-long” plant. Peggy noted, “When I
first saw this rose it was in full bloom
and smothered the eight-foot wooden
fence in Ellen’s back yard. It took my
breath away! I had never seen a rose so

lushly beautiful with thornless, bright
green foliage that was disease free. All
along the canes there were clusters of
roses that resembled perfect nosegays
of blooms.”

On reading an article on old gar-
den roses by New Orleans Old Garden
Rose Society founder Maureen Det-
weiler in 1997, Peggy decided to attend
the very next meeting of the group. “It
was like someone gave me a treasure
box, to see all the colors and sizes of
roses that were exhibited at the meet-
ing,” Peggy said. “A whole new world
was opened up to me when I joined the
society, and I put my heart and soul
into learning everything I could about
heritage roses. Like a sponge, I wanted
to soak up everything.” Soon she was
asked to give presentations about her
own garden and her growing meth-
ods, and tours of her garden were in
demand. Within two years, Peggy was
president of the society and has been
a leader ever since. Her home garden
grew to 450 roses. She became known
as an avid collector of roses with his-

Below, left: Peggy Martin; right, her garden before the storm; bottom, her grandmother’s garden c. 1942.
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