ADVENTURES IN THE ARTS

indicative drawings and a group of rare canvases,
the quality of which painters will at once acclaim,
and poets will at once verify the lyric perfection of,
paintings and drawings among the loveliest we have
in point of purity of conception and feeling for the
subtle shades of existence, those rare states of life
which, when they arrive, are called perfect moments
in the poetic experience of men and women.

There will be no argument to offer or to maintain
regarding the work of Rex Slinkard. It is what it is,
the perfect evidence that one of the finest lyric talents
to be found among the young creators of America
has been deprived of its chance to bloom as it would
like to have done, as it so eagerly and surely was
already doing. Rex Slinkard was a genius of first
quality. The word genius may be used these days
without fear of the little banalities, since anyone who
has evolved for himself a clear vision of life may be
said to possess the quality of genius.

“The day’s work done and the supper past. I
walk through the horse-lot and to my shack. In-
side I light the lantern, and then the fire, and sitting,
I think of the inhabitants of the earth, and of the
world, my home.”

These sentences, out of a letter to a near friend,
and the marginalia written upon the edges of many
of his drawings, show the varying degrees of deli-
cacy Rex was eager to register and make permanent
for his own realization. His thought was once and
for all upon the realities, that is, those substances
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