REX SLINKARD

terpretation held little for him. He didn’t need
them, for he held the whole world in his arms
through the power of dream and vision. He touched
life everywhere, touched it with himself.

Rex Slinkard went away into a celestial calm
October 18, 1918, in St. Vincent's Hospital, New
York City. It is the few among those of us who
knew him as poet and visionary and man, who wish
earnestly that Rex might have remained. He gave
much that many wanted, or would have wanted if
they had had the opportunity of knowing him. The
pictures and drawings that remain are the testimony
of his splendid poetic talents. He was a lyrical
painter of the first order. He is something that we
miss mightily, and shall miss for long.
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