REX SLINKARD

“I doubt not that the passionately wept deaths of young men
are provided for.”—WaLT WHITMAN.

WE have had our time for regretting the loss of
men of genius during the war. We know the sig-
nificance of the names of Rupert Brooke, Edward
Thomas, Elroy Flecker on the other side of the sea,
to the hope of England. And on this side of the
sea the names of Joyce Kilmer, Alan Seeger and
Victor Chapman have been called out to us for the
poetic spell they cast upon America. All of them
in their manful, poetic way. They were all of them
poets in words; all but Victor Chapman were pro-
fessional poets, and he, even if he himself was not
aware, gave us some rare bits of loveliness in his
letters. There are others almost nameless among
soldier-hero people who gave us likewise real bits of
unsuspected beauty in their unpretentious letters.

Rex Slinkard was a soldier, poet-painter by in-
clination, and ranchman as to specific occupation.
Rex has gone from us, too. How many are there
who know, or could have known, the magic of this
unassuming visionary person. Only a few of us
who understand the meaning of magic and the mean-
ing of everlasting silences. It is the fortune of
America that there remain with us numbers of highly
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