REX SLINKARD

ened by the siege of physical reverses that pursued
his otherwise strong body to endure the strain of
labor he performed, or wanted to accomplish. He
knew long before he entered service the significance
of discipline from very profound experience with
life from childhood onward. Life had come to him
voluminously because he was one who attracted life
to him, electrically. He did not “whine” or “post-
pone,” for he was in all of his hours at least mentally
and spiritually equal to the world in all of its aspects.
He was physically not there for the thing he volun-
teered to do, despite the appearance of manly
strength in him, or thought he would be able to do.
He hoped strongly to serve. None knew his secret
so well as himself, and he kept his own secret royally
and amicably.

Exceptional maturity of understanding of life, of
nature, and all the little mysteries that are the shape
of human moments, was conspicuously evidenced for
as long as his intimates remember. The extraordi-
nary measure of calm contained in his last pictures
and in so many of the drawings done in moments
of rest in camp is evidence of all this. He had a
boy’s brightness and certainty of the fairness of
things, joined with a man’s mastery of the simple
problem. He was a true executive in material affairs
and his vision was another part of the business of
existence.

As I have said, Rex Slinkard had the priceless
poise of the true lyric poet, and it was the ordered
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