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" hat does he plant who plants a
tree ?
He plants cool shade and tender

And seed and bud of days to be,
And years that fade and flush again;
He plants the glory of the plain;
He plants the forest's heritage;
The harvest of a coming age;
The joy that unborn eyes shall see—
These things he plants who plants a tree.
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' h a t does he plant who plants a
tree?
He plants, in sap and leaf and
wood.
In love of home and loyalty
And far-cast thought of civic good —
His blessing on the neighborhood
Who in the hollow of His hand
Holds all the growth of all our land —
A nation's growth from sea to sea
Stirs in his heart who plants a tree.
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AN EMBASSY TO PROVENCE.
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E A R L Y a month later, when we were
established in Avignon for a long visit,
we took part in another festival,— this was in
Roumanille's home,— whereof the motive was
our meeting with Felix Gras. During our hurried first visit of only four days, when we were
hurtling across the Midi at the heels of the
Ponette, Madame Roumanille's brother was
out of town — he is a j'uge de paix, and his
absence from Avignon was connected in some
way with the issuing of licenses for the shooting
season, which just then was opening.
They are tremendous fellows for shooting,
the men down there. Daudet has told about it.
When lions are about, they shoot lions. During the close season for Hons, they shoot hats.
I t is all one to them. They have the true feehng.
What they care for is the sport, not the game.
Fortunately, when we came again to Avignon the shooting season was well under way,
and the magisterial duties of Monsieur Gras sat
upon him lightly. It was arranged that on the
second evening after our arrival the meeting
which we so much desired should come to pass.
Yet while we longed for this meeting we also a
little dreaded it — knowing, by more than one
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disheartening experience, that highly idealized
personalities have a tendency to come tumbling
down from their pedestals when encountered in
the flesh; and we knew that if this particular
idol fell he would fall a long way. In the interval since we had bought his " Roumancero
Prouven^au" in Marseilles, we had bought
and read his " Tolosa" and " Li Carbouni6."
With the reading of these poems,—in which he
manifests his power of sustained flight, though
not always with the dramatic fervor of the
shorter poems which had so entranced us,—
the pinnacle whereon we had placed him had
grown perilously high.
But happily, as we came to know that evening, our ideal had not exceeded the reality. As
fine and as sympathetic as his poems is Fehx
Gras himself The graciousness of his person,
his gentle nature that also is a most vigorously
manly nature^ his quick play of wit, his smile,
his voice — all were in keeping with, even exceeded^ what we had hoped to find.
H e sang to us some of his own poems,—
including, at our earnest entreaty, " Lou Baroun de Magalouno" and " Lou Papo d'Avignoun,"—set to airs which have come down
from troubadour times; curiously vibrantjhaunting airs, which fell away in cadences of a most
tender melancholy, and rose again with a passionate energy, and were pervaded by a melody
sweet and strong. His singing was'without accompaniment. Holding in his hand a copy of
his " Roumancero,"— it was our own copy, and
is beside me now as I write,— he stood up in
the midst of our little company^ and thrillingly,
in a rich barytone, sang forth his verses from
his heart. Roumanille, his hands clasped comfortably across his well-filled waistcoat, beat
time softly to the music with his foot; and when
some passage especially pleased him gave vent
to his emotion—and in this also keeping the
time of the song—in a subdued utterance compounded ofagruntandaroar. MadameRoumanille, her beautiful brown eyes gHstening a httle,
regarded her brother with an affectionate delight, and turned to us from time to time with
a sympathetic smile. Mademoiselle Th6rese
sparkled with animation; and the demoiselle
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