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or yellow oak, Quercus muhlenbergii
From Charles S. Sargent, The Silva of North America
(Boston: Houghton Mifflin Company, 1891-1902), VIII, CCCLXXVII
Original drawing by Charles Edward Faxon
COVER: Chinquapin

The chinquapin oak, one of our most beautiful trees, is infrequent in northeastern Illinois, where it occurs
on wooded slopes, often rocky, usually in calcareous soils. The tree has been known to grow 160 feet tall in
the lower Ohio valley, where it thrives in rich bottomlands. Its leaves are not lobed as one expects oak leaves
to be, but are coarsely-toothed and resemble chestnut leaves. The slightest air movement sets the shiny
yellow-green leaves fluttering like aspen, and turning to reveal white pubescent undersides. The scaly
bark is silvery gray, among the palest in the forest. The strong, durable wood has been used for fence rails
(which later fueled steamboats along Ohio rivers), barrels, and railroad ties. Chinquapin oak is seldom
seen in cultivation.
In 1904, an unusual hybrid of this oak was discovered near Bluffton, Indiana, by Lent A. Williamson
and his son. They brought it to the attention of Charles Deam, for whom it was later named Quercus
deamii by William Trelease of the Missouri Botanical Garden. The hybrid continues to be a subject of
interest, and more recent literature (Bartlett in Rhodora, 1951) suggests the likelihood that it is a hybrid
between Q. muhlenbergii and Q. macrocarpa, the bur oak. In 1915, Deam discovered that the original tree
was blazed to be cut, and he bought the half-acre on which it stands, deeding it to the state. It has since
been known as the Deam Oak Monument. A specimen grown from a graft obtained directly from Deam
in 1948 is growing in the Morton Arboretum's Oak Collection.
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A TASTE OF WILDERNESS
Arboretum Teens Explore the Manistee
By Patricia K. Armstrong
One day when I was in my early teens I found a dead "gopher" lying flattened in the road.
(I know now that it was a thirteen-lined ground squirrel, Spermophilus tridecemlineatus, but
in those days I called it a gopher, like everybody else.) As I was bending over it, a small boy
came out from a nearby house to see what I was looking at. As we watched together, fascinated, we discovered what happens when a small creature, once warm, furry, and lively,
must return the atoms of its life to the environment from which they came.
'
It was a slightly smelly experience but exciting just the same. We could see the chisel-teeth
of this gnawing rodent and parts of its skeleton that were made visible by decay. It made us
think about our own bones and the wonder of movement. We saw flies and maggots going
about their sanitation business, and we could see, up close, the beauty of the butterflies and
iridescent beetles that sensed hidden secrets with their feet as they crawled over the dead body.
When at last we stood up, the little boy clasped his arms about my legs, for he could reach
no higher, and exclaimed, "When I grow up I'm going to marry you, and we can keep finding
more gophers to look at!"
I hadn't realized until then that not everyone had the opportunities to experience the delights of nature that my family had. I suspect it was in that moment that I really decided, subconsciously, to spend my life introducing other people to the intensity of love and awe that I
found in the world about me. I truly believe, like Rachel Carson, that every child must be
helped to expand his innate sense of wonder until it is strong enough to resist the dulling that
often comes with the artificialities and routines of adult life. If one can grow up experiencing
the joy of knowing the earth and its creatures intimately, that familiarity will evoke a caring response over a lifetime.

*

*

*

A year ago, in thinking about ways to give young people richer experiences with nature, I got
the idea of taking some of them "home" with me-to discover the kinds of joys I had known
while growing up. The trip was offered as a special class sponsored by the Morton Arboretum,
an<,l in June, as soon as school was over, I set out with my small group of teens for "A Lower
Michigan Wilderness Tour". We began by traveling 360 miles northward from the Arboretum
to Manistee County.
For me, our first night sleeping out was like opening an almost forgotten book of memories. We lay on the ground under jack pines, oaks, and aspens-trees I knew from my youth
-listening to the murmur of the Manistee River and smelling the earthy pungency of decaying stumps and fresh-born pines. When a whippoorwill sounded far away, I was suddenly a

49

child once more, hearing the song for the first time-and my mother's voice: "Hark! Hear
the whippoorwill singing in the wilderness?" Each year my family had eagerly anticipated
those plaintive calls, and each year there had been fewer birds to sing as more people built
their cabins in the woods. I was glad to know that whippoorwills were still chanting their song
of freedom so my group of teens could hear and understand, too.
From where we lay, we could see the stars swing around our little "window" between the
trees. It was nearly midnight when someone noticed a glimmering in the sky, and we all
wakened to behold the northern lights. We moved out to find an open place, throwing ourselves down on the gravel road to watch the waves of iridescence sweep across the dome above.
Anyone listening to our exclamations would have thought us odd, I'm sure.
"Ohhhh, how beautiful!"
"Wow, look at that! It's green-no, pale violet!"
"There's one almost pink!"
"Look how fast it moves!"
We shared our marvelous discovery with the people in the next campsite, but after a glance
skyward they merely shrugged and went back to the television inside their fancy camper. We
continued to watch the psychedelic show in the heavens by ourselves.

"'

"'

"'

"'

"'

"'

The following morning we visited the Manistee Arboretum, Chittenden Forest Nursery, and
Udell Experimental Forest with a ranger as our guide. He showed us how pine seeds were
extracted from the cones and planted to grow young trees for reforestation on government
lands. He pulled up a three-year-old jack pine to show us the rooting tubes used to make
transplanting easier.
"What are you going to do with that tree now?" my two young~st girls wanted to know.
"Just throw it out, I guess. There're thousands more. It'll probably die anyway after being
pulled up by the roots."
"Then can we have it?" they pleaded.
They tenderly covered its bare roots with damp sand and tied one of our plastic bags around
them. It was funny to see the two of them carrying that tree wherever we went the rest of the
morning.
Our destination that afternoon was near Mio where my father had a deer shack. When we
arrived, my father guided us around the locale, which he knew well from coming there for
over forty years to hunt. He led us deftly through the pathless woods, across the meadows,
and to the secluded river hidden by dense swamps. He told us of the land, the deer, the rabbits-and of changes he had seen through the years. Then he shared some tales of good times
he had known there with his friends.
Before he left, the girls presented their tree to him, and he helped them plant it nearby to
commemorate the group's visit. It truly was a moving gesture of love for all concerned. The girls
had cared enough to save the tree and they were eager to give it to my father in thanks for his
hospitality. He, whose woods were infested with jack pines, graciously accepted their offering. It was a grand moment.
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When we got to Sand Lake the next day, we found more fun than just the promised swim.
While waiting for our picnic lunch to digest, we took off our shoes and stockings and waded
knee-deep into the muck and marl along the weedy edge. We groped with fingers and toes in
the sucking ooze to capture some of the tiny, squirming baby turtles that had hatched that
season. We played with them, watching them crawl and swim, but we resisted the urge to make
pets of them. Learning to value the freedom of wild animals-to love them enough to let them
go--is not an easy lesson, and it was a thrill to see this group of teens able to do it.
We also caught a big turtle which had three leeches clinging to its underside. We couldn't
help pitying the turtle, preyed upon by bloodsuckers, but we understood something about
leeches, too. We pried them off and let them go, for even leeches have the right to live. We
watched excitedly as they all swam away- the turtle fast outdistancing the leeches which made
graceful arching movements as they swam.

*

*

*

Our visit to the Hartwick Pines, Michigan's famous virgin stand of white pine in Crawford
County, was blessed by rain. It was that most wonderful kind of rain that is soft and fresh. It
made the year's new growth of needles glow green against the wet browns of trunk and soil.
In the pine cathedral, we danced the scented aisles and shook a thousand diamonds from the
leaves. In the ethereal light wintergreen berries seemed much redder, white spruce tips much
bluer, the deer we saw much oranger. Our senses of seeing, hearing, smelling were sharpened
until we knew we had never really used them fully in the past. We let the rain wash our faces
and our souls.
From Hartwick Pines we went on to the headwaters of the Manistee River, approximately
315 water-miles from where we had camped on our first night out. Here we found the remains
of ancient stumps-silver-gray gravestones of trees that hadn't fared so well as the Hartwick
Pines. We explored the nearby ruins of a lumber town that had known eight hundred people
when "Pine was King." Old scars on the landscape were healed over with grass, but we searched
and were able to find a few-the railroad tracks, the roundhouse foundation, the footings of the
giant saw that once ran ceaselessly for twelve years. How its clanging voice must have split the
silence that we experienced! We thought of the people who had lived and died here-of the
hopes and sorrows they had known while building their homes and their town in the wilderness.
We looked at the octopus-legged stumps now perched atop the reindeer lichen and blueberry stubble in the sterile sand. It would be many centuries before anyone could hear the quiet
shush of pine needles underfoot or smell the incense of their crushed fragrance in this place
again. The ghosts of pines seemed more enduring than the ghosts of people.
We walked from the deserted lumbering site to the headwaters below where our canoes,
rented for the trip downstream, were waiting. We pushed out onto the river. The water was
icy cold and so clear that we could see the bottom, twelve feet down in places. Gray clouds
bumped the horizon hills; wind-whipped trees scraped at the sky. We paddled quickly to keep
warm. Following the same currents that had once floated giant logs to the mills, the novice
canoeists crashed into every deadfall, every troutbreak, and got hung up on all the shallow
places. The more experienced slipped skillfully around the obstacles.
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As we paddled, I thought of others who had known this river before me-my dad, my grandfather, and Rube Babbitt, game warden in the early years and now almost a legendary figure in
Crawford County. Watching the inexperienced paddlers struggling, I remembered the first time
I canoed. It was in the nearby AuSable River, and I caught a "rainbow fish"-a grayling, now
extinct. How I wished the kids with me could have known the wilderness beauty then! But
we could only talk about it at our campfire that night, and of the ghost pines and all they
meant. Then we drifted off to sleep, recounting the many wonders we had seen, lulled by the
river's never-ending prayer at our feet.

*
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Our last adventure was at Sleeping Bear Dune, on the shore of Lake Michigan. We spent the
day running, rolling, playing, and exploring in the sand. A forty-mile-an-hour wind added
to our exhilaration. We struggled up steep places, only to come down laughing and then
scramble up to do it again. We bit the grit of sandy air and wiped wind-tears from our faces.
We snuggled into the lee of dunes to enjoy the sun and the beautiful flowers-to sift the sand
with our fingers, and to find gems and jewels with our microscope-eyes. We built castles. We
watched spiders. We felt wind-polished rocks and rippled sand. We climbed through sunbleached ribs to the summit of the Sleeping Bear herself and luxuriated in the multitude of
blues, greens, and purples of the lake beyond.
When we joined a Ranger-led nature walk through the dunes that evening, I discovered
that my teens had become a little nation unto themselves. They competed with other groups
on the walk (mostly Scouts) and showed off by answering all the Ranger's questions. He
couldn't even shake them from their certainty by asking, "Are you sure? These trees are
much too small to be a climax forest." I felt a glow of pride and was deeply satisfied to
see how much these youngsters understood of all we had seen in our few days together.
Before settling into our camp for the night, we ran up the big dune one last time to say
our good-byes to the Michigan we had grown to love. The boundless exuberance of youth
called me to the heights again to watch the lake waters swallow the fiery ball of sun, to see
the reflected candle-glow across the woods snuffed out by falling darkness. There was no need
for words; we had only to watch and feel.
Back at our campfire--our last one-we sang long into the night, and then we talked,
sharing the high moments of the past week. To my question, "What was the most fun?" they
answered:
"Getting lost trying to find the deer shack", "Canoeing", "Climbing the fire tower", "Catching the snakes and fooling the Girl Scouts", "Playing with the raccoons and turtles'', "Being
smarter than the Ranger".
"And what did you think was the most interesting?"
"Exploring the ghost town", "Catching animals to play with'', "The logging museum", "The
cowbird traps", "Seeing how they get the seeds out of pine cones".
"What was the prettiest sight you saw?"
"The sunset tonight", "The northern lights", "The big pines", "The deer", "The red lilies",
"The trees leaning over the water on the river", "The shades of blue on Lake Michigan".
"And the most beautiful sound?"
"The pinging of sand blowing in the dunes", "The songs of the whippoorwill and Kirtland's
warbler'', "Getting a willow whistle to work", "Rain dripping on Hartwick Pines'', "The gurgling of the Manistee".
"But what was the most wonderful feeling you experienced?"
They all fell silent. As I looked from face to face and saw the dirty cheeks, the tousled hair,
the sparkling eyes, I knew. We all knew. It was the feeling that came from just being together
in the woods, sharing the bad weather with the good, and finding ourselves bound to one another in a new and compassionate awareness.
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Notes from the Sterling Morton Library
A fine copy of Selectarum stirpium Americanarum historia, published in Vienna in 1763, has been
given to the Sterling Morton Library by Suzette Morton Davidson in memory of the late Mary K.
Moulton, former Librarian.
This book by Nikolaus von Jacquin contains descriptions and illustrations of plants of the West
Indies, Venezuela, and Colombia. It is the first major botanical work devoted exclusively to American plants, and is a valuable contribution to the study of tropical American flora. It is also notable
for being Jacquin's first important work. The Arboretum copy contains 184 copper engravings of
plants, uncolored. Hand-colored copies of this edition are known to exist, but are uncommon.
The book might never have come into existence had it not been for a chance meeting in 1753
between Jacquin, then a twenty-six-year-old medical student from Holland, and the Austrian Emperor, Francis I. In that year the Imperial Gardens at Schonbrunn Palace outside Vienna had just
been laid out for the Emperor and his wife, Maria Theresa. The head gardener and his predecessor
were Dutchmen and had brought many of the plants from Holland, including some of South African
origin. It was while Jacquin was in the gardens examining this South African collection that his
botanical interests were brought to the attention of Francis I. The Emperor offered him the opportunity of taking charge of the gardens and of first making an expedition to the West Indies and
South America to collect new plants and specimens.
Jacquin accepted and left for the West Indies in 1754, remaining there until 1759. In the tropics
he discovered that his pressed plant specimens were being damaged by ants, and he began to use
his talents as an accomplished artist to supplement his notes with watercolor drawings. These fine
illustrations became the basis for his first major work, Selectarum stirpium ... , which was published four years after his return to Vienna. In 1780 Jacquin issued a special edition of Selectarum
stirpium .. . , illustrated with original watercolor plates. Only twelve copies were issued. This rare
edition is valued not only for its scarcity but for its scientific importance. Since much of Jacquin's
herbarium material from the West Indies expedition was damaged or destroyed, his original watercolor illustrations and this edition copied from them are all the more significant.
Jacquin was a prolific author, and the scope of his published work encompasses plants from his
American expedition, the wiid plants of Austria, and the exotic plants cultivated at Schonbrunn and
at the University Botanic Garden in Vienna, where he was Director from 1768 to 1796. He did many
of the illustrations himself and others were done by botanical artists working under his supervision.
The engravings in his later works surpass those which appear in Selectarum stirpium . ...
Original editions of most of Jacquin's major works are in the Sterling Morton Library. The library's
holdings, in addition to Selectarum stirpium ... , are:
Enumeratio stirpium plerarumque quae sponte crescunt in agro Vindobonensi. Vienna 1762.
Observationum botanicarum iconibus ab auctore delineatis illustratarum. Vienna 1764-1771.
Florae austriacae sive plantarum selectarum in Austriae archiducatu sponte crescentium icones.
Vienna 1773-1778.
·
Collectanea ad botanicam, chemiam et historiam naturalem. Vienna 1786-1796.
Oxalis monographia iconibus illustrata. Vienna 1794.
The monograph on Oxalis is unusually rare and was given to the library in 1972 by Mrs. Davidson
to mark the fiftieth anniversary of the Arboretum. The recent gift of Selectarum stirpium Americanarum historia enhances still more this important collection.
I. M.
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Opposite: Passion ff.ower

Arboretum News and Notes
LOWER MICHIGAN WILDERNESS TOUR. The Arboretum's Education Department is sponsoring
two eight-day tours to Lower Michigan during
the summer of 1973. One trip will be limited to
teens only, and the other will be for mixed ages :
older children, teens, and adults. For information, telephone 969-5682.
JENS J ENSEN COLLECTION. When Leonard
Eaton completed his book, Landscape Artist in
America, in 1964, he donated some Jens Jensen
correspondence and other original materials to
the Sterling Morton Library at the Arboretum.
A few years later some items were acquired by
the library from the estate of the late Ralph
Fletcher Seymour, longtime friend of Jensen and
publisher of his books, Siftings and The Clearing.
This was followed by a gift of several original
landscape plans from the Chicago Historical
Society, and in 1971 by a gift of clippings and
other items donated by Ragna Eskil of Chicago.
In 1972 the Arboretum was designated as the
official repository for Jensen archives from The
Clearing, the school which Jensen established
at Ellison Bay, Door County, Wisconsin, and
which is now managed by the Wisconsin Farm

Bureau. Carol Doty of the Arboretum staff and
Orvetta Robinson of the Illinois State Museum
went to The Clearing in July, 1972, for the purpose of making a preliminary survey of these
archives. At that time materials dating through
1951 were transferred to the Sterling Morton
Library, and additional photographs and papers
were acquired from Grace Richardson of Green
Bay, sister of the late Mertha Fulkerson, Jensen's secretary.
It is hoped that other Jensen letters, landscape plans, photographs, clippings, and other
materials can be gathered from scattered sources
to form a substantial collection available for
study at the Sterling Morton Library. Recent
utilization, for example, was made by several
students from the Landscape Architecture Department at Iowa State University at Ames, accompanied by their professor, Robert Harvey.
The collection already contains sufficient interest for persons working in landscape architecture, conservation history, education, folk arts
and crafts, and, to a minor extent, political science. Gifts or information about possible sources
of additional Jensen materials will be appreciated, and may be directed to Carol Doty.
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Climatological Summary
Data

August

September

October

!

!----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------!

I

Average mean temperature

72.2° F

65.3° F

50.6 F

! Highesttemperature

93° F

86° F

78° F

L owest temperature

45° F

35° F

22° F
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Days maximum above 90° F

4

0

0
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Precipitation
10.67"
5.82"
3.24"
lI_____________________________________J ________________________l _______________________J ________~--------~I
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Charles C. Deam
(1865-1953)
An Uncommon Common Man

By Carol Doty

Flora of Indiana, a thick, dark green volume with the reputation of being the first great state flora,
has been familiar to me for a long time. In spite of the book's awesome appearance, its author
was delightfully possessed of a native simplicity, as I discovered from reading his letters. Indeed,
one suspects that Charles Clemon Deam was a person who succeeded in being completely himself.
His letters are refreshingly natural and unselfconscious, generously autobiographical. While his
accomplishments as a botanist and forester yielded him public attention, honorary degrees, and
influential acquaintances, he seems to have retained something of the "country boy" in him throughout his life. I envy Floyd Swink's opportunity to have known him.
So intriguing were Deam's letters to Swink that after reading them I began looking for a biography
to satisfy my curiosity about the man. In the library I found three sketches that kept me chuckling
half a morning, for they contained just what I was hoping for-more fetters!
The first piece, "We Present: Charles C. Deam", was published in 1946* while Deam was still
Jiving. The day after Deam read it, he wrote to the author, Daniel DenUyl of Purdue University:

Last eve before I retired I took up the Journal of Forestry to scan its contents and after
reading one or two articles, I was too sleepy to read more when I came to the obituaries.
Well, I could not pass these because in them were some old-timers I knew. I kept busy
reading them and at last I turned a page and my eye first caught my picture and I said
to myself: 'My God is Deam dead too?' I was not sure if I was dead or dreaming. I stood
up and then sat down and when I read the headline, I was oriented. Well, Dan, I wish to
thank you very much for this publicity although I know I am not worthy. You know I am
just a common old plug rooting around with the boys. I try my best to keep out of the road
of others and be friends with all of 'em.... I did learn one thing by the write-up and that
is, you should be careful of what you write in letters. You quoted a whole lot of low down
on me. Moral, be careful of what you write but this comes to me too late to profit by it. One
thing is true, my letters truthfully reflect my character OK. I am just plain Charley Deam
and I never want anyone to think anything else. The fact is, l do take a semi-annual bath
to keep clean and occasionally do change clothes to be respectable (wife's <loin's), otherwise, I am just plain old Charley Deam. I hope my life suits some, at least.
This was written when Deam was eighty-one and already had a long life to look back on. He had
been born August 30, 1865, on a farm near Bluffton, Indiana. He spent his youth as a farm boy,
splitting rails, milking, mending fences and buildings, and helping his father plant, plow, and harvest crops. After graduating from high school, he taught school for a whil~ before someone loaned
him the money to attend DePauw University. After two years, as he records it, "I ran out of money
and so I quit college. Then, too, it took too much time." He sold his books and walked home.
For five years he worked as a clerk in a drugstore in Kokomo and then, with help from a drug
salesman, he opened his own drugstore in Bluffton in 1891. Within two years he became ill from
overwork, and his doctor advised him to get outdoors more and to take walks. This started his interest in botany, for he soon tired of counting the railroad ties along the path where he walked, and
decided he might as well "study the trees and shrubs which were the source of the drugs I was selling."
*Journal of Forestry 44:66-67 (1946).
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Gradually his walks grew longer and he began in earnest to collect the plants of the region. His
wife, Stella Mullin Deam, whom he married in 1893, also became interested in his new avocation
and became a life-long assistant in collecting and preparing the specimens for his herbarium.
In 1900, Deam took a partner into his drug business, thus freeing himself to spend more time
traveling and collecting. Over the years he made several extended trips to Mexico and Guatemala;
he did some botanizing in other states, especially Tennessee and Florida. But mostly, he spent every
spare moment traveling around his own state collecting plants, and in so doing he observed that
Indiana's forests were disappearing because of grazing and other agricultural practices.
In 1909, some of Deam's friends suggested to Governor Thomas Marshall that Deam would
make a good State Forester for Indiana. Deam refused, saying he was too busy in his store-but
his friends persuaded him to reconsider, telling him it had taken them months to arrange the appointment. Deam's account of it is rather casual:
One day Thomas Marshall called me up and asked me if I'd like to be State Forester. He
was Governor then. I went to Indianapolis. All the Governor did was ask me if I was a
Democrat. I didn't know that I was State Forester until I returned to Bluffton, where they
put on quite a celebration.
He held the position from 1909 to 1913 and again from 1917 to 1928. His concern about diminishing forests in Indiana led him to conduct reforestation experiments in the Clark County State Forest
and to author a dassified forest tax law which was passed in the state in 1921, protecting certain
woodlands from grazing by livestock. He continued to travel the state, studying and collecting plants
and reporting his observations. Many of these were published in the Proceedings of the Indiana
Academy of Science between 1899 and 1935.
After completing his terms as State Forester, Deam continued as Research Forester from 1928
to 1940, working primarily on the native plants of Indiana. During these years the Department of
Conservation published his Trees of Indiana (a revision), Shrubs of Indiana (a revision), and
Grasses of Indiana. These three books were preliminary to Deam's Flora, an undertaking in which
he was continuously encouraged by his friend, Stanley Coulter, Dean of the School of Science at Purdue
University. Dr. Coulter was also instrumental in persuading the Department of Conservation to
publish Deam's books. Flora of Indiana appeared in 1940, the culmination of some forty years
of collecting and about eight years of writing.
During all this time, Deam retained an interest in his drugstore, having several different partners
over the years, and a second store for a while. For thirty-two years he published Deam's Almanac,
which is, in effect, an account of early years in the drug business. On the side, he held patents on
a liquid meat smoker, a fly poison, and a quick-freezing ice cream. At his home in Bluffton, he developed a two-acre arboretum with about five hundred kinds of trees and shrubs labeled. Also, in
addition to his herbarium (which finally numbered about 78,000 specimens), he accumulated a
library of some 3,500 bound volumes and many pamphlets and reprints. Most of his herbarium and
library are now in the possession of the University of Indiana.
Until Charles Deam's letters are collected and published, as they deserve to be, the references
cited below will have to suffice in further acquainting people with this unusual man.
FOR FURTHER READING:

DenUyl, Daniel. "Charles C. Deam". Proc. of the Indiana Academy of Science 63:232-239 (1953).
DenUyl, Daniel. "Charles Clemon Deam". Castanea 19: 109-121 ( 1954).
Edington, Will E. "Charles Clemon Deam". Proc. of thelndianaAcademy of Science 63:29-32 ( 1953 ).
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Excerpts from Letters
Written by Charles Clemon Deam to Floyd Swink
Between 1947 and 1951
With Comments by Floyd Swink
It is with a good deal of nostalgia that I recall the field trips I was privileged to take with Dr.
Charles Dea·m some years ago in northwestern Indiana. We first became acquainted through
correspondence when he was in his eighties, and in his letters he referred periodically to the
idea that he was nearly blind. I came to question this notion when we took our first field trip
together. Another botanist and I had arranged to meet Dr. Deam at a location in Elkhart
County to study a rare plant. As we approached the appointed place we could see him in the
distance, perhaps a quarter of a mile away, already signaling us to pull over to the road's edge.
I've never been sure how he recognized us, as he had never seen our car before.
Another time, on a field trip with him near Gary, he spoke of hoping to find the rare sedge,
Carex richardsonii. As we were walking along, he suddenly threw his knife to the ground.
"There is the rare Carex", he said. "Where?" I responded. "Right there", he said, pointing
to the spot where his knife was stuck upright. On closer inspection I could see that he had
impaled a small plant which had completely escaped my notice.
Deam's complaints of blindness may have been justified insofar as his reading was concerned, but in the field he seemed to have the physical attributes of Moses in his old age,
of whom it was said: "His eye was not dim nor his natural force abated".
For several years we kept up a rather continuous correspondence. I had no idea in the beginning how interesting and entertaining his letters would prove to be. He liked to write long
ones, and once even apologized :
Say, I am going to quit on this page. I think this is the longest letter I ever wrote. I
hope you survive the reading of this tome and I recover so that I can write an addenda
sometime in the future.
He also apologized for his English:
My poor English is one of my defects. I was reared in the country where we used
"kin, git, kivers'', and the like. After I attended college two years I decided I should
desert my colloquialisms and try to use correct English.
In his letters, he told me about many of his past experiences He had devoted much of his
time to botany, but his livelihood was derived from ownership of the local drugstore in Bluffton:
I was the first druggist [in town] to advertise in the local papers. I carried on several
kinds of advertising campaigns. I was the first merchant of any kind to put in a floor
showcase. Everyone predicted the customers would kick out the glass, but that never
occurred. All stores at that time had wood floors. I put in linoleum and everyone
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said I would be getting spiffy and would drive out my customers. I was the first merchant to put in cuspidors and the first again to take them out.
The yard of his Bluffton home was actually an arboretum. He once told me that he had every
one of Indiana's native trees growing there except the yellow birch. Getting adequate help to
tend this operation was a continual difficulty:
We try boy after boy and they are worthless: I inherited an old saying: A boy is a
boy; two boys are half a boy; and three boys are no boy at all. Well, we hire a boy
and he tells us he always works with a boy friend. Soon another boy will drop in
and soon all will be arguing or playing. I could tolerate all of this but I know I am
educating boys who will soon be men and I do not feel like being an accomplice in
making worthless help.
In preparing the flora of his state, Dr. Deam toured every one of Indiana's 1,016 townships.
In 1915 he bought a Model T Ford for use as a traveling laboratory, and had a custom-made
bed installed by two buggy-makers:
That bed wore out three chassis and was still good when my wife sold the whole
outfit for $10.00 to prevent me going out again. I used it for about 90-125 days
each summer for 18 years collecting in Indiana. I kept record until I had traveled
over 150,000 miles.
Botanical collecting in those days was a heroic business. He described some of his difficulties:
I rarely passed a day that I did not have to change a tire and as many as four changes
daily. The changes meant not only hard work but much of the time downright tough
jobs when the roads were all mud. Then I had to take water in a 3-gallon bucket I
carried with me, and a broom I also carried with handle about 18 inches long, and
after jacking the car up I washed the wheel and then slipped a large piece of oilcloth under the wheel before I attempted to put on the tire.
I shall never forget my toughest day. I started down a newly graded road (all roads
unknown to me at that early date) of four miles. In the four miles I had to change
tires three times. Inner tubes those days were very poor quality. I was from about
9:00 A.M. until dark making the four miles and I doubt if a single vehicle passed
me that day. The car was equipped with good side curtains and these were all down.
I had all my outfit packed so I did not disturb it and worked until night without anything to eat. I wanted to get off this road and when I did, I drove into a woods and
the car scarcely got over the side ditch when I was "in" to the hubs.
The correspondence between us was carried on for some time before we actually met. In
anticipation of our meeting, he wrote:
In the event we meet this year you can look me over. I am often referred to as the
corn knife botanist. When in Central America and in Florida I always carried a
machete. Up here the corn knife is adequate and much lighter. I am deadly afraid
of snakes. I use the corn knife for digging specimens and as a buddy against dogs.
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Opposite: Charles Deam and his 1915 Model T Ford, photographed in 1923.

In addition to snakes and dogs, he described another field problem encountered in those days:
During the prohibition days I was afraid to work near the Illinois line. I tried it
twice, but both times I soon heard rifle or pistol shots in quick succession which told
me I had reached the limit of navigation.
Through his work on the state flora and his reputation for meticulous collecting. Dr. Deam
became closely acquainted with many of America's botanists. For some he had very high
regard, for others not so high:
As to [Mr. X]'s report, I will say I feared that his records are too unreliable to give
much credence to. He had no verifying specimens. He wrote "cocky" letters and when
I tied him down to produce the goods they were at his cottage and I guess it burned
down or something happened to it. I appreciate I was "hardboiled" when it came to
records or reports. . . .
I never met [Mr. Z]. I had a few letters from him and once he wrote me he was
coming over and I welcomed him to come and asked him to bring with him some
specimens he reported that I wanted to check on. He never came or answered my

letter. I took it he got sore because I wanted to check his determinations.
Please pardon me for giving you my candid opinion and status of the several men
preceding. I know it may not be good diplomacy to tell the truth, but I cannot fit
myself into any such diplomacy. You know I am no botanist, just a weed puller, but
ordinarily I can tell a Nancy Hanks from a jackass.
A feature which distinguished the Flora of Indiana from other floras of its time was the inclusion of ecological notes and the listing of plant associates. This was done during the early days
of plant ecology when the science was undergoing a fair amount of change and experimentation. Dr. Deam synthesized the situation as follows:
My measure of an ecologist is the number of mosquitoes he has killed-in other
words, the real field experience and the number of plant species he can name
off-hand.
Deam's flora was a botanical landmark and became the prototype for later state floras. Deam's
death in 19 5 3 fell within a few years of the death dates of several other great botanists: Liberty
Hyde Bailey (1858-1954), David Fairchild (1876-1954), Merritt Lyndon Fernald (18731950) , Elmer Drew Merrill (1876-1956), and Alfred Rehder (1863-1949). In this writer's
opinion, their passing marked the close of an extraordinary era in American botany.

Floyd Swink:
Typist Turned Taxonomist

Floyd Swink was a high school student in Elmhurst, Illinois, when he first read David Fairchild's
book, Exploring for Plants. Before long, he began to notice the various kinds of plants around his
neighborhood, and, as his interest grew, someone suggested that he get a copy of Gray's Manual
of Botany. He found one in the school library, and saw that it had been checked out only once
before. This observation, along with the realization that plants had been scarcely mentioned in his
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high school biology course, suggested to Floyd that botany deserved more attention than it was getting. As he became absorbed in learning about plants, he was delighted to discover that field work
was not only an interesting hobby, but an inexpensive one-an important factor at the time.
But it was only an avocation. When he graduated from high school, Floyd began working for the
Underwood Typewriter Company as a speed-typing demonstrator. His remarkable skill as a typist
was the result of an early start, many years of practice, and almost an athlete's devotion to his gift.
He had been taught to type at the age of four by his brother, then a high school typing student
who thought of it as a kind of game to amuse his younger brother. By the time Floyd himself
reached high school, he was extraordinarily accomplished, winning the world's speed championship for first-year typists in 1938 and the world's championship for high school typists in 1939. While
working as a demonstrator for Underwood, he enrolled in business college and won the world's
championship in that category in 1940. Shortly thereafter, World War II broke out, and he enlisted
in the U.S. Navy. He was stationed in Chicago and continued his botanical field work uninterrupted.
By this time he had also become interested in studying birds.
When the war was over, Floyd resumed his business-machines care~r, working first for Standard
Business Machines and later for Remington. The demand for manual speed-typing demonstrations
was decreasing, however, because of the emergence of electric typewriters during the war. Thus when
an offer came in 1949 to teach botany at the University of Illinois College of Pharmacy, he welcomed the chance to enter this field professionally and to deepen his knowledge of medicinal and
poisonous plants.
A few years earlier, Floyd had become acquainted with a number of botanists at the Field Museum,
including Paul Standley and Julian Steyermark. He began to accompany Steyermark on field trips,
frequently traveling with him to the Ozarks, which was about an eight-hour drive each way. Steyermark occupied the many hours of travel-time with a quiz-game of his own devising, asking hundreds
of questions of this sort in rapid-fire succession: "Name a monotypic genus of Begoniaceae found
in Hawaii". "How many species of Jubaea are there, to what family does the genus belong, and in
what geographical area does it occur?" "Name the most noteworthy crucifer of Kerguelen Island."
Floyd rose to the challenge and was always looking for questions of his own to "trip this guy up".
He looks back on those sessions as the best training he ever had. He continued working with Steyermark until 1958, when Steyermark moved to Venezuela.
In 1947 the American Association for the Advancement of Science* met in Chicago, and this was
an important influence on Floyd Swink. There he met Charles Deam for the first time, and was introduced to Elmer Drew Merrill and Liberty Hyde Bailey. Bailey gave a paper on "Troubles in
Taxonomy" and, on the lighter side, S. F . Blake gave one on "Byways of Nomenclature"-a talk
Floyd says he will never forget. These meetings undoubtedly were a great stimulus to Floyd's serious
interest in taxonomy. Evidently he has holding his own in this respect when he and Steyermark
stopped to see Charles Deam on the way back from the AIBS* meetings in Cleveland, Ohio, three
years later. Fernald's 8th edition of Gray's Manual had just been published, and Deam noted the
visit in a letter to Daniel DenUyl: "This week I had as guests, Professors McFarland, Steyerrnark
and Swink. I regret their visit was short so we did not prune up Fernald the way we wanted".
During this same period, Ralph Voigt of the University of Illinois College of Pharmacy suggested
*The AAAS then included various botanical societies which later became part of the American Institute
of Biological Sciences (AIBS).
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that Floyd look into the Friends of Our Native Landscape, a group which he recommended as being
much interested in identifying plants in the field. Floyd soon became ·affiliated with them, and this
gave him the opportunity of visiting many areas previously unfamiliar to him, as he had no car
and his travels had been limited to places he could reach by train or bus. Through FONL he also
became acquainted with other naturalists, including mycologist Verne Ovid Graham and geneticist
John Klotz. Before long he found himself serving as field trip chairman for FONL and, later, for the
Wild Flower Preservation Society.
Floyd's field trips were confined primarily to weekends, as he continued to teach at the College of
Pharmacy during the week. In 1955 he was persuaded to take a business position at the University of Illinois Medical School. This work was completely removed from his interests in natural
history, however, and after a year he took a job with the Cook County Forest Preserve District
as Naturalist at their Little Red Schoolhouse. This position utilized Floyd's knowledge of birds
as well as plants, and involved a good deal of time spent outdoors, teaching and leading nature
walks. By this time he knew the birds and the flora of the region as well as anyone, and people were
frequently told to "ask Floyd Swink" when they had questions. His association with the Forest Preserve District lasted until 1960, when he was invited to come to the Morton Arboretum to teach.
"Our Fields and Forests", "Botany for Gardeners'', "Winter Birds", "The Geography of Trees",
and "Using Gray's Manual" were only a few of the classes Floyd taught during his first three years
at the Arboretum. At the same time, his interest in taxonomy broadened to include the exotic plants
which were in the Arboretum collections. The need to verify the identity of the thousands of plants
in these cultivated collections became apparent, and in 1963 Floyd was given this enormous task
in the newly-created position of Taxonomist. He has been working in this capacity for nearly ten
years now, and also continues to teach several Arboretum classes each year.
Floyd has always been generously available to those who want to learn. He lectures frequently
and leads field trips for the Chicago Ornithological Society (of which he is a Past-President) , the
Chicago Academy of Sciences, the Field Museum (where he is a member of the Kennicott Club) ,
and many other organizations. His other weekends, especially during the growing season, are often
spent in the field, studying the local flora. This work led to the publication of his own book, Plants
of the Chicago Region, in 1969. It covers the flora of twenty-two counties surrounding Chicago
and is based on more than thirty years of field work and thousands of miles of travel. The first edition is virtually out of print, and Floyd is working on a second edition which will appear late in
1973. He has also written a number of articles and books on subjects relating to natural history
and taxonomy; he is currently serving as an adviser on the multi-volume Flora of Illinois, by Robert
Mohlenbrock of Southern Illinois University.
Throughout the years, Floyd's skill as a typist has been an asset. For example, he prepared
Plants of the Chicago Region for offset printing by typing the 445-page manuscript of technical material,
error-free, in a matter of weeks. He has done the same for a number of other publications.
Floyd is an advocate of using the typewriter to facilitate learning, starting as young as possible.
He does, himself, possess a remarkable memory for factual detail. Once in a while, he can be persuaded to demonstrate some of the tricks he used as a professional speed-typist years ago-such
as typing from a book at about 140 words per minute while he carries on a taxonomic dialogue
with you, recalling and spelling the Latin binomials for any common plant names you may give him
out of Gray's Manual. His secret to this, he says, is to keep his mind occupied with a third subject!
Perhaps that explains how this busy man accomplishes all that he does.
C. L. D.
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