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T H E P A R S O N P O E T 

AH, would it had been my lot to 
know 

\- The remarkable vicar of Mor-
wenstowe, 

Where from Eagle Crag to the rocks 
below 

Clung coombe and village of Morwen-
stowe, 

Where a Celtic dialect once was spoke 
And the gods are good to the Cornish 

f o l k -
Would God it had been my lot to know 
The antiquary of Morwenstowe! 

He lived in a coign of the coombe, of 
course, 

'Twixt winey heather and guinea-gold 
gorse. 

He led nine cats for to hear him preach 
'Mid cobles and nets on the pebbly 

beach. 
In a long-tailed coat of the claret hue 
And a fisherman's jersey rough and 

blue. 
He'd a small red cross patched over 

the place 
Where Our Lord was pierced for the 

human race. 
And of love and of pain it was woven 

f u l l -
But the vicar's socks were of black 

sheep's wool! 
On his pate sate a brimless beaver hat 
As pink as the face that was under 

that. 
And though scorning the shears of the 

London tailors 
He'd gold to bury all shipwrecked 

sailors; 
And he perched as naked as any nail 
With a seaweed wig and an oilskin tail 
On rocks, for a jest, to attest the 

perman
ency there of a real live merman! 

Also we know he gave his benison 
To tall black-elflocked Alfred Tenny

son, 
Parleying with him in proper pride 
On all the myths of the countryside. 
Of smugglers' revels gone corybantic 
And midnight wrecks in the wild 

Atlantic, 
Orating the same in cavernous nooks. 
And piling his arms with Arthurian 

books— 
The parson whose throat-thundering 

cry 
Is still, "And shall Trelawny die!" 
The sturdy walker, fabulous talker, 
The poet whose name is Stephen 

Hawker, 
Who junkets still, a beloved ghost. 

On the howling heath of the Cornish 
coast; 

Whose mind and spirit were ever agile 
To view archangels or build Tintagel; 
The Magdalen man who, vi'ith zeal of 

the Gael, 
Retold the tale of the strange San-

greal; 
Bright reliquary of doughty fable 
And wizards and knights around 

Arthur's table . . . 

Woe worth my life, that I never could 
know 

The wonderful vicar of Morwenstowe! 
W. R. B. 

* * * 
To: The Phoenix Nest. 

FROM: (Mrs.) Mary Ellen Lewis, Li
brarian, 
State Teachers College, 
Kutztown, Pa. 

DATE: August 18, 1948. 

SUBJECT: The Misplacement of auto
graphs in books. 

Why" do authors invariably auto
graph their books on the inconsequen
tial flyleaf? 

Autographed books are things of 
beauty and joys forever to their own
ers, and are used frequently in book 
talks and book exhibits. It bespeaks 
much more if the interest of the title 
page is enhanced by the personal sig
nature of the author rather than hav
ing the autograph placed on the other
wise cold, blank, flyleaf where writers 
of books will place it every time if 
left to their own. 

Could you call the attention of au
thors to this annoying habit of theirs 
•—or am I the only one it annoys? 

Today, in the midst of political cam
paigns, let us remember a great Amer
ican. The following poem comes from 
that stronghold of Republicanism, the 
State of Maine: 

F. D. R. 

Sundial, flowers where the Hudson 
flowing flows 

out of today to reach tomorrow's 
ocean 

which spreads the greatness of the 
sun by its 

reflection of true planetary warmth 
know but the mortal dust, the man 

lives on 
through triumph over death to shape 

his dream 
from clay of humankind that we should 

mold 
our way of life; American, but not 
America's alone, for through the clear, 
concerted vision of his heart and soul 
high councils, universal, shaped his 

mind 
where world democracy shines as the 

sun 
shines on the dial where far shadows 

lei'.gthen 
to rays of peace his being helps to 

strengthen. 
LoTON ROGERS PITTS. 

* * * 
OFFICE FABLES 

• A secretary long ago 
(Doubtless in the Land of Oz) 
Said, "He's in conference." 
And oh, 
Whaddye know? 
The so-and-so 

Was. 
ETHEL JACOBSON. 

* * * 
I thank Edward L. McKenna, of the 

University of Pennsylvania, for the 
following: 

You write affectionately and ac
curately about Henry Cuyler Bun-
ner. He had a fine and delicate tal-
lent. He was not Saki, perhaps, but 
he was quite close to Francois Cop-
pee—maybe better than Coppee, al
though Coppee was fine, when he 
was not too saccharine. 

Mr. Bunner was a friend of my 
father. My father worked as a book
keeper for Richard V. Harnett, and 
used to contribute to Pucli and the 
other light magazines of the day. 
Mr! Bunner was editor of Puch (this 
was about 1890 or so). He had lived 
in France, as no doubt you know. 
He wore a Van Dyke, and he car
ried a stick. Mr. Harnett was the 
auctioneer for Tammany Hall. Mr. 
Bunner came over to see my father. 
Harnett went back, and said, "Hey, 
Bill, there is some dude out there 
looking for you. Name is Bunner." 
"My God!" my father said. "That is 
the editor of Puck!" Puck was a 
Democratic paper; Judge was a Re
publican paper. Mr. Harnett said, 
"He isf Go on, get your coat, Bill; 
stay out with him all afternoon, 
don't come back today!" My father's 
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p a r t i c u l a r fr iends w e r e Cha r l e s Gib-
eon {not Cha r l e s D a n a Gibson!) , 
H a r r y Leon Wilson, Rose O'Neill , 
a n d Booth T a r k i n g t o n . W e had m a n y 
of Miss O'Neil l 's p ic tures , and two 
by Glacl^ens. 

Years ago. Miss Wil la Rober t s , of 
Woman's Home Companion, bough t 
a s tory from me . She said, "You m a y 
not l ike t he compar i son , bu t th is 
migh t a lmos t h a v e been w r i t t e n by 
H e n r y Cuyle r B u n n e r . " I w r o t e 
back , "No, "Miss Rober t s , b u t I t h a n k 
you sincerely, j u s t the same . " Mr. 
B u n n e r died in 1896, w h e n I was 
t h r e e , bu t he w a s in my fa the r ' s 
house m a n y t i m e s — H e n r y George 
w a s a friend of my fa ther , too, and 
t h e g r e a t J a m e s L. F o r d ("The Lit
e r a r y Shop ," and "For ty -odd Years 
in t he L i t e r a r y S h o p " ) . My f a t h e r 
left no th ing bu t fugit ive m a t e r i a l , 
a n d ne i the r shal l I. Mr. F o r d used 
to say, "Two r h y m e s to t he qua t r a in , 
t h a t ' s enough; don ' t spoil t he m a r 
ke t ! " T h o m a s Augus t i ne Da ly he re 
in Ph i l ade lph ia is a good friend of 
mine , and a good poet , too. He has 
a pass iona te , bilious h a t r e d for W a l t 
W h i t m a n . My pe t h a t e is Emerson . 
I said, "He was the Doctor F r a n k 
C r a n e of his day," and I w a s n ' t far 
off t he t a r g e t e i ther . 

I t is nice to have a l i t e r a r y m a g a 
zine t h a t m a k e s some sense, Mr. 
Benet . I h a v e a friend, a newsdea le r 
a t F i f t een th and Alarket , who al
ways saves it for me. Of course, he 
does a lot m o r e business wi th Rac
ing Form! 

By the way, I don ' t t each Engl ish 
•—don't t h ink t h a t badly of t he Uni
vers i ty . I t each in su rance a t the 
W h a r t o n School—all kinds of insur
ance : life insurance , p r o p e r t y in
su rance , m a r i n e insurance , c a sua l t y 
in su rance , sure , sure , s u r e ! Oh, by 
t h e way . T h e best w r i t e r of l ight 
s tor ies , l ike B u n n e r — H e n r i Duve r -
nois. F o r t o u g h s tor ies , P i e r r e Mille. 
F o r tough novels, Claude F a r r e r e 
("Les Civi l isees") . I t h o u g h t one 
t i m e I m i g h t t r a n s l a t e t ha t , bu t you 
could no m o r e t r a n s l a t e it t h a n t h a t 
vo lume five of B r a n t o m e . 

TRAVELOGUE 
T h e y say t h a t t r a v e l b roadens one, 
And now, whichever w a y one looks 
At me, I 'm broad. I got t h a t w a y 
S i t t i ng r ead ing t r a v e l books! 

F . B . TOULMIN-

W I L L I A M R O S E B E N E T . 

SOLUTION OF L A S T W E E K ' S 

DOUBLE-CROSTIC ( N O . 753)) 

G E R A L D B U L L E T T : 
GEORGE ELIOT 

[ H E R L I F E .-VND B O O K S ] 

*My soul never flourishes on at
ten t ion to de ta i l s t l rat o the r s can 
m a n a g e qu i t e graceful ly w i t h o u t 
any conscious loss of power for 
wider t hough t s and cares . Before 
we began to move I w a s s w i m m i n g 
in Comte . . . ; now I a m s i t t ing 
in puddles . 

* F i o m a leUcr wi'it4en to Cha i ios Lewps, 
son of Geoij^o Lewes , and h i s first wife , 
on his twenty-l irst birthday. 

Tne N ew R e c o r di l l gs 
COMPOSrrlON, PERrCR.^ 

AI.IU'M NTMHER. 
NITJIBEH OF RECOPD^ 

E N G N E E R I N G I p g p, p. o R M A N C E 

A N D C O N T E N T 
\ lU coii'iray Technique Surface 

GLAZOUNOFF, FROM: A fine r e c o r d i n g , 
THE M I D D L E AGES, a l i v e , e . x p a n s i v e . 
(1903). I n d i a n a p o l i s Good tonal range and 
Symphony, Sevitskv. sharpnes.s of detail, 
RCA Victor DM 1222 (.3) warm liveness. 

DVORAK, H U S I T S K A Husitska 
OV. S M E T A N A , THE 
MOLDAU. Boston Pops 
Orch., Fiedler. 
RCA Victor DM 1210 (.3) 

D V O R A K , SLAVONIC 
D A N C E S (arr. Szell). 
Cleveland O r c h e s t r a , 
Szell. 
Columbia MM 756 i3) 

seems bet
ter than M o l d a u — 
diff. in musical tex
tu re? Both are ex
c e l l e n t , good tonal 
range, could be wid
er. 

Terrific u l t r a - w i d e -
range c y m b a l s al
most every beat—a 
stunning job, q u i t e 
literally! 

A + A lush-colored late-Ro
mantic work; opens part 
Brahms, par t Tchaikow-
sky, goes on to a touch 
of Rimsky and Mous-
sorgsky. Not overheavy. 

Husitska is big, tragic 
overture, not unlike the 
"Tragic" of Brahms but 
more i m p e t u o u s , dra
matic. It 's a good piece 
ot its kind. 

Ecstatic playing of ra th
er too noisy but still 
m u s i c a l a r rangements 
by Szell. Five of them. 

T H E LP P I C K U P — W H A T W I L L T H E P U B L I C T A K E ? 

TH E Columbia L P Hong p lay
ing) record is officially com
p lemen ted by the Columbia-

Phi lco L P record p layer , and m a n y 
of us have assumed tha t , as a t e am, 
the record and its p ickup would r e 
flect s imi la r cha rac t e r i s t i c s . Unfor
t u n a t e l y th is is not t he fact. T h e L P 
record a t i ts best h a s a wide tona l 
r a n g e t h a t ex tends easily to 10,000 
cycles, w i th e x t r e m e l y low dis tor t ion 
and very low sur face noise—those 
being t he chief difficulties wi th wide-
r a n g e recording . The L P player , on 
the o t h e r hand, is designed, I unde r 
s tand , to cut off all h igher tones 
above abou t 6,000 cycles, not be
cause of eng ineer ing or economic dif
ficulties bu t evident ly as a matter of 
policy; because Phi lco a p p a r e n t l y be
lieves t h a t 6,000 cycles is all t he 
public will t a k e . 

This is i m p o r t a n t for us consum
ers because it r e p r e s e n t s tv/o fa
mi l i a r a t t i t u d e s in th is and o the r in
dus t r ies . Reflections of t he s a m e 
viewpoints a r e appea r ing e l sewhere 
in t he blossoming miicrogroove field 
—a n u m b e r of m a n u f a c t u r e r s a r e to 
offer L P p laye r s wi th p ickups t h a t 
cu t off a t t he abysmal ly low figure 
of 4,000 cycles (and these in t he 
plush d e p a r t m e n t too) . On t h e o the r 
hand, t he wel l -known As ta t i c com
pany h a s a reasonab ly priced L P 
p ickup and a r m which wil l give good 
reproduc t ion of t he jull L P t o n a l 
r ange , t he best the records h a v e t o 
offer. A P icke r ing L P c a r t r i d g e is 
ava i lab le ( i n t e r changeab l e wi th t he 
s t a n d a r d P i cke r ing ) wi th e x t r e m e l y 
high p e r f o r m a n c e s t a n d a r d s , and no 

doub t o the r h igh-qua l i ty un i t s will 
follow, not necessar i ly a t g r e a t cost 
e i ther . 

T h e a r g u m e n t as to w h a t w e t h e 
publ ic will " t a k e " Is h a r d l y new. 
W h a t is new is t h a t in t he mic ro -
groove field, for once t h e r e a r e no 
compl ica t ions ; a p ickup w i t h l imi ted 
r a n g e is so l imi ted p u r e l y and s imply 
because of policy decision, not be
cause of inherent physical limita
tion. P r i ce h a s l i t t l e to do w i t h it. 

Why, one m a y ask, does Columbia 
bo the r to m a k e h igh-qua l i ty records , 
if Columbia ' s own p laye r c a n n o t re 
produce t h a t qua l i t y? W h y should 
anyone b o t h e r w i t h h igh-qua l i ty com
ponen t s—when , admi t ted ly , t h e pho
n o g r a p h cha in is as s t rong as i ts 
w e a k e s t l ink, and mos t exis t ing 
e q u i p m e n t in t h e public 's h a n d s is 
full of w e a k l inks? 

Because , first, it is h u m a n n a t u r e , 
even in big business , to p u t ou t t he 
bes t p roduc t possible. And second 
(ha rd -headed ly ) because t h e mouse 
t r a p p r o v e r b m a y be ca l cu l a t ed to 
w o r k in t he long run . T h e arbitrary 
l imi ta t ion of t o n a l r a n g e in t he se 
new pickups , t h e in t roduc t ion of a 
de l ibe ra te ly w e a k e n e d l ink, impedes 
p rogress because it m a k e s p rogress 
impossible. F o r t u n a t e l y t h e r e wil l 
be m u c h good L P e q u i p m e n t soon 
on t he m a r k e t and le t ' s hope t h a t 
Columbia lives u p t o i ts o w n p r o m 
ise- and provides a c a r t r i d g e for t he 
Columbia p laye r t h a t can equa l t he 
records . W i t h two good l inks ou t of 
a possible four—the b a t t l e Is a lmos t 
won! 

EDWARD TATXALL CANBY. 
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