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THE QUINTS

By j.-\.\llis LARKIN PEARSON
All the world
Quintuplets-~by name and by sight
From. the day of their birth they
“have been'In the public eye—adver
tised and press-agented to an extent
never before known. Even Shirley
Temple, carrying the weight of her
seyen years lightly,
much ofa world as the |
_-Qiiinls «Shirley is getting to the |
it mow where she is-beginning
taken for granted, and some
of the first glamor of discovery is
icarmg off. She has become one
“of our settled institutions and is
expected to function right along
without so much attention.

But the Quints still  new
enough to be an amazing curiosity.
They have not quite become stand-
ard equipment yet. It is as if we
were still trying them ont and
wondering if they would last.
Maybe there is a lurking fear that
we might wake up some morning
and find them only a dream.

On the screen and on the maga-
zine page we have become familiar
with their round chubby [aces ther
cute smiles and their sauncy little
pranks. Most of us even try to
know them by name, and
have long and profound argumeuts
about their several personalities—
what mental traits or talents each
will develop in years to come. |
remember seeing ifi some magazine
where a famous artist had pulled
aside the future's veil and painted
them as full grown wonien—col-
Iete seniors, 1 believe—and he had
‘nnden en 10 transmit the” child
features 1o the very queenly-looking
. Brown-ups.

All of which is very interesting,
and some of which might be true.
The only way to-be surg about that
i8.t0 ‘wait and see. If the children
~all live to grow up they ™ will un-
donb{edly be very superior young
- wonten—~physically, mentally, and
in eyery way, They may even be so
esupe:ror to thé common garden
vatiety.of female as to seem almost
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Now nght hcre is a chanu.- for

: df the Qumts were ]ust ordinary
pour lahoring —people, presumably
“without much - education;  culture,
ot soeial standing, They had several
;'- t‘fhél‘ :}\:tdren porn before the great
day Wllr:n the ants nrrwed These

: separately | like the
’t'hc_ﬁme family

knows the Dione |

| better thing than to have subdued

 fdoflars. 1f 1 might choose between
| being Alexander the . Great or

'theﬁwordsofhlstory. flflmlght
| choose  between - being -

: %:onjh Rlley Wltholl’t a penny to my
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ample of what COUL he done
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| \'Hui'[ | nean w this He
have gone out into the by-ways and
| hack

| poverty stand in squalid rows. and

with every

into
{the world barring certain constutu-

s that would be

ruls

eXvep
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could

streets where the

| there he could have picked up five
new-born infants out of five difler
shacks. He
them into his care and given them |
the

ILI\t!] the OQOuints;

etit could have taken

exactly same treatment he has
and nmety-nine
| chances out of a hundred they would |
[ now he in every way equal to what |
the
fect sanitation, perfect food, and the ‘

that

Quints are. Perfect care, per-

sense of well-hemng Springs |

from such environment—and

an
nearly every pitiful  and neplected
infant born into the world could be-
¢ome a super-child equal in every
way to the periectly wonderful
Dione Quintuplets.

Picture to yourself a world full
of such children, and not a slum brat
nor street rat moall creation. All of
them prowing up to he super-normal
Dr. Defoe has
proven that it COULD be done.
it No
reason in the world except ignorance

men and women.

Then why isn't done?

and  greed  and  selfishness—the

f}lﬂ]"lﬁilil}l] of the ])(l\\'trflﬂ few to
trample upon the weak and helpless.
We are still in the state.
The (uints are  just a sample of
what the human race can and will

be when we begin to get civilized.

The Thing That
Endures

1{ anyone wants pruof thal it is
the quality and not the quantity of
a poet's putput that gives him fame,
we have only to cite the case of
A. E. Housman, His total output
of poetry during his life was very
simall, but it was of such immortal
quality, so dynamically alive with
the high voltage of genius, that
Housman's place is secure.

Poets, will you take the hint?
Instead of “ dashing off” a poem
or two every day only to have them
die unnoticed, suppose you try writ-
ing two or three poems a year and
putting as much honest hard work
into ‘them as you might otherwise
have put into two or three hundred.
Concentrate,  Boil down. Melt
and remelt in the furnace of your
mind. . Skim. off the dross of
words until nothing is left but the
pure golden magic of deathless
poefry. If you can write, during
your-stay on earth, two or three
poems that will live through the
ages, you have done a greater and

jungle

a ‘continent or piled up a billion

Robert” Buens, it would not take
me three seconds to choose—I
wmld be the poor plowboy of Ayr
whose gmﬂe name ‘will all

Rackefeller
\with his “billions or James Whit-

name; “it 'Would be the author of
s L:tile Orplnnt Amue for. minc.
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Hubiner, an, Janes
| aner,

John

Ryder
James
Henry
I'abb.  These poets,
1820 and 1845,
new school of poetry full
of the bards- - |Longiel
Lowell, Whitter, Holmes, |
Poe and others—when ther Iterary
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John
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resume poetic
activity after the period ol
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Mr. Hubner in his long hie fgom. |
bered among tis friends members
of the three great groups of Ameri
poets Whattitr
and Holmes paid tribute to his work,
Longfellow gave special praise to |
Mr. Hubner's tribute
Taylor.  Oliver W ndell
in a letter to Mr. Hubner expressed
his admiration for this poem in the
following words: “Such a warm
trihute, such a token passing be-

can ]_.ull,,:l-r”n\\ -

Bayard |

Holines |

1o

tween the two sections of the coun-
try, make ns feel that it and
jalways will be one in_heart as in
name.” Holmes also expressed his
appreciation of Mr. Hubner's poem
on Robert Burns., Whittier wrote
to Mr. Hubner concerning his poem
on the death of Paul Hamilton
Hayne: ** 1 thank thee heartily for
the beautiful and touching verses
on the burial of our lamented {riend,
Hayne. They are lines that will
Whittier also wrote appreci-
tively of Mr. Hubner's book, |
“ Poems and Essays.”

Of the group of poets to which
Mr. Hubner himself belonged, Paul
H. Hayne, five years his senior,
was his devoted friend and corre-
sponded with him for many years.
Hayne frequently expressed his
deep admiration for the poetry of
Mr. Hubner. The two poets were
men of similar gifts and culture and
were devoted lovers of their art.
Mr. Hubner and Sidney Lainer
also formed a deep and lasting
friendship. Hubner met Lanier
when he was in Atlanta on a concert
tour, in the seventies, Hubner, him-
self a musician, was on the stage
with Lainer; and after the concert
Lainer invited him to his room in
the Kimball House. “I did not get
home till after three the next morn-
ing,” said Mr. Hubner in relating
this incidént. “Certainly for me it
was a feast of soul and a flow of
reason. This was-the beginning of
our fnmdshtp. a love and admira-
tion ‘'on my part that has lasted till
the present day.” Mr. Hubner con-
 sidered Sidney Lainer “ the greatest
pqet Amerm has evar produced.”
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IThe Last of the Old Southern Poets

BY Al.l(,l«. lﬁ‘l ARLAND
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devoted conmpanion i then
attractive  bungalow  on Cathiering
Street.  In 1877 My
ried Miss Mary Fruneps Wlatney
Thar son, William Whitney Fuh
ner,
Atlnta.

udj;ur Llubner

colléctions of poems—'

Hubwer wnar

i a prominent angsician ol
published I\\n
“Windflow-
Faith

the last named coming

and * Poems of
Conlsolation,”
the
Press in 1928
a collectinn of **

ers

from Oglethorpe, University

He also ]dl])hthf
Poems and Lssays.”
dramz-, * Cinderella,”
Magic Wonderstone ™ a

Maodern Communisim .

two lyrical
and *“ The
taeatise on "
an anthology of Civil War poems:
‘War Poets
Confederate

of
Songs ;"
to  Robert
Love o l
higzhly

Camplire a
tributes
durns entitled  “For

which has

collection  of

Bums,” heen
praised in Scotdand; a compilation |
of Historical Souvenirs of Luther. !
and a valualle critical work, “Rep-
resentative Southern Poets,”  in
of the great poets of the South, a
number of whom he knew inti-
mately. This book has been greatly
praised on both sides of the Atlantic.

Mr. Hubner was a seer with a
high vision and an uplifting, inspir-
ing message. His poems embody
the spirit of subline optimism, of
high-born faith and courage, anid

in life. He was also a thorough
artist, a master of melody and word-
magic. He had the poet’s twin gifts
of vison and cexpresion. He never
sacrificed form to thought
thought to form. Sublime message
and perfect expression are insepar-
ably linked in his poems.

nor

I'am glad to publish the above
appreciation of the late Charles
W- Hubuner, Jt is one of the types
of writing ‘that T want, Mr. Hub-
ner’s lifeis an crmm:uﬂy worthy i
fitting subjéet for such a sketch.
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the Mallards bemg wild
ducks, as you ey happen o know

Flie poem s all abont going out
[on the water in a boat and hidmg

within gunshot crange Ihere 1

the Sonth and |tne stinza whicliis true and genuine ‘ respecting ?

poetry. It prctures the coming of |
{1he dncks—"

maormg

Seven dots against the |
I think that
|r\ very beautiful poetry.  But when |

and line
the hirds get near the hidden gunner |
and killed Ihey |
tiinble from the skies, broken and
bleeding, and  the
thinks he

they are shiot

* sportsman’”
fine |

has done a  very

Lmoroing’s work,  In this case the
I"l" irtsman and the poet seems to be
ilie: indlividual. the

e Anvway,

poet agrees that the bloody murder
of the heantiful ducks was all right
and a perfectly lovely thing to do.
But for me that spoils the poem
and T refuse to-print 1t in my paper.
It

gets pleasure out of killing such

is a strange sort of mind that

and mnocent creatures.
II
Clay Ferre, a young man on
staff the Winston-Salem

s another writer who is

heautiful

H.
the of
Journal,
eving 1o be worth watching. His col-
Like It Or Not,” in the Jour-
nal is mighty interesting reading.

unm,

Dr. Archibald Henderson,
Chapel Hill, N. C. is the
internationally known of all’ the
Tarheels who work with words.,
His various works on Bernard Shat

of
most
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LITERATURE OF
“ESCAPE?”
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Lt ot lope  and happiness;

It taken

v ol day vut, there

s prerhiaps more shiadow than sun-

shine an nanly every life,

Lhen bere comes our school of

realison il siyvs that asit enough.
We st doubile upon it by having
a lerature of defeat and frustration
to bedevil us the rest of the time.
It we have an hour of respite from
L 'llhll_',

actual an hour of leisure

tor reading, we must’ pay the

JErskitie Caldwells dnd the Willisy

Faulkners to
during  that

make us unhappy
We hire
them to drag our minds through
a cesspool of muck and  filth, o
shock us with crime and sicken us

hour. niust

with low and dirty language
Why? why can

we not have at least part of our

Lume clean-minded and self-

In God's name,
ta be

reading time be spent in a mental

garbage wagon and our nostrils

|assatled by the stirtks of rotten and

minoral  Getion ?

It 15 the fashion to scofi at ideals,
to rail agamst the pilgrims that seek
Utopia.  But the human race has
never taken a step forward and up-
ward toward happiness except as it
followed the gleam of an ideal.
There 15 no advantage in having
a prophet if he lies face down in
the gutter and prophecies ruin as the

tonly possible end and object of life.

The prophet’s business is to show
a better way, to inspire, to lift up.
not set to
deathless music the finest tl'ung!
of earth and heaven had just as well
not sing at all. [ it isn't beatity it
isn't poetry, no matter wihat' the
schpol of realism says to: ﬁhﬁ'
trary.

Thought is the beginning of ac-
tion. A man’s mental state dctum
ines his course of conduct and his.
ultimate station in life. There 15 ﬂﬂ 5

denying the fact that the readmg f 3

good books does conduce "t a
hPalthy and whaolesome stath' oE

result i a better life.
To follow our hest d

ideals is nchly worth. whik
have made him a world figure. ' F .

Why must even our .

L.




