ADVENTURES IN THE ARTS

clarity, the fine line of decision between imagination
and vision, between the dramatic and the lyric, and
had realized completely the supremacy of the lyric
in himself. He was a young boy of light walking
on a man’s strong feet upon real earth over which
there was no shadow for him. He walked straight-
forwardly toward the elysium of his own very per-
sonal organized fancies. His irrigation ditches were
“young rivers” for him, rivers of being, across which
white youths upon white horses, and white fawns
were gliding to the measure of their own delights.
He had, this young boy of light, the perfect measure
of poetic accuracy coupled with a man’s fine sim-
plicity in him. He had the priceless calm for the un-
derstanding of his own poetic ecstasies. They acted
upon him gently with their own bright pressure. He
let them thrive according to their own relationships
to himself. Nothing was forced in the mind and soul
of Rex Slinkard. He was in quest of the modern
rapture for permanent things such as is to be found
in “L’aprés midi d'un Faun” of Mallarmé and De-
bussy for instance, in quest of those rare, whiter pro-
portions of experience. It was radiance and sim-
plicity immingled in his sense of things.

He would have served his country well as one of
its clearest and best citizens, far more impressively
by the growth and expansion of his soul in his own
manly vision, than by the questionable value of his
labors in the military service. He did what he could,
gladly and heroically, but he had become too weak-
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